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PREFACE 

This work in its prcscnt cdition complctcs thc plan that I sct for 
mysclf, to issuc a rathcr sclcctivc, yct, a fairly comprchcnsivc and 
rcprcscntativc collcction of amatory vcrsc in Engtish, diflcrcnt in 
charactcr from thc usual lovc poctry that is printcd in Anthologics. 
Му purposc was to sclcct only such vcrsc from thc long linc of English 
litcraturc, original and in translation, that had alrcady cstablishcd itsclf 
in print, and only such poctry which posscsscd charm, passion and 
humor, avoiding thc mcrcly vulgar and obsccnc. It would havc bccn 
casy cnough to fill a scorc of volumcs with coarsc pocms, for English 
litcraturc is as plcntiful in pornographic spccimcns as апу othcr. Thc 
tcxt of all thc vcrsc in thcsc volumcs is takcn from standard cditions, 
most of which havc bccn carcfully cditcd, but thcrc has becn no 
cxpurgation. That finc scholar, Dr. J. Woodfall Ebsworth, who so 
vcry compctcntly cditcd thc Roxburghc and Bagford Ballads and 
Thc Drollcry Books, said in onc of his prcfaccs: 

“Нс (thc cditor) holds to his confirmcd opinion that in rcprints 
of scarcc and valuablc historical mcmorials no tampcring with the 
original is permissiblc. Нс lcavcs othcrs to producc cxpurgatcd cdi- 
tions, suitablc for unlcarncd triflcrs. No cditor has апу busincss to 
multilatc printcd сору.” 

In ordcr to anticipate criticism bccausc of thc possiblc omission of 
onc’s favoritc pocm, I shall statc hcrc that this collcction of amatory 
vcrsc should bc considcrcd as an anthology, and bcing this it must bc 
iudged by thc virtucs or dcfccts of апу largc or small collcction of 
vcrsc sclcctcd by onc pcrson. On this point it is $olcly a mattcr of tastc 
rcgarding what is intercsting or what might bc unintcrcsting and its 
value will havc to stand by thc cditor’s sclections. 

In 1897 John S. Farmcr publishcd his cxccllcnt collcction of “Thc 
National Songs and Ballads of England and Scotland bcforc 1800,“ 
in fivc volumcs. This work was addressed purposcly to scholars and 
issued in a small edition. As a result it soon bccamc quitc rare and 
scts агс now difficult to procurc. Mr. Farmcr, a finc schdar, gathered 
togcthcr a large collcction of examplcs of curious amatory, satirical 
and canting songs and poems from the i^th to thc i8th ccnturies. 
Comprehensive as his work is, it has provcd to bc far from comj^ctc, 
cven though his plan pcrmlttcd him to include much that was coarsc 
and obscenc. 

In thcsc prescnt volumcs Eros rulcs and Aphrodite ^idcs thc pas- 
sionate motivcs. Hcrein you will find boih charm and interest, and, 
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occa8ionally good-naturcđ cynici5m, but ncvcr, đclibcratcly, a vulgar 
tonc. Thc work is issucd in a limitcd subscription cdition so that it 
may possibly not rcach thc ovcr-fastidious or thc coarsc-mindcd oncs 
who sccrctly admirc what thcy prctcnd to dislikc; pcoplc quitc in- 
capablc of apprcciating litcraturc for its bcttcr qualitics. And should 
апуопс сгу “immorall” at thc book I shall quotc from Lord Macaulay s 
finc cssay on thc Rcstoration Dramatists: “Thc wholc libcral cduca- 
tion of our countrymcn is conductcd on thc principlc, that no book 
which is valuablc, cithcr by thc схссПспсс of its stylc, or by rcason 
of thc light which it throw8 on thc history, polity and manncr of 
nations, should bc wiihhcld from thc studcnt on account of its im- 
purity.... Wc find it difficult to belicvc that in a world so full of 
tcmptation a$ this апу gcntlcman (or lady), whosc lifc would have 
bccn virtuous if he had not rcad Aristophancs and Juvcnal, will bc 
madc vicious by rcading thcm....” 

The pocms containcd in thesc volumcs rangc from thc carliest timc 
to the prcscnt and thc names of thc most distinguishcd poets of thc 
past and prcscnt will bc found in thc contents. It is intcresting to note 
thc diflfcrcncc in the cxprcssion of thc poctry of rcccnt ycars from 
that of thc Elizabcthan and Rcstoration pcriods in England as well 
as that of thc ancicnt litcraturcs. Wc havc changed from the obvious 
frankness of othcr agcs to a rcfincd subtlcty of thought and phrasc 
pcculiar to our own. The intclligcnt rcadcr will find our contempo- 
гагу poctry as suggcstivc and erotic, but not so daring as that of thc 
carlicr writcrs. 

Thc bcst available English translations of Grcck, Latin and othcr 
forcign poctry havc bccn utilizcd and whcrcvcr a prosc translation 
wa8 found to bc bcttcr and morc accuratc than a vcrsc translation, it 
has bccn printcd in prcfcrcncc. Somc of thc sourccs from which thcsc 
selections havc bccn takcn arc: “National Songs and Ballads of Eng- 
land and Scotland bcforc 1800 (1890).” “Мсггу, Facctious and Witty 
Songs and Ballads prior to 1800 (1895),” both cditcd by John S. 
Farmcr. “Pills to Purgc Mclancholy” (editions of 1707 and 1719), 
“The Musical Misccllany” (1729), “Thc Cupid” (1736), “^ngs 
Comic and Satirical” by Gcorge A. Stcvcns (1782), “TTic Fcstival 
of Lovc” (1789), “Thc Musc in Good Humor” (1789), “Thc Мсггу 
Nurscs of Calcdonia” (1800), “Thc Point of View” (1905). And 
The DrolIcry Books of the i^th century, so intelligently cdited by 
J. WoodfalI Ebsworth, M.A. In addition to thcsc sourccs I have also 
uscd many Chap-books, privatcly printcd and rare books in thc posses- 
sion of fortunatc collcciors. Evcry rcal lovcr of litcraturc will rcmcmbcr 
with gratcful cmotion thc work of that finc scholar, Mr. A. Н. Bullcn, 
who dicd rcccntly. N0 fincr or morc painstaking studcnt of thc Poctry 
and Drama of thc Elizabcthan and Rcstoration pcriods has evcr livcd. 
His work was so finishcd and complctc that thcrc is littlc lcft for thc 
student of that literature to discover. 

The cditor acknowlcdgcs with gratituđc ihc kindness of many 
contcmporary pocts and thcir publishcrs in permitting him to use 
selections from thcir printcd books and unpublished manuscripts. 

Т. R. S. 

Novcmbcr, /92/. 
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The Time of the Roses 

SONG OF solomon; п. arranced by j. o. prazbr, 1895 

I AM thc rosc of Sharon, 

And thc lily of thc vallcys. 

As thc lily among thorns, 

So is my lovc among thc daughtcrs. 

As thc applc trcc among thc trccs of thc wood, 

So is my bclovcd among thc sons. 

I sat down undcr his shadow with grcat dclight, 

And his fruit was swcct to my tastc. 

Нс brought mc to thc banqucting housc, 

And his banncr ovcr mc was lovc. 

Stay mc with flagons, comfort mc with applA: 

For I am sick of lovc. 

His lcft hand is undcr my hcad, 

And his right hand doth cmbracc mc. 

I chargc you, O ус daughtcrs of Jcrusalcm, 

Ву thc rocs and by thc hinds of thc ficld, 

That ус stir not up, nor awakc my lovc, 

Till hc plcasc. 

Thc voicc of my bclovcd! bchold hc comcth 
Lcaping upon thc mountains, skipping upon thc hills. 

Му bclovcd is likc a roc or a young hart; 

Bchold, hc standcth bchind our wall, 

Нс lookcth forth at thc windows, 

Showing himsclf through thc latticc. 

Му bclovcd spakc, and said unto mc, 

Risc up, my lovc, my fair onc, and comc away. 

For, lo, thc wintcr is past, 

Thc rain is ovcr and gonc; 

Thc flowcrs appcar on thc carth; 

Thc timc of thc singing of birds is comc, 

And thc voicc of thc turdc is hcard in our land; 

Thc lig trcc puttcth forth hcr grccn figi, 

And thc vincs with ihc tcndcr grapc givc a good smcll, 
Arisc, my lovc, my fair onc, and comc away. 

O my dovc, that art in thc clcfts of thc rock, in thc iccrct 
places of thc stairs, 

Let mc scc thy countcnancc, lct mc hcar thy voice; 

For sweet is thy voicc, and thy countcnancc is comely. 

Таке us thc foxcs, thc littlc fozcs, that spoil the vinei: 

For our vincs havc tendcr grapes. 



Му beloved ii тше, aod I am hit: 

feedeth amoog the Ulies. 

Uniil the day break, and the ihađows flce away, 

Turn, my bcloved, aod be thou like a roe or a young hart 
Upon the mountaiot of Bether. 

Lovc's Garden 

tONO OF tOLOMON: IV 

BiHOLD, thou art fair, шу love; behoid, thou ait fair; 

Thou hatt doves’ cycs withm thy locks: 

Thy hair is as a fiock of goats, 

That appear from mount Gilead. 

Thy teetn are like a flock of sheep that аге even shorn, 
Which came up from the washing; 

Whcrcof cvcry onc beareth twins, 

And none is barrcn among them. 

Thy lips are like a thrcad of scarlet, 

And thy speech is comely: 

Thy temples are likc a piece of pomegranate 
Within thy locb. 

Thy ncck is like the tower of David builded for an агтогу, 
Whereon there hang a thousand bucklcrs, 

AU shields of mighty шсп. 

Thy two brcasts are likc two young rocs that агс twins, 
Which feed among the iilies. 

UntU thc day break, and thc shadows flcc away, 

I wiii gct mc to thc mounuin of myrrh, 

And to the hiii of frankincense. 

Thou art aii fair, my iove; 

Therc is no spot in thcc. 

Comc with mc from Lcbanon, my spousc, 

With mc from Lebanon: 

Look from the top of Amana, 

From thc top of Shcnir and Hcrmon, 

From the iions’ dens, 

From the mountains of the icopards. 

Thou hast ravished my hcart, my sistcr, my spouse; 

Thou hasi ravishcd my hcan with onc of thinc cycs, 
With one chain of thy ncck. 

How fair is thy iovc, my sister, my spouse! 

How much bcttcr is thy lovc than winc! 

And the smcU of thinc ointmcnts than ail spiccs! 

Thy lips, 0 my spousc, drop as thc honeycomb: 

Нопеу and milk are undcr thy tongue; 

And the smcll of thy garmcnts is likc the smcil of Lcbanon. 

A garden endoscd is my sister, my spouse; 

A spring shut up, a fountain seaied. 

Thy orchard of pomcgranatcs, with pleasant 
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Ctmphiit, with ipikentrd, 

Spikentrd tnd itnron; 

C^ltmui tnd dnntmon, with tU trecs of frtnkincense; 
Myrrh tnd tloes, with all the chief spices: 

A fountain of gardens, 

A weli of living wtters, 

And streams from Lebimon. 

Awakc, O north wind; and come, thou south: 

Điow upon my ^den, that the spices theieof шау eow out. 
Let шу beiovedcome into his garden, 

And eat his pieasant fruits. 


> 

A Lover’s Quest 

soNO op solomon: v. 

I AM come into my garden, my sister, my tpouse; 

I have gathered my myrrh with my spice; 

I have eaten my honeycomb with my honey; 

I have drunk my wine with my miik: 

Eat, O friends; 

Drink, уеа, drink abundandy, O beioved. 

1 sieep, buc my heart waketh: 

It is die voice of my beioved that knocketh, saying, 

Open to me, my sister, my iove, my dove, my undehled: 

For my head is fUled with dew, 

And my iocks with the drops of the night. 

I have put оН my coat; how shali I put it on? 

I have washed my feet; how shaii I defiie them? 

Му beloved put in his hand by the hoie of the door 
And my boweis were moved for him. 

I rose up to open to my beioved; 

And my hands dropped with шупгћ, 

And my fingers with sweet'Smeiiiog myrrh, 

Upon the handies of the iock. 

1 opened to my beioved; 

But my beioved had withdrawo himseif, and wai gone: 

Му soui faiied when he tpake: 

I sought him but I couid not find him; 

1 caiicd him, but he gave me no answer. 

The watchmen that went about the city found me, 

They smote mc, thcy wouoded me; 

The кеереп of the waiis took away my veil from me. 

I charge уои, O daughters of Jerusaiem, if уе find my beioved, 
That уе tdl him, that I am sick of iove. 

What is thy beiovcd more than another beioved, 

O thou fiuM among womcn? 

What ii thy belovcd more than anocher beloved, 

That thou dost lo charffc us? 

Му beioved ii white tnd ruddy, 

Т^ chiefest amoog ten thousand. 



Hii head is as the most finc gold, 

His locks are buihy, and black as a raven. 

His cycs arc as thc cyc$ of dovcs by thc rivcrs of waters, 
Washcd with milk, and fit]y sct. 

His chccks are as a bcd of spices, as swcct flowers: 

His lips like lilics dropping swcet-smelling myrrh. 

His hands arc as gold rings set with thc bcryl: 

His belly is as bright ivory ovcrlaid with sapphires. 

His legs arc as piltars of marblc, sct upon sockcts of fine gold: 
His countcnance i$ as Lebanon, cxccltent as thc cedars. 

His mouth is mosi swcct: уса, hc is altogcthcr lovcly. 

TTiis is my bclovcd, and this is my fricnd, 

0 daughters of Jcrusalcm. 


/ 

The Fairest Love 

soNC op solomon: vi. 1-7, 9-13 

WHiTHEii is thy bclovcd gone, 

0 thou faircst among womcn? 

Whithcr is ihy bclovcd turncd asidc? 

That wc may scck him with thcc. 

Му bclovcd is gonc down into his gardcn, to thc bcds of 
spices, 

То fced in thc gardcns, and to gathcr lilies. 

I am my bclovcd’s, and my bclovcd is minc: 

Не fecdcth among thc lilies. 

Thou art bcautiful, O my lovc, as Tirzah, 

G)mcly a$ Jcrusalcm, 

Tcrriblc as an army with banners. 

Turn away ihinc cycs from mc, 

For thcy havc ovcrcome mc; 

Thy hair is as a flock of goats 
Thal appcar from Gilcad. 

Thy tccth arc as a flock of shccp 
Which go up from thc washing, 

Whcrcof cvcry onc bcarclh twins, 

And thcrc is noi onc barrcn among thcm. 

As a piecc of a pomcgranaic агс lhy tcmplcs 
Within thy locks. 

Му lovc, my undcfilcđ is bui onc; 

Shc is ihc only onc of hcr mothcr, 

Shc is thc choicc onc of hcr ihat barc hcr. 

Thc daughtcrs saw her, and blcsscd hcr; 

Yca, thc quecns and thc concubincs, and thcy praised hcr. 
Who is shc that lookcth forth as thc morning, 

Fair as thc moon, 

Clear as the sun, 

And terriblc as an агту wiih banncrs? 

I wcnt down into thc gardcn of nuts, 

То scc thc fniits of ihc valicy, 
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And to tce whethcr the vioe flouished, 

And the pomegranates budded. 

Or evcr I was aware, my soul made пос 
Like the chariots of Ammi-nadib. 

Rcturn, return, O Shulamitc; 

Return, return, that we may look upon thce. 

What will ус scc in thc Shulamite? 

As it werc thc сотрапу of two armies. 

> 

His Truč Loves Praise 

SONG OF SOLOMON: VII 

How bcautiful arc thy fcct with shocs, 

O princc’s daughter! 

Thc joints of thy thighs arc likc jcwcls, 

The work of the hands of a cunning workman. 

Thy navel t$ likc a round goblct, 

Which wantcth not liquor: 

Thy bclly is likc an hcap of whcat 
Sct about with lilies. 

Thy two brcasts arc likc two young rocs 
That arc twins. 

Thy ncck is as a towcr of ivory; 

Thinc cycs likc thc fishpools in Heshbon, by thc gatc of 
Bathrabbim: 

Thy nosc is as ihc iowcr of Lebanon 
Which lookcth toward Damascus. 

Thinc hcad upon thcc is likc Carmcl, 

And ihc hair of thinc hcad likc purple; 

Thc king is hcld in thc gallcrics. 

How fair and how plcasant art thou, 

O lovc, for delights! 

This lhy staturc is likc to a palm trcc, 

And thy brcasts to clustcrs of grapcs. 

I said, I wiil go up to thc palm trcc, 

I will takc hold of thc boughs thcrcof: 

Now also thy brcasts shail bc as clustcrs of thc vinc, 

And thc smcll of thy nosc likc applcs; 

And thc roof of thy mouth hkc thc bcst winc for my bclovcd, 
That gocth down swcctly, 

Causing thc lips of thosc that are aslecp to spcak. 

I am my bclovcd’s, 

And his dcsirc is toward me. 

Comc, my bclovcd, let us go forth into thc ficld; 

Lci us lodgc in thc villagcs. 

Lct us get up carly to the vineyards; 

Let u$ see if the vine flourish, whether the tender grape appear, 
And the pomegranates bud forth: 

There wili I give thce my lovea. 



The mandrakes give a smell, 

And at our gates are all manner of pleasant fruits, new and 
old, 

Which I have laid up for thee, 0 my bcloved. 

/ 

From the Odcs of Anacreon ‘ 

THANSLATZD BY THOMAS STANLIV, 165I 

ТНЂ riCTURE 

PAfNTER, by unmatch’d descrt 
Mastcr of the Rhodian art, 

Comc, my abscnt mistrcss takc, 

As I shall dcscribc hcr: make 
First hcr hair, as black as bright, 

And if colours so much right 
Can but do hcr, let it too 
Smcll of aromafic dcw; 

Undcrncath this shadc, must thcn 
Draw hcr alabasicr bfow; 

Нсг dark cycbrows so dispose 
That thcy ncithcr part nor closc 
But by a divorce so slight 
Ве disjoincd, may cheat thc sight: 

From her kindly killing суе 
Маке a flash of lightning fly, 

Sparkling like Mincrva’s, yet 
Likc Cythcra’s mildly sweet: 

Roses in milk swimming scck 
For the pattern of hcr chcck; 

In hcr iip such moving blisscs, 

As from all may challcnge kisscs; 

Round about hcr ncck (outvying 
Parian stonc) th- Graccs flying; 

And o’cr all hcr limbs at last 
A loosc purple mantlc cast; 

But so ordcrcd that ihe сус 
Somc part nakcd may dcscry, 

An cssay by which thc rcsi 
Thal lics hiddcn may bc gucss’d. 

So, to lifc th’ hast comc so ncar, 

All of hcr, but voicc, is hcrc. 

A 

ТНБ ACCOMPT 

If thou dost ihe number know 
Of thc lcavcs on evcry bough, 

I£ thou can st thc reckoning kecp 
Of thc sands within ihe dccp; 

S Dicd about 4TS В. C 
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Thce of alt mcn will I ukc, 

And my Lovc’s accomptant makc. 
Of Athcnians first a scorc 
Sct mc down; thcn fiftccn morc; 
Add a rcgimcnt to thcsc 
Of Corinthian mistrcsscs, 

For thc most rcnown’d for fair 
In Achaca sojourn thcrc; 

Ncxt our Lcsbian Bcautics tcll; 
Thosc that in lonia dwcil; 

Thosc of Rhodcs and Caria count; 
То two thousand thcy amount. 
Wondcr’st thou I lovc so many? 
’Las of Syria wc not апу, 

Egypt yct, nor Crctc havc told, 
Whcrc his orgics Lovc doth holđ. 
What to thosc thcn wflt thou say 
Which in castcrn Đactria, 

Or thc wcstcrn Gadcs rcmain? 
But givc o’cr, thou toil’st in vain; 
For thc sum which ihou dost scck 
Puzzlcs all arithmctic. 

> 


THE VIHTACE 

Mcn and maids at timc of усаг 
Thc ripc clustcrs jointly bcar 
То thc prcss, but in whcn thrown, 
Thcy by mcn arc trod alonc, 

Who in Bacchus’ praiscs join, 

Squcczc thc grapc, lct out thc winc: 

Oh with what dclight ihcy spy 
Thc ncw must whcn tunncd work high! 
Which if old mcn frccly takc, 

Thcir grcy hcads and hccls thcy shakc; 
And a young man, if he find 
Somc fair maid to slcep rcsigncd 
In ihc shadc, hc straight gocs to hcr, 
Wakcs, and roundly ’gins to woo hcr; 
Whil5t Lovc slyly stealing in 
Tempts hcr to thc plcasing sin: 

Yct shc long rcsists his ofTcrs, 

Nor will hcar whatc’cf he proflers, 

Till pcrcciving that his ргауег 
Mclts into rcgardlcss air, 

Her, who sccmingly rcfrains, 

Нс by plcasing forcc constrains; 

Winc doth boTdncss thus dispense, 
Tcaching young mcn insolcnce. 
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G)ld to each £air for whom so late I burn’d, 

All whom I have I hate: with constant change 
Му inconstant arms from onc to other range, 

Till fixt by some rich lovc: if апу chidc 
Let hef) in want) remain of one thc bride. 

A soft kiss Demo gives, but Doris bites, 

Daphne's is toud and long. Which most excites? 
Ears judgc not kisses; but, all thrce mouths tried 
And tasted round> the pebble shall decide. 

Му hcart of Demo the soft kisscs sips, 

And thc swcct honey of hcr dcwy lips, 

Wandcr no furthcr, Fooll Abidc by thcsc, 

She wins the garianrd fairly, and with ease; 

Anđ if anothcr some onc elsc prcfcr, 

Lct him-—my lovc from Demo shall not stir. 

Tittcr and hcm a conqucst both forcshow; 

A ^ntlc nod—in vain you tempc me so: 

With mild cyes on thc girl who love could scorn, 
Ncver to look again I thrice havc sworn. 

Play by yoursclf at kisscs: viinly smack 
Voursclf with naked lips, sincc lovcrs lack. 

I clscwhere go: For me thcre othcrs arc 
As Vcnus-votaries superior far. 

Soft is the kiss of Sappho, soft and slim 
Her snowy form’s contour, loft cv’ry limb, 

But hard as stone hcr soul; lovc only creeps 
Far as hcr lips; atl elsc thc virgin kecps. 

Thc man who will, or can, endurc this worst 
Would bcar with casc of Tantalus thc thirst. 

Wiih two fair girls—đark night above—wa5 I, 
Caressing onc, carcst the othcr by: 

Whilc, grccdily, Rosc drcw mc to hcr kiss, 

Morc rarc with Susan was my stolcn bliss; 

Carcful to cheat—^lcst lips too loud bctray’d— 
Thc jealous anger of each neighbour maid. 

Inly I groan’d: То lovc, and lov’d to bc, 

Alas! alikc is punishmcnt to mc. 

A 

Mine arms around thee, and my Hps to thinc, 
Lovc-maid, I rcvel on thy neck đivine; 

Bui still I toil—^noi yet aU minc the prize— 
Waiting a damsel who at last denies: 

Half of hcrself has vow*d to Venus been, 

Half to Athene—boch I waite between. 
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Divine Rodtiithe, when my mouth ш doubt 
То kiss, her slim ^aist’s vii^n zone hdd out, 
And kitt'd: then I, as one who £пш1 its source 
Leads water, led love's stream a second course, 
Her kiss imbibing, and, with loving smack, 

On the girl's belt, from far, her kiss gave back: 

So was our strait reliev'd: 'tween lips of both 
That sweet belt serv'd to signal love and troth. 

> 

Wait for me, Sweet-hcartl what's thy pretty namc? 
Not see me, why? П 1 give whate'er thy claim. 

Still silentl where dost Uve? Г 11 somc onc scnd 
То mark thy home. Is апу man thy friend? 
FareweII, thou haughty onel who dost not dcign 
Farewcll to me. Again and yet again 
П 1 comc to thcc. I Woman know to qucll 
Coldcr ihan cvcn thou—Woman! farcwcll. 

> 

Thc bold and high, who look’d from Iordly cycs, 
The plaything ot a fceblc virgin lics: 

Who, with his maid, though erst by pridc to copc, 
Himself subdued, đeparts without a hope: 

Falling, his piteous ртау'г1 but ^how him wcak, 
Whilc flashing cycs hcr manly spirif speak. 
Lion-soul’d Virgin! tho’ just angcr tr/, 

Lay down this manhood, Ncmcsis is nighl 

> 

So soon, Ye twitt’ring Swallows! why^ 

Yc Nightingalcs! bough-perch’d on high, 

Wakcn hcr not. Upon my breast 
A fair cheek nestlcs in warm rcst; 

Soft arms arc round mc rwining. Since 
Evcr thc female scx cvincc 
A chatt’ring turn, grant this my ргзуег, 

Lcavc hcr in quict slumbcr ihcrc. 

> 

If, Stranger, thou hast anywhcre 
A maiden mct of bcautv rtrc, 

Thc lovcly and surpassing she, 

But surel was Apollodotf 
And, Strangerl if, that marvc! зееп, 

Thou hast not cooq\ier’d, capti^’d, becn. 

Nor felt thy bosom, as with llre 
Bumtng of penionate dcsirc, 

Then either art thou God, or stc <ie, 

So cold and hard thy nature ihc'wn. 
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FroM the ldylls of Theocritus 

TRANSLATED BY JAMU HENRY HALLARD, I9OI 
/. THE INCANTHTION 


I iAw, I maddened, I loved, decp-smitten unto the согс, 

And naught I rcckcd of thc pagcant, my bcauty waned 
away; 

And how to my home I won I know not, but fcvcr lorc 
Shattered mc on my couch for many a night and day. 
Bethin\ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love. 

And oft would my flcsh grow palc as saflron, and all my hair 
Fell from my hcad; naught other than skin and boncs was I. 
То what old witch’s ab^e diđ I not oftcn repair, 

But gct mc no healing thcncc?—and thc time wcnt cvcr by. 
Bethtnl( thee, ljtdy Мооп, whence came ту love, 

Then to my slavc at thc last I uttcrcd a word of sooth: 
Thc8lylis, find mc a cure for lovc and its grievous blight; 
The Myndian hath mc in thrall; go thou and watch for thc 
youth 

Ву the wrcstling school, for thcrc to scal him is his dclight. 
Bethtn{ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love. 

And when thou scc st him alonc, nod gcntly and say in his car: 
Sirnaetha bids thec to hcr, thcn lead him hither, I said. 
Swiftly shc hicd hcr and brought me the smooth-limbcd 
Dclphis hcrc; 

And whcn I bchcld him lightly ovcr my thrcshold trcad,— 
Bethin\ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love. 

^ldcr than $now I grcw, and thc swcat in a dcwy stream 
Вгаке from my brow, and not so much could I say to him 
As a murmuring child may say to its mothcr bchcld in a 
drcam; 

But likc to a waxcn imagc I stiffcncd in cvcry limb. 

Bethin^ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love, 

And thc crucl onc lookcd upon mc, thcn cast his cycs on thc 
floor, 

And sat him down on my hcd; and sitting hc thus bcgan: 
Simaetha, thy summons outstrippcd my coming hcrc to thy 
door 

As liitlc as I thc handsomc Philinus oncc outran. 

Bethinh^ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love, 

Yea, by swcci Love, I had comc unbidden at fall of night 
With boon-fcllows iwo or ihrcc, and thc dcarest I could find— 
In my bosom the winc-god’s fruit, on my hcad thc poplar white, 
Hcraclcs’ sacred burgcon with fillcts of purplc twincd. 
Bethtn^ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came mv love, 
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And well for уои both had it heen htd yt opened» for all 
youthf tty 

That comely and fleet am I; and sleep my soul had anuaged 
Aftcr but one sweet kiss; but had barred doors kept us away, 
Thcn surcly had torch and ахе their warfare againit you wa^. 

Bethin^ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love. 

The Сурпао chiefl^, I ween, my thanks for thit boon hath 
carned, 

And next, O my lady, thou that hast reft mc from thc iire, 
Bidding me hither to come that am nigh to ashes burned; 

For flercer than Lipara’s flame is the flame of lovc’s desirc. 

Bethin\ thee, Lady Мооп, whence came ту love. 

Oft hath it scared from her bower the nuuden with passion 
mad, 

And thc bridc from hcr lord’s warm couch.” 

Не spake; I heard and was glad, 
And took him, alasl by the hand and sofdy drew him alow 
On thc soft bcd by my side, and our limlM began to gIow, 
And hottcr bccame our cheeks and so swccdy whispcrcd 
we... 

Love’s ritcs wcre accomplished, and wc both tasted of Lovc’s 
delight; 

And ever till yestcrday I found favour and grace in his sight, 
As hc did in mine; but today, at what hour the carly Dawn 
Up from thc sca to thc sky by hcr flcct-foot stecds was drawn, 
Thc moihcr of Samian Philista ihc flutc-girl hithcr camc, 

And told mc of many things, but chicfly of Delphis’ flame; 
But whcthcr to girl ог boy my lovc now his homagc pays, 
Shc kncw not surcly, shc said,—this only: in somc lovc’s praise 
Нс аус bade pour of thc unmixed wine, and fled in the cnd, 
Vowing to dcck with flowcrs thc house of his “darling fricnd.” 
Thcsc wcrc hcr words, and tnic arc thcy, for aforctime hc 
Came oft and would leavc his Dorian oil-botde here with me. 
But, alas! tweive days have gonc, yet I havc beheld him not, 
Surc hc hath somc ncw lovc and mc hath hc quitc forgot. 
But oow shall a iovc-charm bind him; ог, if hc wrong me 
more, 

And knock not at mine, by the Fates, he shali knock at Hades’ 
door; 

For in my cofler, O Queen, drugs bancful and deadly lie 
Which an A$syrian strangcr gavc mc in days gonc by. 

//. THE YOKEL AND THE UGHT O’ LOVE 

When I would kiss Eunice, loud laughed she, 

And taunting cried: “Thou boor, bcgone from mel 
Would’st kiss mc, wretch?—I cannot kiss a clown— 

No lips press I but such as hail from town. 
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То touch шјг dftifitj mouch thoo ihftit оос dftf€» 

Not cven ifi thy drcamir-How thou doct itftrcl 
How groM thy ipcech, how coeric thy plftyfulficii!— 
Whftt wififiiflg wordi, whftt deiicate addrcn, 

Thy bcard how »ft, thy hair how fiflcl—Aiack,— 
Thy iipi агс iickiy—wan, thy handi arc biack, 

And cvil ii thy nneil. Away with theel 
Afid do flot fuiiy mc." 

So iayiflg ihe 

Thricc in hcr boiom ipat, with iook aikancc 
Eyeiog ше head to fooc with iteady giance, 

Aod mooting out her lipi she iaughed at me 
With haughtv tneer and insoient coquetry. 

Му biood boued straightway and I crimson grew 
Under the smart, as doth a rose with dew. 

Away sjic flcd. With ragc my soui is torn 
’ITiat such a wanton should my bcauty scorn. 
Shepherds, am I not fair? Spcak sooth to me. 

Hath some god madc me other, suddeniy? 

A charm once blossomcd round me, beautifui 
As ivy round a stem; my bcard was fuU; 

Like parsiey on my temples curled my hair, 

And o’er swart eyebrows gleamed my forehead fair; 
Му eyci werc brighter than Athen’s еуп^ 

Softer than curded miik this mouth of mine, 

Му specch more honied than the honey-flow. 
Sweetiy to sing and sweetiy play I know 
Pipe, oboe, reed or fiie, whiche’er I wiil. 

That 1 am fair ali women on the hiil 
Confess, and ktss me. But that citv shc, 

She kissed me not, but ran away bom me. 

Hath she not heard how Bacchus drives along 
His heifers through the dells, nor iearned in song 
How once in days gone by thc Сурпап Queen 
On Phrygian hills as shepherdcss was seen; 

And how she maddened lor a herdsman’s sake, 

And kisscd and wailed Adonis in the brake? 

What was Endymion, loo, Sclenc’s flamc? 

What but a hind? And yet from heaven she came 
То Latimus* vaie to share a herd'boy’i bed. 

A swaio thou wcepcst, Rhea; and ’tis said 
That for a pretty lad that drove a herd 
The son of Cronos roamed a wanton bird. 

Alooe of aii, Eunice wiil not kiss 
A ncfttherd, she who thinks herself, I wii, 

Fioer thftfi Rhea, Cypris and the Moont 
O Cypris, may*st thou never, late or loon, 

Thine Ares kiss in town or on hill-side, 

But sieeping lone thc live-long night abidcl 
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Ш. ТНБ LOVER AND HIS LASS 


THE GIRL 

... Ау, and a neathcrd ravishcd thc wisc Hclcn. 

DAPHNIf 

Nay, Hcicn won him with a wiiling kiss. 

ТНЕ OIRL 

Boast not, young $atyr, for—“a kiss is naught.’* 

DAPHNIS 

Yct cmpty kisscs havc a swcct delight. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

I rub my moulh and blow thy kiss away. 

DAPHNIS 

Dost rub thy iips? Give thcm again to kiss! 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Hcifers should’st thou kiss, not an unwcd maid. 
DAPHNIS 

Boast not, £ог Youth drifts by thec iikc a drcam. 

ТНБ OIRL 

But raisins comc from grapcs, thc dricd rosc iivcs. 
DAPHNIS 

I, too, age; lct mc drink that miik and honcy! 

ТНВ GIRL 

Hands oS —Would’st darc?— ГИ scratch thy lips againl 
DAPHNIS 

Comc ’neath уоп oiives! I would teil a talc. 

ТНЕ CIRL 

Nay, with a sweet tale thou bcguii dst mc опсс. 

DAPHNIS 

Comc ’ncath уоп elms, and listcn to my pipe! 

тт anL 

Pleasure thyself! No siiiy song iove I. 
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DAPHNIS 


Ah, maidcn, maidcn, drcad thc Paphian’i wrathl 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Good-byc lo hcr, if Artcmis bc kind! 

DAPHNIS 

Hush, lest she fling thcc in hcr scapclcss toils! 

ТНБ GIRL 

Nay, lct hcr fling mcl Artcmis will savc. 

DAPHNIS 

Thou can’st not flcc from Lovc; no maidcn can. 

ТНВ GIRL 

Ву Pan, I dol But thou аус bcar’st his уокс. 

DAPHNIS 

I fear hc givc thcc to a mcancr man. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Мапу my woocrs, but nonc hath my heart. 

DAPHNIS 

A woocr, too, ’mongst many hcrc I comc. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

What shall I do, fricnd? Full of woc is wcdlock. 
DAPHNIS 

Nor woc nor pain hath marriagc, but a dancc. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Ау, but thcy say that womcn drcad thcir lords. 

DAPHNIS 

Nay, rule thcm rathcr. What do womcn fcar? 

ТНВ GIRL 

Travail I drcad. Kccn pangs hath childbcaring. 

DAPHNIS 

Thy Udy Artemis will ease thc pain. 

ТНВ OIRL 

But I fear childbirth for my bcauty’s sake. 
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DAPHNIS 


A mothcr, thou shalt glory in thy sons. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

What wcdding-gift dost bring, if I say “ycs”? 

DAPHNIS 

Му hcrd, my woodland, and my pasturagc. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Swcar not to lcavc mc aftcr to my wocI 

DAPHNIS 

Ncvcr, by Pan, e’cn did’st thou drivc mc forlh! 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Wilt build a chambcred housc and yard-walls for mc? 

DAPHNIS 

Г11 build a chambcred housc, and tcnd thy flocks. 

ТНЕ CIRL 

But oh! whal shall I tcll my aged sirc? 

DAPHNIS 

Hc’ll praisc thy wcdlock, whcn hc lcarns my namc. 

ТНЕ CIRL 

Tcll mc lhy namc. A namc ofl givcs dclighl. 

DAPHNIS 

Daphnis—Momaca’s child and Lycidas’. 

ТНЕ CIRL 

Wcll-born indecd! But no lcss wcll am I. 

DAPHNIS 

Of honourcd birlh, I know. Thy sirc’s Mcnalcas. 

ТНЕ GIRL 

Show mc thy grovc whcrc stands thy cattlc-stall. 

DAPHNIS 

Hithcr, aod scc how soft my cyprcss blooms! 

ТНЖ GIRL 

Browic, goats; I go to view thc hcrdsmao’s placc. 
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DAPHNll 


Peed, bulli; 1*11 ihow шу grove unto the maid. 

THl GIRL 

What doit thou, satyr? Why dost touch my breaits? 

DAPHNIS 

То know if these young applcs thcrc arc ripening. 
ТНВ OIBL 

Ву Pan, I faint; Таке back that hand of thine! 

DAPHNIS 

Courage, dcar girl! Why shak’st thou so for fcar? 

ТНВ OIRL 

Would’st thrust mc in thc ditch and wct my gown? 

DAPHNIS 

Sce, I will throw this flcccc bcncath thy robc. 

ТНВ GIRL 

Му girdlc is torn offl Why did’st thou loosc it? 
DAPHNIS 

I vow this firstling to thc Paphian onc. 

ТНВ OIRL 

Oh wait!... If somc onc camc!... I hcar a noisc! 
DAPHNIS 

Thc cyprcsses arc murmuring of our lovc. 

ТИВ OIRL 

Му kirtlc is in rags, and I am nakcd. 

DAPHNIS 

An amplcr kirtlc will I givc to thcc 
ТНВ CIRL 

All things today; pcrhaps no salt tomorrowI 
DAPHN1S 

... And oh to givc my lifc along with it! 



ТНЖ OIKL 


Porgive me, Artcmis; I break thy vowt 

ĐAPHNU 

111 sUy ш calf to Love, the cow to Cy|>ris. 

ТНЖ OUL 

A maid I hither came, a woman go. 

DAPHNIS 

Yea, but a mother and a nurse of children. 

So these twainf joying in their youthful limbs, 

Babbled together, and Love's stolen sweet 
Tasted. Then up she rose, and silendy 
Moved of! to tend her flock, hcr eycs downca$t 
But gladness in her heart. Не towards his hcrd 
Of Bulls departcd full of Love's delight. 

From the Carmina of Catullus 
8 j-$4 B. C. 

TRANSLATED ВТ SIB RICHARO F. BURTON, 1894 
ТО FLAVIUS: MIS SPEAKING HIS MISTRESS 

Тнт Charmcr (Flavius!) to Catullus’ car 
Were she not manner'd mean and worst in wit 
Perforcc thou had’st praised nor could’st silence kccp. 
But somc cnfcvcrcd jadc, I wot*not*what, 

Some picce thou lovest, blushing this to own. 

For, nowisc ’customcd widower nights to lic 
Thou’rt cvcr summoncd by no silcnt bcd 
With flow’r-wrcath$ fragrant and with Syrian oil, 

Ву mattress, bolsiers, hcrc, thcrc, cvcrywhcre 
DeepKiintcd, and by quaking, shaking couch 
AII crepitation and mobiIity. 

£xplainl none whoredoms (nol) shall close my lips. 
Why? such outfuttered flank thou nc’er wouId’st show 
Had not somc fulsomc work by thcc becn wroughl. 
Then what thou holdest, boon or bane be plcased 
Disclose! £or thee and thy beloved fatn wouId 1 
Upraise to Hcaven with my liveliest Iay. 

A 

ТО THE FREQUENTERS OF A LOW TAVERN 

Salacious Tavern and уе taverner'host, 

From Pileate Brothers the ninth pilc'post, 

D’ye ciaim, you onIy of the mentule boast, 
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D*]re claim tlone what damseli be thc bcst 
То swive: as hc'goats holding all che reit? 

Is't when like boobies sit уе incontinent here, 

One or two hundred» deem уе that I fear 
Two hundred... at one brunt? 

Ау, think so, natheless all your tavem-front 
With many a scorpion I will ovcr-write. 

For what my damscl, fro' my brcast took flighc, 

Ву me so loved, as shall loved be non, 

Whcrcfor 80 mighty wars wcrc wagcd and won, 

Does sit in public hcrc. Ye fain, rich wights, 

AIl woo her: thithcr too (thc chicf of slightsl) 

AIl pitiful knavcs and b^-street wcnchcs fare, 

And thou (than апу worse), with hanging hair, 

In сопсу -breeding Ccltibcria brcd, 

Egnatiusi bonni&d by beard full-fed, 

And teeth with Spanish urine polished. 

/ 

DIALOGUE CONCERNING CATULLUS 
AT A HARLOTS DOOR 

OUINTUS 

O то the gendc spousc right dcar, right dcar to his parent, 
Hail, and with increasc fair Jupiter lend thec his aid, 

Door, ’tis raid wast fain kind scrvicc rendcr to Balbus 
Erst whiie, long as thc housc by hcr old owner was hcld; 

Yet wast rumoured again to serve a purpose malignant, 

After thc cldcr was stretched, thou being opcd for a bride. 

Come, thcn, teli us thc why in thce such change be reported 
That 10 thy lord hast abjured faithfulness owed of old? 

DOOR 

Ncvcr (so chance I to plcase Caelius owning mc now-a- 
days!) 

Is it my own default, how so they say it bc minc; 

Nor can апу dcciare aught sin by mc was committed. 

Yct it is so dcclarcd (Quintus!) by fablc of folk; 

Who, whcncver thcy find ihings donc no bcitcr than should be, 
Comc to me ouicrying all: "Door, the dcfault is thine ownr* 

guiNTus 

This bc ncvcr cnough for thcc onc-wordcd to uttcr, 

But in such way to deal, cach and all scnsc il and scc. 

DOOR 

What shall I do? Nonc asks, while nobody troubles to know« 

OUINTUS 

Willing arc we? unto us stay not thy 8tymg to iay. 
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Fint let me note that the maid to ui committed (usert they) 
Was but I fraud: her mate never a touch of her had, 


But that a father durst dishonour the bed of his (irst-born, 
Folk ali swear, and the house haplcss with inceit bewray; 
Or that his impious mind was Uunt with Аегу passion 
Or that his impotent son sprang from incapable seed. 

And to be sought was onc with more nervous endowed, 

Who could bcttcr avail zonc of thc virgin to loosc. 

guiNTUs 

’Sooth, of egregious sirc for picty wondrous, thou tellest, 

Who in thc ncart of his son licf was ...! 

Yct profcsscd hcrsclf not only this to be knowing, 

Brixia'town that lics under thc Суспсап cliff, 

Travcrscd by Mclla-strcam’s soft-flowing ycllow-hucd currcnt, 
Brixia, Vcrona’s mother, I lovc for my homc. 

Dooa 

Eke of Posthumius’ loves and Cornclius too there be tatde, 
With whom darcd thc damc cvil advowtry commit. 

OUINTUS 

Hcrc might somcbody ask; “How, Door, hast mastcrcd such 
matter? 

Thou that canst ncvcr avail threshold of owncr to quit, 
Ncithcr canst listcn to folk sincc hcrc fast fixt to thc sidc-posts 
Only one office thou hast, shutting ог opening the house.” 

DOOR 

Oft havc I hcard our damc in furtivc murmurs o’cr tclling, 
Whcn with her handmaids alonc, thcsc hcr flagitious deeds, 
Citing forc<itcd names for that shc ncvcr could fancy 
Evcr a door was cndow’d cither with earlct or tongue. 
Furthcr she noted a wight whosc name in public to mention 
Nill I, lcst he upraise cycbrows of carrotty huc; 

Long is the loon and largc thc law-suit brought thcy against 
him 

Touching a child-bed, false, claim of a belly that licd. 

То Lcsbia 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATID ВТ GEORGR LAMR, l8ai 

Lovi, my Lesbia, whilc we livc; 

Value all the cross advice 
That the surly greybeards give 
At a siiigle farthing’s prtcc. 
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5ил5 that set agaio шау rise; 

Wc, whea once our flccting light, 

Опсе our day io darkness dies, 

Sleep in one eternal night. 

Give me kisses thousand'fold, 

Add to them a hundred more; 

Ocher chousands still be told 
Other hundreds o’er and o’er. 

But, with thousands when we burn, 

Mix, confuse the sums at last, 

That we may not blushing learn 
All that have bctwecn us past. 

None shall know to what amount 
Envy's due for so much bliss; 

Nonc—for nonc shall cvcr count 
AU thc kisses we will kiss. 

То Lesbia 

FROM CATOLLUS. TRANSLATED BY OEORCE LAMB, 182I 

Thy kisscs dost thou bid mc count, 

And tcll thcc, Lesbia, what amount 
Му ragc for lovc and thce could tirc, 

And satisfy and cloy đcsirc? 

Мапу as grains of Libyan sand 
Upon Cyrcne’s spicy land 
From prcscient Ammon’s sultry domc 
То sacrcd Battus’ ancicnt tomb: 

Мапу as stars that silcnt ken 
At night the siolen lovcs of mcn. 

Ycs, whcn thc kisscs thou shalt kiss 
Havc reach’d a numbcr vast as this, 

Thcn may dcsirc at lcngth bc stay’d, 

And c’en my madncss bc allay’d: 

Thcn whcn infinity dcfics 
Thc cajculaiions of ihc wisc; 

Nor cvil voicc’s dcadly charm 

Can work thc unknown numbcr harm. 

The Intervieu! with Varus 
and His Mistress 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATED BY CEORGB LAMB, 182I 
As I was idling timc away 
Just by thc Forum t’othcr day, 

Му Varus took me thcnce 
То scc thc wanton, hid dclight; 

A^, faith! she stnick mc at first sight 
То waot nor charms nor scnse. 
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We then fell into conversation 
About Bithynia*s sittution, 

The value of the land, 

And what my profit thcre had bccn: 

I mention'd truly all Td seen, 

And how things really stand. 

“That not the Prctor nor his train 
СоМ thcre afiord from апу gain 
More sumptuous drcss or farc; 

And surc not wc, that Pretor’s slavcs, 

The worst of profligates and knaves, 

Who prizcd us not a hair." 

“Of coursc,” shc said, “as thcy rclatc 
Tis usual, you somc slavcs for statc 
То bcar уоиг littcr bought.” 

I fclt a little pride arise; 

And was not willing in her eyes 
То be a pauper thought. 

So cricd, “Oh, yc8. Though luck was bad, 

It was not on the whole so sad, 

That I eight slaves should lack.” 

In truth, I never here nor therc 
Possess’d a single slave to bear 
Му litter on his back. 

Said she, a harlot thorough'bred! 

“Catullus, lend me, ргау, that bed, 

I wish but to be taken 
То whcre Scrapis holds his famc”— 

“Stay! stay!” said I, “lct’s think again— 

Tvc nonc—I was mistakcn. 

“ Tis Cinna’s bcd, scarcc his alone, 

I usc it just as ’twcrc my own: 

Who’s owncr nought carc I. 

Thou’rt an uncivil, troublous jadc, 

Whosc artful, тсгсспагу tradc 
Won’t let onc tcll a lic.” 

A 

То Mamurras Mistrcss 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATED BY CEORCB LAMB, 182I 

Тноисн splaw thy fcct, and snub thy nosc, 
Thy fingcrs short, and unlike slocs 
Thinc cycs in huc may bc; 

Thy lip with driv’lling moisturc dcw’d, 

Thy language vulgar, manncrs rude, 

Yct wanton, hail to thcc! 

And does the province praise thy grace; 
And c’cn presume ihy form and face 
With L^bia to compare? 
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Thcn why should I thy charms dispraisc? 
*Mid vulgar fools, in tasteless days» 

Tis uscless to bc fair. 

Acmc and Septimus 

PROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATED BY SIR CHARLES ELTON, 

In Septimus* lap cntwining, 

Whilc his Acmc sank rcclining; 

"If I lovc thcc not," hc cricd, 

"Oh my Acmc! oh my bridc! 

Evcn to pcrdition lovc thcc, 

And shall fccl thy bcautics movc mc, 

As thc rapid ycars roll by, 

Likc mcn who lovc distractcdly, 

Thcn, whcrc Afric’s sands arc sprcad, 

Or India's sun flamcs overhcad, 

Мау a lion cross mc thcrc 
With his grccn-cycd, angry glarc." 

Lovc stood listcning in dclight, 

And sncczcd his auspicc on thc right. 

Acme, a$ hcr lovcr said, 

Lightly bcnding back hcr hcad, 

And with lips of ruby skimming 
His tipsy cycs, in plcasurc swimming; 

* Scptimillus! darling minel 
So may wc thus cvcr twine, 

Victims vow’d at Cupid’s shrinc, 

As with still morc kccn requitals 
Thou art fclt within my vitals!” 

Lovc stood listcning in dclight, 

And sncczcd his auspicc on thc right. 

In thc heavcniy omcn blcst 
Thy lovc, caressing and carcst; 

Thc роог youih would lightlier prize 
Syria s grovcs than Acme’s cycs; 

Acme ccntrcs in thc boy 
All hcr longings, all her јоу. 

Who morc blcss’d has mortals secn? 

Whcn has a kinder passion been? 

A 

Sappho*s Odc 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATED BY AMBROSE PHILUPf 
Blest as th* immortal gods is he, 

The youth, who fondly sits by thee, 

And hears and sees thce all the while 
Sofdy speak, and swecdy souk. 

[абЗ 



’Twas that deprived my soul of rcst, 

And raised such tumults in my brcast; 

For while I gazed, in transport toss’d, 

Му breath was gone, my voice was lost. 

Му bosom glow*d; the subde flame 
Ran quick through all my vital frame; 

On my dim eyes a darkness hung; 

Му ears with hollow murmurs rung: 

With dcwy damp my limbs wcrc chill’d; 

Му blood with gende horrors thrill’d; 

Му feeblc pulsc forgot to play; 

I fainted, sank, and died away. 

Оп a Wantons Door^ 

PIOM CATULLUS. TRANSLATED BY JOHN NOTT, I775 
PASSENGER 

Hail, door, to husband and to father dcar! 

And may Jovc makc thcc his pcculiar carc! 

Thou who, whcn Balbus livcd, if famc say truc, 
Wast wont a thousand sorry things to do; 

And, when thcy carricd forth thc good old man, 
For thc ncw bridc who didst thcm o’cr again; 

Say, how havc pcoplc this strangc notion got, 

As if thy formcr faith thou hadst forgot.? 

DOOR 

So may Caccilius hclp mc, whom I now 
Must own my mastcr, as I truly vow— 

Вс thc offcnccs talk’d of grcat or small; 

Still I am frcc, and ignorant of all: 

I boldly darc thc worst that can bc said; 

And yct, what chargcs to my fault arc laid! 

N 0 dccd so infamous, but straight thcy сгу, 

“Fic, wickcd door! this is your doing, fic!’’ 

PASSENGER 

This downright, bold asscrtion nc’cr will do; 
You must speak plainer, and convincc us too. 

DOOR 

I would;—but how, whcn no onc wants to know? 

PASSBNOER 

I want;—collcct your facts, and tell them now. 

^ See Burtoa’s translatioo ш this volume: p. aa. 
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DOOK 


Firit, thcn, I will đcny, for so ’tis thought 
That a young virgin to my charge was brought; 
Not that hcr husband, with ungovern’d flame, 
Had stolen, in hasty јоу, that sacred name; 

So vile his manhood, and so cold his blood, 

Poor, languid tooll hc couJd not, if he would; 
But his own father, ’tis cxprcssly said, 

Had stain’d thc honours of his nuptial bcd; 
Whcthcr because, to virtuc’s imagc blind, 

Thick clouds of lust had darkcn’d all his mind; 
Or, conscious of his son’s unfruitful sccd, 

Нс thought somc ablcr man should do thc dccd. 

PASSENCER 

A pious dccd, in truth; and nobly done— 

A fathcr makcs a cuckold of his sonl 


Nor was this all that conscious Brixia kncw; 
Swcct moihcr of thc country whcre I grcw 
In earlicst vouihl who, from Chinaca’i height, 
Sccs boundiess landscapcs burst upon the sight; 
Brixial whosc sidcs thc ycllow Mcla lavcs 
With thc calm current of its gcntle wavcs: 

She also knows what bliss Posthumius provcd; 
And how, in triumph, gay Cornclius lovcd; 

With both of whom, so wanton was thc fair, 

Shc did not blush hcr choiccst gifts to sharc. 

But how,’ you’ll ask, “could you, a scnsclcss door, 
thcse mystcrics cxplorc; 

Who ncvcr from your mastcr’s thrcshold stirr’d, 
Nor what thc pcoplc talk’d of cvcr hcard; 

Contcnt upon your hingcs to rcmain, 

То opc, and shut, and thcn to opc again.”— 
I^arn, that full oft I’vc hcard thc whi 5 pcring fair, 
Who nccr suspcctcd I had tonguc or car, 

То her own slavcs hcr shamcful actions tcll, 

And spcak thc vcry namcs I now rcvcal. 

One morc shc mcntion’d, whom I will not spcak, 
Ust vvarin disp casurc flush his angry chcck; 

Thus far III tcll thcc; hc’s an awkward brutc, 
Whosc spurious birth oncc caused no smaU disputc. 


То Lesbia. On Her Falsehood 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATSD BY CBORCE LAMB 
То mc alonc, thou said’st, thy love was truc, 

And iruc should bc, though Jovc himsclf might woo. 

novcd ihcc, Lesbia, not as rakcs шау prizc 

Thc ftvouriic wanton who has pleated their eyes- 



Mine was a tenđer glow, a purer zeal; 

Twas all the parent for the child can fecl. 

Thy common falsehood now, thyself I know; 

And though frame with fiercer heat may glow, 

Yet Lesbia’s vile and worthless in my sight^ 

Compared with Lesbia once my heart's delight; 

Nor wonder passion’s unrcstraincd cxccss 
Makcs mc dcsirc thcc morc, but lovc thcc lcss. 

> 

То Aufilcna 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATED BY GEORCE LAMB 

I LiKE girls, Aufilcna, of conscicnccs nicc, 

For thc favours thcy grant who arc honcsdy paid; 
But you, who havc chcatcd, and takcn thc pricc 
Of thc lovc you withhold, arc an infamous jadc. 

Tis an honcst girl’s part, what shc’s promiscd, to do; 

Т wcrc a m^cst onc’s not to havc promiscd thc dccd: 
But shc who can jilt, whilc shc pockcts likc you 
Thc топсу for favours shc will not conccdc, 

G)mmit$ a basc fraud, whlch would shamc and disgracc 
Thc lowcst and wor$t of thc prostitutc racc. 

> 

Thc Rcndczvous 

FROM CATULLUS. TRANSLATOR UNKNOWN 

My Hypsithilla, charming fair, 

Му lifc, my soul, ah; hcar my ргаусг: 

Thy gratcful summons quickly scnd, 

And blcss at noon, with јоу, thy fricnd. 

And if my fair onc will compIy, 

And not hcr sighing swain dcny, 

Такс carc thc door bc thcn unbarr’d, 

And lct no spy bc on thc guard. 

And thou, thc aim of my dcsirc, 

Attend at home my amorous hrc. 

Prcparc thy bosom to rcccivc 
AU that so much iove can give: 

Prepare to meet repcatcd јоу 
Continued bliss without ailoy; 

I^ssolving stili in thy dear arms, 

Still raiscd by thy reviving charms 
То onsets fresh of sprighdy pleasure, 

Tumultuous јоу beyond all measure. 

But dally not with my desire, 

Nor quash with thy delays my fire. 

Bursdng with iove upon my couch I lic, 
ForestaUing with deme the distant јоу. 



То Lydia 

АТШВиТЕО ТО COBNEUUS CALLUS, А CONTEMPOKABT OF VTBCIL. 
TRANSLATED ВУ S« CHABLES ELTON 

LvdiaI girl of prctdcst micn, 

And fiifcst skin, thstt c'cr wcre seed: 

Lilies, сгеат, thy cheeks disclose; 

The ruddy acd thc milky rose; 

Smooth thy Jimbs as ivory shinc, 

Burnish’d from thc India minc. 

Oh, swcct girlf thosc ringlcts sprcad, 

Long and loosc, from ail thy hcad: 

Glistcning likc gold in ycllow light 
O cr thy falling shouldcrs whitc. 

Show, swcct girll thy starry cycs, 

And black'bcnt brows that arching risc: 

Show, swcct girlf thy rosc-bloom chccks, 

Which Tyrc’s vcrmilion scarlct strcaks: 

Drop thosc pouting lips to mine, 

Thosc ripc, thosc coral lips of thinc. 

Givc mc, soft, a vclvct kiss, 

Dovc-Iikc glued in scarching bliss: 

Уои suck my brcathl O hcavcn! rcmove 
Your lips—I faint—my swcctcst lovcl 
Your kisscs—hold! thcy picrcc my hcart: 

I fccl thcc in cach vital part: 

Hold!—thou wickcd crcaturc! why 
Suck my lifc’s blood thus cruelly? 

Hidc those brcasts, that risc and fall, 

Thosc twinn d applcs, round and small; 

Full with balmy juiccs flowing, 

Now just budding, hcaving, growing; 

Brcathing from thcir broadcn’d zonc 
Opcning swccts of cinnamon. 

Dclicacics round thcc risc: 

Hidc thosc globcs—thcy wound minc cycs 
With thcir whitc and dazzling glow, 

With thcir luxury of snowI 
Crucl! scc you noi I languish, 

Thrilling with ccstatic anguish? 

you lcave mc; lcavc mc lying. 

Almost fainting, almost dying? 

A 

From the Odes of Horace (6y-8 В. C.) 

Т«АК81ЛТШ) BY 5» ТНЕОООИ MABTIN, l88l 
ODE V, ВООК I ТО PVRRHA 
Рт^А, what dender boy, in perfume Jteepeđ, 

Doth m the shade of some ddightful grot 
thee now on couch with пмев heai^? 

For whom dost thou ihinc ambcr trcsict 
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With aU thy leeming-trtless grace? Ah me, 

How oft will he thy perfidy bewai], 

Anđ joyi а|1 flown, and shudder at the sea 
Rough with the chaiing of the Uust'rous gale, 

Who now, fond drcamcr, rcvcls in thy charms; 

Who ail unweeting how the breezes veer, 

Hopes still to find a weIcome in thine arms 
As warm as now, and thee as loving^iear! 

Ah, woe for those, on whom thy spell is flung 
Му votive ublet, in the tcmplc set, 

Proclaims that I to ocean's god have hung 
The vestments in my shipwreck smirched and wet. 

> 

ODE XIII. ВООК I. ТО LYDIA. 

Lvdia, when so oft the charms 
Of Telephus you bid me notc, 

Taunt me with his snowy arms, 

Ro$y cheek, and shapely throat, 

Within my brcast I feel the fires 
Of wild and desperate desires. 

Then reels my brain, then on my cheek 
The shifting colour comes and goes, 

And tears, that flow unbidden, speak 
Thc torture of my inward throes, 

Thc ficrcc unrcst, ihc deathlcss flame, 

That sIowly macerates my frame. 

Oh agony! to trace where he 
Has smutched thy shoulders ivory'white 
Amid his tipsy rcvclry; 

Or whcrc, in trancc of ficrce delight, 

Upon thy lips the frenzied boy 
Has left the records of his јоу. 

Норе not such love can last for ауе 
(But thou art deaf to words of minel) 

Such selfish love, as ruthlessly 
Could wound those kisses all divine, 

Which Venus sieeps in sweeu intense 
Of her own necur’s qumtessence. 

Oh, trcbly blest, and blest for ever, 

Аге they whom true aftection binds; 

No cold distrusu nor janglings levcr, 

The union of their consunt mindt, 

But life in blending current flo^i, 

Serene ind sunny to the doiel 

СзО 



ODE IX, ВООК m. ТНБ RECONCIUATION 


НОВАСВ 

WHiL$T I wat dcar and thou weit kind, 

Aad I, aad ! alone might lie 
Upon thy tnowy breast redined, 

Not Persia's king so blest as I. 

LVDIA 

VVhilst I to thcc was all in all, 

Nor Chloc might with Lydia vic, 

Rcnowncd in odc or madrigal, 

Nor Roman Ilia famcd as I. 

HORACE 

I now am Thracian Chloc’s slavc, 

With hand and voicc that charms thc air, 

For whom cvcn dcath itsclf I’d bravc, 

So fatc thc darling girl would sparcl 

LVDIA 

I dotc on CalaTs—and I 
Am ail his passion, all his сагс, 

For whom a doublc dcath, I’d dic, 

So fatc thc darling boy would sparcl 

HORACB 

What, if our ancient lovc rcturn, 

And bind us with a closcr tic, 

If I thc fair-haircd Chloc spurn, 

And as of old for Lydia sigh? 

LYDIA 

Though lovclicr than уоп star is hc, 

Thou hcklc as an April sky, 

Morc churlish, too, than Adria’s sca, 

With thcc I’d livc, with thcc I’d dicl 

From the Poems of TibuUus (54-38 В. C.) 

TRANSLATED BY J. P. POSTOATE, I912 
/. ТО DEUA 

Love, thou dost always mcct mc with smiling visagc to draw mc on; 
but aftcr that, poor wrctch, I find thcc frowning and angry. What 
has thou to do with mc, crucl boy? Is thcrc great glory to a god in 
laying snarcs for a man? 

For thc nct is sprcad to takc mc; now cunning Dclia clasps a gallant 
a)vcrtly in thc hush of night. Shc dcnics it, indccd, and on oath; 
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but *tii hsrd to bclicve her. Thus tcnichlng mc, too, ihe denies cvery 
hour to her husband. Poor wretch, it was I who Uught her the ways 
of tricking hcr watchcrs, and now alasl by my own craft am I sorc 
bestead. Thcn learned she how to frame cacuses for lying alone, 
and then how to turn thc door without a sound from thc hinges. 
Then did I givc her juices and herbs to erase the dark signs which 
the teeth in love’s rapture imprint on the desh. 

And thou, thc unwary matc of a faithlcss wifc, watch mc with 
the rest that she may never sin; and take care that she talk not much 
or oft with young men, nor use nods to deceive thee, or rcclinc with 
loose robe and bosom bare; and see she take not wine on hcr hngers 
and tracc signs on the tablc’s round. Havc thy fears whcn shc gocs 
out often, or if she $ay that she would witness the rites of the Good 
Goddess which no male must go nigh. 

> 

//. ТО PHOLOE ON MARATHUS 

No onc can hidc from me the mcaning of a lovcr’s nod, nor thc mcs- 
sage of gcntle toncs and whispered word8. Yct no lots hclp mc, no 
liver with hcaven’s will acquainted, nor do birds’ notcs tcll me of 
thc things to comc. Twas Venus* sclf ticd my arms with magic knots 
and taught me all with many stripes. 

Havc donc with conccalmcnts. Thc god has ficrccr fircs for thosc 
that he sccs have fallen to him against their will. 

What advantage hast thou now in dressing the soft hair or shift- 
ing continually the arrangement of the trcsses, what in bcautifying 
checks with lustrous pigment, in having the nails pared by an artist’s 
cunning handP In vain thy gown$, thy shawls are changed, and the 
tight loop squeezcs thc fect together. ’Tis the other charms, though 
she come with face untcnded and has spent no lingering skill on 
dressing her shecny hair. 

Has some hag bewitched thce with her spells, or with blanching 
herbs, in the silcnt night hours? Incantation draws the crops from 
the neighbour’s field; incantation checks the course of the angry 
snake; incantation seeks to draw the moon down from her car, and 
would do it but for the blows in the echoing bronze. 

Why do I complain, alas; that spclls or hcrbs havc workcd mc woc? 
Beauty nccds no aid from sorcery. ’Tis touching thc body docs thc 
harm, giving the long kiss, resting thigh by thigh. Yct do thou 
for thy part see thou art not uncompliant to the lad; Vcnus visits 
harsh dceds with punishment. 

As for no prescnts: these should a hoary lovcr give, that soft arms 
may warm hib chilly limbs. Gold is less precious than a lad whose 
face is bright and smooth, with no rough beard to rasp carcsses. Under 
his shoulder place thy radiant arms, and thus look down on all thc 
treasurcs of a king, Venus will find a way for stealthy commcrcc 
with the lad while he ^uivers, and would draw your tender bosoms 
ever closer, for giviog wet kisses with quickeoed breath and strug- 
gling tongue and prindng the teeth’s marks on the neck. No stone 
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or pearlf will give her јоу who slccps alonc and chill, and to no man 
ii acsirable. 

Ah, too latc wc call back lovc and youth when ћоагу cld has 
blcachcd thc agcd hcad. Thcn looks arc studicd. Thc hair is staincd 
to disguise our ycars with dyc from thc nut’s grccn husk. Thcn wc 
task oursclvcs to pluck up thc whitc hairs by thc root and to саггу 
homc a facc transformcd, with thc old skin gonc. But do thou whilc 
thy lifc is still in its flowcring springtidc scc that thou usc it. Not 
sIow arc its fcct as it glidcs away. 

Nor torturc Marathus. What gIory is thcrc in discomfiting a boy? 
Вс hard, my lass, to thc cffctc old. Sparc thc tcndcr shoot, I ргау. 
Naught ails him gravcly; ’tis from cxccss of passion comcs thc ycllow 
stain upon his skin. Scc again, poor wrctch, how oftcn he hcaps his 
pitcous rcproachcs on thc abscnt and all around is floodcd with his 
tears. 

“Why dost thou slight mc?’’ he complains. “Thc watch might 
havc bccn bafflcd. Hcavcn itsclf givcs thc lovcsick skill to cozcn. I 
know thc sccrct ways of lovc, how thc brcath may bc takcn gcntly, 
and how kisscs may be snatched and makc no sound. I can stcal up 
e’cn in thc dcad of night, and unsccn unbar thc door without a 
sound. But what do arts avail if thc girl spurn thc haplcss swain and, 
crucl, fly from thc vcry couch of lovc? Thcn again whcn shc 
promiscs and suddcnly plays falsc, I must wake through a night of 
many wocs. Whilc I fondly think that shc will comc to mc, in cvcry 
stir I hear her footfall sounding.’’ 

Shcd tcars no morc, lad. Hcr hcart is stone, and thy cycs агс al- 
rcady worn and swcllcd with wccping. Thc gods, I warn thce, Pholoc, 
abhor disdain. ’TwilI bc vain to offcr inccnsc to thcir holy fircs. This 
is the Marathus that oncc made mock of wrctchcd lovcrs, unwitting 
that bchind him stood thc god of vcngcancc. Oftcn, too, wc havc 
heard, he laughed at the tcars of anguish and kcpt a lover waiting 
with prctenccs for delay. Now hc abhors all coyncss; now hc hatcs 
cvery door that is bolted fast against him. But for thce, girl, unless 
thou ccasc to bc proud, thcrc is punishmcnt in storc. Thcn how wilt 
thou long that prayers might bring thec back to-day! 

л 

An Elegy 

BY TIBOLLUS. TRANSLATBD BY MR. GRANGER 

Why did you swcar by all thc powcrs abovc, 

Yct ncvcr meant to crown my longing lovc? 

Wrctch, though at first thc pcrjurcd dccd you hidc, 

Wrath comcs with ccrtain, though with tardy stridc; 

Yct, yct, oBended gods, my charmer sparet 
Yet pardon the first fault of one so fairl 

For gold the careful farmer ploughs the plain, 

And joins his охсп to thc cumbrous wain; 

For gold, through seas that stormy winds obey, 

Ву start, the sailor stccrs his watery way. 
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Yet, gracious gods, this gold from man remove, 
That wicked metal bribed the fair I lovc. 


Soon shall you suffcr greatly for your crime, 

A wcary wandercr in a foreign climc; 

Your hair shall change, and boasted bloom dccay, 

Ву wintry tcmpcsts and thc solar гау. 

“Bcwarc of gold,” how oft did I adviscl 
“From tcmpting gold what mighty mischicfs riscl 
Lovc’s gcncrous powcr,” I said, “with tcn-fold p^n, 
Thc wrctch will rack, who sclls hcr charms for gain. 
Lct torture all hcr crucltics cxert. 

Torturc is pastime to a vcnal heart. 

“Nor idly drcam уоиг gallantrics to hidc, 

Thc gods are cvcr on thc suffcrcr’s sidc. 

With slccp or winc o’crcomc, so fatc ordains, 

You’ll blab thc secrct of your impious gains.” 

Thus oft I warn’d you; this augmcnts my shamc; 
Му sighs, tcars, homagc, hcnccforth I disclaim. 

“No wcalth shall bribc my consuncy,” you sworc; 
“Вс minc thc bard,” you sigh’d, “I cravc no morc: 
Not all Campania shall my hcart cnticc, 

For thcc Campania’s autumns I dcspisc. 

Lct Bacchus in Falcrnian vincyards stray, 

Not Bacchus’ vincyards shall my faith bctray.” 

Such strong profcssions, in so soft a strain, 

Might wcll dcccivc a captivatcd swain; 

Such strong profcssions might avcrsion charm, 

Slow doubt dctcrminc, and indiffcrcncc warm, 

Nay more, you wcpt, unpractiscd to bctray, 

I kiss’d your chccks, and wipcd thc tcars away. 

But if I tcmpting gold unjustly blamc, 

And you havc lcft mc for anothcr fiamc, 

Мау hc, likc you, sccm kind; likc you, dcccivc, 

And oh may you, likc chcatcd mc, bclicvc. 

Oft I by night thc torch mysclf would bcar, 

That nonc our tcndcr convcrsc might o’crhcar; 

Whcn lcast cxpectcd, oft somc youth I lcd, 

A youth all bcauty, to thc gcnial bcd, 

And tutor’d him your conquest to cornplctc, 

Ву soft cnticcmcnts, and a fond dcccit. 

Ву thcsc 1 foolish hopcd to gain your lovcl 
Who than Tibullus could morc cautious provc? 
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Fired with uncommon powers, I swcpt the lyre, 

And sent you mclting strains of soft desire. 

Thc thought o'crsprcads my facc with conscious shamc, 
Doom, doom thcm victims to thc scas or flame. 

No vcrsc bc thcirs, who Lovc’s soft fircs profane, 

And sell incscinuble )oys for gain. 

But vou who first the lovcly maid decoy'd, 

Ву cach adulcerer bc your wifc cnjoy’d. 

And whcn each youth has riflcd all her charnu, 

Мау bed<gowns guard hcr from your loathcd arms! 

Мау shc, oh may she likc your sistcr prove, 

As famed for drinking, far morc famcd for love! 

Tis truc, thc bottlc is hcr chicf dclight, 

Shc knows no bcttcr way to pass the night; 

Your wifc morc knowing can thc night improvc, 

То joys of Bacchus joins thc joys of love. 

Think’st thou for thcc thc toilcltc is hcr сагс? 

For thcc, that fillcts bind hcr wcll4lrcss’d hair? 

For thcc, that Tyrian robcs hcr charms cnfold? 

For thec, hcr arms arc dcck’d with burnish’d gold? 

Ву thcsc, some youth thc wanton would entice, 

For him she drcsses and for him shc sighs; 

То him shc prostitutcs, unawcd by shame, 

Your house, уоиг pockct, and your injurcd fame: 

Nor blame hcr conduct, say, ус young, what charms 
Can bcauty tastc in goui and agc’s arms? 

Lcss nicc my fair onc, shc for топсу can 
Carcss a gouty, impotcnt old man; 

O thou by gcncrous Love too justly blamed! 

All, all that Lovc could givc, my passion claim’d. 

Yct smcc ihou could’st so тсгсспагу provc, 

The more dcscrving shall cngross my lovc: 

Then ihou wilt wccp whcn thcsc adorcd you scc; 

Wccp on, thy tcars will transport givc to mc. 

То Vcnus Г11 suspcnd a goldcn shicld, 

With this inscriplion gravcd upon thc ficld: 

Tibullus, frccd at last from amorous wocs, 

This oflcring, Quccn of Bliss, on thcc bcstows: 

And humbly bcgs, that hcnccforth thou wilt guard 
From such a passion thy dcvotcd bard.” 

Salmaas and Hcrmaphroditus 

FKOM OVIDS MBTAMORPHOSES. ВООК IV. 43 В. C.-l8 A. D. 
TRAHSLATED BY JOSEPH ADDISON 

How Salmacis with wcak enfecbling streams 
Softcns the body, and unnerves thc limbs, 

And what the lecret cause shall hcre bc shown; 

The cause it sccret, but ihe cffcci is known. 
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The Naiads nurst an infant hcrctoforc, 

That Cythcrca oncc to Hcrmcs borc; 

From hoth thc illustrious authors of his racc 
Thc child was namcd; nor was it hard to tracc 
Both thc bright parcnts through thc infant's facc; 

Whcn fiftccn ycars, in Iđa’s cool rctrcat, 

Thc boy had told, hc lcft his nativc scat, 

And sought frcsh fountains in a forcign soil; 

Thc plcasurc lcsscncd thc attcnding toil. 

With eagcr stcps thc Lycian ficlds hc crosscd, 

And ficlds that bordcr on thc Lycian coast; 

A Rivcr hcrc hc vicwcd so lovcly bright, 

It showcd thc bottom in a faircr light, 

Nor kcpt a sand conccalcd from human sight. 

Thc stream produccd, nor slimy oozc, nor wccd$, 

Nor miry rushcs nor ihc spiky recds; 

But dcalt cncircling moisturc all around, 

Thc fruitful banks with chccrful vcrdurc crowncd, 

And kcpt the spring cternal on thc ground 
A nymph prcsidcs, nor practiscd in thc chasc, 

Nor skilful at thc bow, nor at the racc; 

Of all thc bluc*cycd daughtcrs of thc main. 

The only strangcr to Diana’s train; 

Hcr sistcrs, oftcn, as ’tis said, would сгу, 

“Fie, Salmacis, what, always idle! Fic! 

Or takc thy quivcr or thy arrows scizc, 

And mix thc toils of hunting with thy casc.’’ 

Bui oft would bathc hcr in thc crystal tide, 

Oft wilh a comb hcr dcwy locks divide; 

Now in thc limpid streams shc viewcd hcr facc, 

And drcst hcr imagc in the floating glass: 

On bcds of lcavcs she now rcposed her limbs, 

Now gathercd flowcrs that grcw aboui hcr strcams; 

And thcn by chancc was gathcring, as shc stood 
То vicw the boy, and longcd for what she vicwcd. 

Fain would shc mect the youth with hasty fcct, 

Shc fain would meet him, but refuscd to mcct 
Bcforc hcr looks wcrc sct with niccst carc, 

And wcll dcscrvcd to be rcputcd fair. 

“Bright youlh,” shc crics, “whom all thy fcaturcs provc 
A God, and, if a God, thc God of Lovc; 

But if a mortal, blcst thy nurse’s brcast, 

Blcst arc thy parcnts, and thy sistcrs blcst: 

But, oh! how blest! how morc than blcst thy bridc, 

Allicd in bliss, if апу gct allicd: 

If so, lct minc thc stolcn cnjoymcnt bc; 

If not, bchold a willing bridc in mc.” 

Thc boy kncw nought of lovc, and, touchcd with shamc, 
Нс strovc, and blushcd, but still thc blush bccamc; 

In rising blushes still frcsh bcauties rosc; 

The sunny side of fruit such blushes shows, 
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And luch the moon, when ali her silver vidute 
Tumi in edipsei to a ruddy light. 

The Nymph still begs, if not a noblcr bliss, 

A cold salute at least» a sistcr’s kiss; 

And now prepares to take thc lovcly boy 
Between her arms. Не, innoccntly соу, 

Rcplies, '*Oh lcavc mc to mysclf alonc, 

You rudc, uncivil nymph, or П1 bcgone.” 

'Tair strangcr thcn,” says shc; “it shall bc so”; 

And, for she fcared his threats, she feigned to go; 

But hid within a covcrt's neighbouring grcen, 

She kept him still in sight, hcrsclf unsccn. 

Thc boy now fancics all thc dangcr o’cr, 

And innocendy sports about thc shorc, 

Playful and wanton to thc strcam hc trips, 

And dips his foot, and shivcrs as hc dips, 

Thc cooiness plcascs him, and with eagcr haste 
His airy garments on thc banks he cast; 

His godlikc fcaturcs and his hcavcnly huc, 

And all his beauties wcrc cxposcd to vicw. 

His naked limbs the nymph with rapture spics, 

Whilc hottcr passions in hcr bosom risc, 

Flush in hcr checks, and sparklc in hcr cyes. 

Shc longs, shc burns to clasp him in hcr arms, 

And lovcs, and sighs, and kindlcs at his charms. 

Now all undrcst upon thc banks hc stood, 

And clapt his sidcs and lcapt into thc flood: 

His lovcly limbs thc silvcr wavcs divide, 

His limbs appcar morc lovcly through thc tidc; 

As lilies shut within a crystal case, 

Rcccivc a glossy lustrc from thc glass. 

“Hc’s minc, hc’s all my own,” thc Naiad crics, 

And flings off all, and aftcr him shc flics. 

And now she fastcns on him as hc swims, 

And holds him closc, and wraps about his limbs. 

Thc morc thc boy rcsistcd and was соу, 

Thc morc shc kissed and clipt thc stri^ing boy. 

So whcn thc wriggling snakc is hatchcd on high 
In caglc’s claws, and hisscs in thc sky, 

Around thc foc his twirling tail he flings, 

And twists hcr lcgs, and wnthcs about hcr wings. 

Thc rcstlcss boy siill obsiinately strovc 
То frcc himsclf and still refuscd hcr love. 

Amidst his iimbs shc kept her limbs entwined, 

“And why, соу youth,” shc cries, "why thus unkind! 
Oh, may thc Gods ihus kecp us cvcr joined! 

Oh, may wc ncvcr, ncvcr part again!” 

So prayed thc nymph, nor did shc ргау in vain: 

For now shc finds him, a$ his limbs shc prest, 

Grow nearer still, and nearer to her bieast; 

Till, piercing cach thc othcr’s flcsh, thcy nm 
Tpgether, and incorporate in onc: 

СзвЗ 



Last in one face are both their faces ^oincd^ 

As whcn thc stock and graftcr twig combined 
Shoot up thc same, and wear a common mind: 

Đoth bodies in a single body mii, 

A tin^e body with a double зех. 

The boy, dius lost in woman, now surveycd 
Thc river’s guilty stream, and thus he prayed. 

(Не prayed, but wondered at his softer tonc, 
Surprised to hear a voice but hatf his own.) 

You parcnt gods, whose heavenly names I bear, 
Hear your Hermaphrodite, and grant my ргауег, 

Oh, grant that—whom so’er thesc streams contain, 

If man he entered, he may rise again 
Sup[Je, unsinewed, and but half a mant 

Thc hcavcnly parents answcrcd, from on high 
Thcir two-shaped son, thc doublc votary; 

Thcn gave a sccrct virtuc to thc flood, 

And tinged its sourcc to makc his wishcs good. 

From Ovid*s Elegies 

TRANSLATED BY CHRISTOPKER MARLOWB 
ВООК l ELEGIA IV, 

Amicam, qua mte quilmsqite nutihut in caena, pretente 
viro, uti debate, admonet. 

Thy husband to a banquet gocs with me, 

Ргау God it may his latcst supper be. 

Shall I sit gazing as a bashful gucst, 

Whilc othcrs touch thc damsel I lovc bcst? 

Wilt lying undcr him, his bosom clip? 

About thy ncck shall hc at pleasure skip? 

Marvcl not, though thc fair bridc did incitc 
The drunkcn Centaurs to a suddcn flght. 

I am no half horsc, nor in woods I dwcll. 

Yet scarce my hands from thee contain I wcll. 

But how thou should’st behave thy$elf now know, 
Nor let thc winds away my warnings blow. 

Before thy husband come, though I not see 
What may bc donc, yct t^rc before him bc. 

Lie with him gendy, whcn his limbs be spread. 
Upon thc bcd, but on my foot first tread. 

View me, my becks, and speaking countenance; 
Такс, and rcturn each secret amorous glance, 
Words without voicc shall on my eycbrows sit, 

Lines thou shalt read in wine by my hand writ. 
When our lascivious toys comc to thy mind, 

ТТху rosy chceks bc to thy thumb inclined. 

If aught of me thou speak’st in inward thought, 

Let my soft fingcr to thy ear be brought. 

When I, my li^t, do or say aught ihai please thce, 
Tum around thy gold hng, as it wcre to ease thee. 
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Strikc on the board like thcm that ргау for evil, 

When thou dost wish thy husband at thc dcvil. 

What winc he Hlls thcc, wisely will him drink, 

Ask thou the boy, what thou enough dost think. 

When thou hast tasted, I will take the cup, 

And where thou drink’st, on that part I will sup. 

If he gives thee what hrst himself did taste, 

Even in his face his o^ered goblets cast. 

Let not thy neck by his vile arms bc prest, 

Nor lean thy soft head on his boisterous brcast. 

Thy bosom’s roscatc buds lct him not fingcr, 

Chiefly on thy lips lct not his lips linger. 

If thou givcst kisscs, I shall all disclosc, 

Say thcy arc minc, and hands оп thcc impose. 

Yct this П1 scc, but if thy gown aught covcr, 

Suspicious fcar in all my veins will hovcr. 

Mingle not thighs, not to his leg join thinc, 

Nor thy soft foot with his hard foot combinc. 

I havc bccn wanton, thcrcfore am pcrplcxcd, 

And with mistrust of thc likc mcasurc vcxcd. 

I and my wcnch oft undcr clothcs did lurk, 

When plcasure movcd us to our swcctcst work. 

Do not thou so; but throw thy mantlc hence, 

Lcst I should think thcc guilty of oflencc, 

Entrcat thy husband drink, but do not kiss, 

And whilc hc drinks, to add morc do not miss; 

If hc lies down with winc and slcep opprest, 

Thc thing and placc shall counsel us thc rcst. 

Whcn to go homcward wc risc all along 
Havc carc to walk in middlc of thc throng, 

Thcrc will I find thcc or hc found by ihee, 

Thcrc touch whatcvcr thou canst touch of mc. 

Ah mc! I warn what profits some fcw hours, 

But wc must part, whcn hcavcn with black night lours, 
At night thy husband clips thcc: I will wccp 
And to thc doors sight of thysclf (will) kccp; 

Then will hc kiss thcc, and nol only kiss, 

But forcc thec givc him my stolcn honcy bliss. 
Constraincd against thy will givc it thc pcasant, 

Forbcar swcct words, and bc your sport unplcasant. 

То him I ргау it no dclighi may bring, 

Or if it do, to thcc no јоу thcncc spring. 

But, though this night thy fortunc bc to try it, 

То mc to-morrow constantly dcny it. 

A 

ВООК /. ELEGLi V. 

Corinnae concubitus. 

In summcr’s hcal, and mid-timc of thc day, 

То rcst my limbs, upn a bcd I lay; 

One window shut, thc oihcr open stood, 

Which gavc such light as twinklcs in a wood, 
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Or night being past, and yet not day begun; 

Such light to shamefaced maidens must be shown 
Where they may sport, and seem to be unknown: 
Then came Corinna in her long loose gown, 

Her white ncck hid with trcsscs hanging down, 
Resembling fair Semiramis going to bed, 

Or Lais of a thousand wooers sped. 

I snatched her gown being thin, the harm was small, 
Yct strivcd she lo bc covcred thcrcwithal, 

And striving thus as one that would be cast, 

Đetrayed herself, and yielded at the last. 

Stark nakcd as she stood before mine суе, 

Not onc wcn in hcr body could I spy. 

What arms and shoulders did I touch and see, 

How apt hcr brcasts wcrc lo bc prcsscd by mc, 

How smooth a bclly undcr hcr waist saw I, 

How large a leg, and what a lusty thigh. 

То lcavc thc rest, all likcd mc passing ^l; 

I clingcd hcr nakcd body, down she fcll: 

Judgc you the rest, being tircd shc bade mc kiss; 

Jovc scnd mc morc such aftcrnoons as thisl 

> 

ВООК I. ELEGIA X. 

Ad pufUam, ne pro amore praemta poscat. 

SucH as the causc was of two husbands’ war, 

Whom Trojan ships fctchcd from Europa far, 

Such as was Lcda, whom thc god dcludcd 
In snow-whitc plumcs of a falsc 8wan included. 

Such a$ Апустопс through thc dry ficlds strayed, 
Whcn on hcr hcad a watcr pitchcr laid, 

Such wcrt thou, and I fearcd thc bull and eaglc, 

And whatc’cr Lovc madc Jovc, should thcc inveiglc. 
Now all fear wich my mind’s hot love abates: 

No morc this bcauty minc cycs captivatcs, 

Ask’st why I changc? bccausc thou crav’st rcward; 
This causc hath thcc from plcasmg mc dcbarrcd. 

Whilc thou wcrt plain I lovcd thy mind and face: 
Now inward faults thy outward form disgracc. 

Lovc is a nakcd boy, his ycars sauncc stam, 

And hath no clothes, but opcn doth remain. 

WiII you for gain have Cupid scll himself? 

Нс hath no bosom, whcrc to hidc basc pclf. 

Love and Love’s son are with fierce arms at odds; 

То serve for рау bcsecms not wanton gods. 

The whore sunds to be bought for each man's тооеу, 
And sceks vile wealth by sclling of hcr сопеу. 

Yct greedy bawd’s command she curseth still, 

And doth, constrained, what you do o£ good'Will. 
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Ttke from irrational beasts a precedent, 

Tis shame their wits should bc more excelIeot. 

The mare asks not the horsc, the cow the bull, 

Nor the mild ewe gifts from the ram doth pull. 

Only a woman gets spoils for a man, 

Farms out hcrsclf on nights for what she can. 

And lcts what doth dclight, what both dcsirc, 
Making hcr јоу according to hcr hire. 

Thc sport being such, as both alikc swcct try it, 
Why should onc scll it and thc other buy it? 

Why should I lose, and thou gain by thc pleasure, 
Which man and woman rcap in cqual mcasure? 
Knights of thc post of pcrjurics makc salc, 

Thc unjust juđgc for bribcs bccomes a stalc. 

Tis shamc sold tongucs thc guilty should dcfend, 

Or grcat wcalth from a judgmcnt-seat ascend. 

Tis shame to grow rich by bcd mcrchandizc, 

Or prostitutc thy bcauty for bad pricc, 

Thanks worthily arc duc for ihings unbought, 

For bcds ill'hircd wc arc indcbtcd nought. 

Thc hircr payeth all; his rcnt dischargcd, 

From furthcr duty hc rcsts thcn cnlarged. 

Fair dames forbcar rcwards for nights to crave; 
Ill-gottcn goods good cnd will ncvcr havc. 

Thc Sabine gaunilcts wcre too dcarly won, 

That unto death did prcss thc holy nun. 

Thc son slcw hcr, that forth to mcct him wcnt, 

And a rich nccklacc causcd that punishmcnt. 

Yct think no scorn lo ask a wcalthy churl; 

Нс wants no gifts inio thy lap lo hurl. 

Такс clustcrcd grapcs from anothcr-ladcn vinc, 

Мау bounteous lovc Alcinous’ fruit resign. 

Let poor mcn show thcir scrvicc, faith and carc; 

All for thcir mistrcss, what thcy have, prcparc. 

In vcrsc to praisc kind wcnchcs ’tis my part. 

And whom I likc ctcrnisc by mine art. 

Garments do wcar, jewcls and gold do waste, 

The famc that vcrsc givcs doth for cver last. 

То givc I lovc, but lo bc askcd disdain; 

Leave asking, and ГИ givc whai I rcfrain. 

ВООК U, ELEGIA III. 

Ad ЕшписЛнт terpantcm đominam. 

Ан me, an eunuch kecps my mistress chaste, 

That cannot Venus' mutual pleasurc taste. 

Who first deprived young boys of iheir best part, 
With self-same wound$ he gave, he ought to smart. 
То kind reqiiests thou wouId’st more gentle preve, 

If evcr weiich had made lukewarm thy love; 
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Thou wcrt not born to ridc, or arms to bcar, 

Thy hands agrcc not with thc warlikc spcar, 

Mcn handle thosc; all manly hopcs rcsign, 

Thy mistrcss’ cnsigns must bc hkcwisc thinc. 

Plcasc hcr—hcr hatc makcs othcrs thcc abhor, 

If shc discards thcc, what usc scrv’st thou for? 

Good form thcrc is, ycars apt to play togcthcr: 

Unmcct is bcauty w*thout usc to withcr. 

Shc may dcccivc thcc, though thou her protcct, 

What two đctcrminc ncvcr wants cffcct. 

Our praycrs movc thcc to assist our drift, 

Whilc thou hast timc yct to bcstow that gift. 

/ 

ВООК II. ELEGIA IV. 

Quod amet muUeres, cujuscumgue formae tint. 

I MEAN not to dcfcnd thc scapcs of апу, 

Or justify my viccs bcing many; 

For I confcss, if that might mcrit favour, 

Hcrc I display my lewd and loosc bchaviour. 

I loathe, yct aftcr that I loathe, I run: 

Oh, how thc burthcn irks, that wc should shun. 

I cannot rulc mysclf but whcrc lovc plcasc 
And drivcn likc a ship upon rough scas, 

No onc facc likcs mc bcst, all faccs movc, 

A hundrcd rcasons makc mc cvcr lovc. 

If апу сус mc with a modcst look, 

I blush, and by that blushful glancc am took; 

And shc that’s соу I likc, for bcing no clown, 

Mcthinks shc would bc nimblc whcn shc’s down. 
Though hcr sour looks a Sabinc’s brow rcscmblc, 

I think shc’ll do, but dccply can disscmblc. 

If shc bc lcarncd, thcn for hcr skill I cravc hcr, 

If not, bccausc she’s simple I would havc hcr. 

Bcforc Callimachus onc prcfcrs mc far; 

Sccing shc likcs my books, why should wc јаг? 

Anothcr rails at me, and that I writc. 

Yct would I lic with hcr, if that I might: 

Trips she, it likcs mc wcll; plods shc, what thcn? 

Shc would bc nimblcr lying with a man, 

And whcn onc swcctly sings, thcn straight I long 
То quavcr on hcr lips cvcn in hcr song; 

Ог if onc touch thc lutc wiih art and cunning, 

Who would noi lovc thosc hands for thcir swift cunning? 
And her I like that with a majesty, 

Folds up her arms, and makes iow courtcsy. 

То leavc myself, that am in love with all, 

Some one of these might makc the chastcst fall. 

I£ shc be tall, shc’s likc an Amazon, 

And thercfore fUls the bed she lies upon: 
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If ihort, shc lics thc rounder, to say troth, 

But short and long plcasc mc, for I love both. 

I think what onc undcckcd would bc, bcing drcst; 

Is shc attircd? thcn show hcr graccs bcst. 

A whitc wcnch thralls mc, so doth goldcn yclIow; 

And nut'brown girls in doing have no fcIlow. 

If hcr whitc ncck bc shadowcd with brown hair, 

Why so was Lcda’s, yct was Lcda fair. 

Ambcr-trcss’d is shc? Thcn on the morn think I: 

Му lovc alludcs to cvcry history: 

A young wcnch plcascth, and an old is good, 

This for hcr looks, that for hcr womanhood: 

Nay what is shc, that апу Roman lovcs, 

But my ambitious ranging mind approvcs? 

> 

ВООК //. ELEGIA V. 

A4 amicam corruptam. 

No lovc is so dcar,—quivercd Cupid fly!— 

That my chicf wish shoulđ bc so oft to dic. 

Minding thy fault, with dcaih I wish to rcvcl; 

Alasf a wcnch i$ a pcrpctual cvil. 

No intcrccptcd lincs thy dccds display, 

No gifts givcn sccrctly thy crimc bewray. 

O wouId my proofs as vain might bc withstood! 

Ah mc, poor soul, why is my causc so good^ 

He’s happy, that his lovc darcs boldly crcdit; 

То whom his wench can say, “I ncver did it.” 

Hc’s crucl, and too much his gricf doth favour, 

That sccks thc conqucst by hcr loosc bchaviour. 

Poor wcnch, 1 saw whcn ihou didst think I slumbcrcd; 
Not drunk, your faulis on the spilt winc I numbcrcd 
I saw your nodding cycbrows much to spcak, 

Evcn from уоиг chccks, part of a voicc did brcak. 

Not silcnt wcrc thinc cycs, thc board with winc 
Wa$ scribblcd, and thy fingers writ a linc. 

I kncw уоиг spccch (what do nol lovcrs scc.'*) 

And words ihal sccmcd for ccrtain marks to bc. 

Not many gucsts wcrc gonc, thc fcast bcing donc, 

Thc youthful sort lo divcrs pasiimcs run. 

I saw you thcn unlawful kisscs join; 

(Such with my tonguc it likcs me to purloin). 

Nonc such ihc sistcr givcs hcr brothcr gravc, 

But such kind wcnchcs lct thcir lovcrs havc. 

Phoebus gavc noi Diana such, ’tis thought, 

But Vcnus oftcn to her Mars such brought. 

*‘What dost?” I cricd; ‘‘transport’st thou my dclight? 
Му lordIy hands Г11 throw upon my right. 

Such bliss is only common to us two, 

In this swect good why hath a third to do?” 



This, and what grief enforced me say, I said: 

A scarlet blush her guilty face аггау^; 

Even such as by Aurora hath the sky, 

Or maids that thcir betrothed husbands spy; 

Such as a rose mixcd with a lily brecds, 

Or whcn thc moon travails with charmcd stccds. 

Or such as, lcst long ycars shoulđ turn thc dyc, 
Arachne stains Assyrian ivory. 

То thcsc, or somc of thcsc, likc was hcr colour: 

Ву chancc hcr bcauty ncvcr shincd fullcr. 

Shc vicwcd thc carth? thc carth to vicw, bcsccmcd hcr, 
Shc lookcd sad; sad, comcly I cstccmcd hcr. 

Evcn kcmb^d as thcy wcrc, hcr locks to rcnd, 

And scratch hcr fair soft checks I did intend. 

Sccing hcr facc, minc uprcarcd arms dcsccndcd, 

With hcr own armour was my wcnch dcfcndcd. 

I, that crcwhilc was fiercc, now humbly suc, 

Lcst with worsc kisscs shc should mc cnduc. 

She laughed, and kissed so sweetly as might make 
Wrath-kindlcd Jovc away his thundcr shakc. 

I gricvc lcst othcrs should such good pcrccivc, 

And wish hcrcby thcm all unknown to lcavc. 

Also much bcttcr wcrc thcy than I tcll, 

And cvcr sccmcd as somc ncw swcct bcfcll. 

’Tis ill thcy plcascd so much, for in my lips 
Lay hcr whole tonguc hid, minc in hcrs shc dips, 

This gricvcs mc not; no joincd kisscs spcnt, 

Bewail I only, though I them lamcnt. 

Nowhcrc can thcy bc taught but in thc bcd; 

I know no masicr of so grcat hirc spcd. 

ВООК II. ELEGM X. 

Ad Grofdnum quod eodem tempore duas amet. 
Graecinus (wc11 I wot) thou told’st mc oncc, 

I could not bc in lovc wiih two at oncc; 

Ву thcc dcccivcd, by thcc surpriscd am I, 

For now I lovc two womcn cqually: 

Both arc wcll favourcd, both rich in аггау, 

Which is thc lovelicst it is hard to say: 

This sccms thc faircst, so doth that to mc; 

And this doth plcase mc most, and so doth shc; 

Even a$ a boat tosscd by contrary wind, 

So with this love and that wavcrs my mind. 

Vcnus, why doublcst thou my cndless smart? 

Was not onc wcnch cnough to gricvc my hcart ? 

Why add st thou stars to hcavcn, lcavcs to grccn woods, 
And to thc vast dcep sea fresh watcr floods? 

Yet this is better far than lie alonc: 

Let such as be mine enemics have none; 
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Yet, let my foći tleep in ал empty bed, 

And in the midst their bodies largely spread: 

But may soft love rouse up my drowsy cyes, 

And from my mistress* bosom lct me risc: 

Lct onc wench cloy mc with swcct lovc's delight. 

If onc can do’t, if not, two cvcry night. 

Though I am slcndcr, I havc storc of pith, 

Nor want I strength, but weight, to press her with: 
Pleasure adds fuel to my lustful hrc, 

I рау thcm homc with that thcy most desirc: 

Oft havc I spcnt thc night in wantonness, 

And in thc morn bccn livcly nc’crthclcss, 

Hc’s happy whom Lovc’s mutual skirmish slays; 

And to thc gods for that dcath Ovid prays. 

Let soldicrs chasc thcir cncmics amain, 

And with thcir blood ctcrnal honour gain, 

Let mcrchants scck wcalth and with perjured lips, 
Being wreckcd, carouse thc sca tircd by their ships; 

But when I die, would I might droop with doing, 

And in thc midst thcreof, set my soul going; 

That at my funcral somc may wccping сгу, 

"Evcn as hc lcd his lifc, so did hc dic.’* 

> 

ВОО/С //. ELEG/A XV. 

Ađ annulum, quem dono amicae đedit. 

Тнои ring that shalt my fair girl’s fingcr bindl 
Whcrcin is sccn thc givcr’s loving mind: 

Вс wclcomc to hcr, gladly Ict hcr take thcc, 

And, hcr small joints cncircling, round hoop makc thcc. 
Fil hcr so wcll, as shc is fit for mc. 

And of just compass for hcr knucklcs bc. 

Blcst ring, thou in my mistress’ hand shall lic, 

Mysclf, poor wrctch, minc own gifts now cnvy. 

O would ihat suddcnly into my gift, 

I could mysclf by sccrct magic shiftl 

Thcn wouId I wish thcc touch my mistrcss* pap, 

And hidc thy lcft hand undcrncath hcr lap, 

I would gct off ihough strait, and sticking fast, 

And in her bosom strangcly fall at last. 

Thcn I, that I may scal hcr privy lcaves, 

Lcst to thc wax thc hold-fast dry gcm clcavcs, 

Would first my bcautcous wcnch’s moist lips touch, 
Only ril sign naught that may grievc mc much. 

I would not out, might I in onc place hit: 

But in less compass her small fingers knit. 

Му lifc! that I will shamc thcc ncvcr fcar, 

Or bc a load thou should'st refusc to bear. 

Wctr mc, whcn warmcst showcrs thy mcmbcrs wash, 
And through thc gem let thy lost waten pash. 
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Đut sccing thcc, I think my thing wili swcll, 

And cvcn thc ring perform a man’s part well. 

Vain things why wish I ? go small gitt from hand, 

Lct hcr my faith, with thcc givcn, undcrstand. 

> 

ВООК II. ELEGIA XIX. 

Ad rivalem cui ихог curae non erat. 

Fool, if to kccp thy wifc thou hast no nccd, 

Ксср hcr from mc, my morc dcsirc to brccd; 

Wc scorn things lawful; stolcn swcct$ wc affcct; 

Crucl is hc that lovcs whom nonc protcct. 

Lct us, both lovcrs, hopc and fcar alikc, 

And may rcpulsc placc for our wishcs strikc. 

What should I do with fortunc that nc’cr fails mc? 
Nothing I lovc that at all timcs avails mc. 

Wily Corinna saw this blcmish in mc, 

And craftily knows by what mcans to win mc. 

Ah, oftcn, that hcr halc hcad achcd, shc lying, 

Willcd mc, whosc slow fcct sought dclay, bc flying; 

Ah, oft, how much shc might, shc fcigncd oflcncc; 
And, doing wrong, madc show of innoccncc. 

So having vcxcd shc nourishcd my warm firc, 

And was again most apt to my dcsirc. 

То plcasc mc, what fair tcrms and swcct words.has shcl 
’Thou also that laie took’st minc cycs away, 

Oft cozcn mc, oft, bcing woocd, say пау; 

And on thy thrcshold lct mc lic dispcrscd, 

Suff’ring much cold by hoary night’s frost brcd. 

So shall my lovc continuc many ycars; 

This doth dclight mc, this my couragc chccrs. 

Fat lovc, and too much fulsomc, mc annoys, 

Evcn as swect mcat a gluttcd stomach cloys. 

In brazcn towcr had not Danac dwclt, 

A mothcr’s јоу by Jovc shc had not fclt. 

Whilc Juno 16 kccps, whcn horns shc worc, 

Jovc likcd hcr bctter than he did bcforc. 

Who covcts lawful things takcs leavcs from wood$, 
And drinks stolcn watcrs in surrounding floods. 

Hcr lovcr lct hcr mock that long will rcign, 

Ah mc, lct not my warning$ causc my pain. 

Whatcvcr haps, by suflcrancc harm is donc, 

What flics I follow, what follows mc 1 shun, 

But thcn, of thy fair damscl too sccurc, 

Bcgin to shut thy housc al cvcning surc. 

Scarch, at thc door who knocks oft in the dark, 

In night’s dccp silcncc why thc ban-dogs bark. 
Whcthcr thc subtlc maid lincs brings and carries, 

Why she alonc in cmpty bed oft tarricf. 
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Let this сагс somctimcs bitc thce to the qmck, 

That to dcccits it may mc {orward prick, 

То steal sitnds from thc shore he loves a-iife, 

That can a/fect a (oolish tvittoi $ wifc. 

Now l foreivarn, un/ess to keep her stronger 
Thou dost begin, she shall be minc no longer. 

Long havc I borne much, hoping timc would beat thcc 
То guard hcr wcll, that wcll I might cntrcat thcc. 
Thou su^cr st what no husband can cndure, 

But of my lovc it will an cnd procurc. 

Shall I, poor soul, bc ncvcr intcrdictcd? 

Nor ncvcr with nighi’s sharp rcvcngc afflictcd? 

In slccpmg shall I fcarlcss draw my brcaih? 

Will noihing do, why I should wish thy dcath? 

Can I but loathc a husband grown a bawd? 

Ву ihy dcfault thou dost our joys dcfraud. 

Somc othcr scck that may ш paticncc strivc with thcc, 

1 o picasurc mc, forbid mc to connivc with thcc. 

A 


OVVA. Ш. C.LLOI4 IV, 


Ađ virum tervantem conjugem. 

Ruoe mjn, ’ii, vain thy damail to commend 
То кесреТ, ttust; their vvits should them defend. 
Who, without fear, i, chaste, is chaste in sooth: 

Who, ^ause means want, doeth not, she doth. 
Though thou her body guard, her mind is stained; 
Nor, lcss shc will, can апу bc rcstraincd. 

Nor can'st by watching keep her mind from sin, 

АИ being shut out, the adulterer i, within, 

Who may oflfcnd, sins lcast; powcr to do ill 
Thc famting sccds of naughtincss doth kill. 

Forbcar to kindly vicc by prohibition; 

^ner shall kindncss gam thy ^iH’s fruiiion. 

saw 4 horsc agamst thc bit stiff-ncckcd, 

Ukc Iightnmg go, his struggling mouth bcing chcckcd: 
Whcn hc pcrccivcd thc rcms lct slack, hc suycd, 

And on his loosc manc thc loosc bridlc laid. 

How to attam what is dcnicd wc think, 

Evcn as thc sick đcsirc forbiddcn drink. 

Argus had cithcr way an hundrcd cycs, 

Yct by dcccit Lovc did thcm all surprisc, 

In stonc and iron walls Daniie shut, 

Camc forth a rnothcr, though a maid therc put 
Penclopc, ihough no watch lookcd unto hcr, 

Was not dcfilcd by апу gallant woocr. 

Whai s kcpt, wc covcr morc: thc саге makes thcft, 

Fcw lovc what oihcrs havc unguardcd Icft. 

Nor doth hcr facc plcasc, but hcr hushand’s lovc- 
I know not whai men think should thcc so movc 



She is not chaste that's kept, but a dear whorc; 

Thy fcar is than hcr bocly valucd morc. 

Allhough thou chafe, stolcn pleasurc is swcct play, 

Shc plcascth bcst, “I fcar,” if апу say. 

A frce-born wcnch, no right ’tis up to lock, 

So usc wc women of strange nations’ stock. 

Bccausc the kecpcr may come say, ‘‘I did it," 

Shc must be honcst to thy servant’s credit. 

Не is too clownish whom a lewd wife grieves, 

And this town’s well-known custom not believcs; 

Whcrc Mars his sons not without fault did brccd, 

Remus and Romulus, Ilia’s twm-born sccd. 

Cannot a fair one, if not chastc, plcasc 
Ncvcr can thesc by апу mcans agrec. 

Kindly thy mistress usc, if thou bc wise: 

Look gcnlly, and rough husbands’ laws dcspisc. 

Honour what fricnds thy wife givcs, shc’ll givc many, 
Least labour so shalt win grcat grace of апу. 

So shalt thou go with youlhs to fcasts togcthcr, 

And see at homc much that thou nc’er brought’st thithcr. 

> 

ВООК ///. ELEGIA VII. 

Quod ab amtca reccptut, cum ea coirc non potmt, 
conqucntur. 

Either she was fool, or hcr attire was bad, 

Or she was not thc wcnch I wished to havc had. 

Idly I lay wilh hcr, as if I lovcd not, 

And like a burdcn gricvcd the bed that movcd not. 
Though both of us [Krformcd our truc inlcnt, 

Yct could I not cast anchor whcrc I mcant. 

Shc on my ncck hcr ivory arms did ihrow, 

Hcr arms far whiter than ihc Scylhian snow. 

And cagcrly shc kisscd mc with hcr tonguc, 

And undcr minc hcr wanton thigh shc flung, 

Ycs, and shc soothed me up, and callcd mc ‘*Sir,’’ 

And uscd all spccch that might provokc and stir. 

Yct likc as if cold hcmlock I had drunk, 

It mockcd mc, hung down thc hcad and sunk, 

Likc a dull cipher, or rudc block I lay, 

Or shadc, or body was I, who can say.'^ 

What will my agc do, agc I cannot shun, 

Whcn in my primc my force is spcnt and donc? 

I blush, that bcing youthful, hot, and lusty, 

I provc nor youth nor man, but old and ru$ty. 

Purc rosc shc, likc a nun to sacrificc, 

Or onc that with hcr tcndcr brothcr lics. 

Yct boardcd I thc goldcn Chic twicc, 

And Libas, and thc whitc-chcckcd Pitho thricc. 

Corinna cravcd it in a summcr’s night, 

And ninc swcel bouts wc had bcforc daylight. 
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What, wastc my limbs ihrough somc Thcssalian charms? 
Мау spells and drugs do $illy souls such harms? 

With virgin wax hath somc imbast my joints? 

And picrccd my livcr with sharp nccdlcs’ points? 
Charms change corn to grass and make it die: 

Đy charms аге running springs and fountains dry. 

Ву charms mast drops from oaks, from vines grapes fall, 
And fruit from trces whcn thcrc's no wind at all. 

Why might not thcn my sincws bc cnchantcd, 

And I grow faint a$ with somc spirit haunted? 

То this, add shamc: shamc to pcrform it quailcd mc, 
And was the second causc why vigour failcd mc. 

Му idlc thoughts dclightcd her no morc, 

Than did thc robc or garmcnt which shc worc. 

Yct might hcr touch makc youthful Pylius firc. 

And Tithon hvclicr than his ycars requirc. 

Evcn her I had, and she had me in vain, 

What might I cravc morc, if I ask again? 

I think thc great gods gricved thcy had bcstowed, 

Thc bcncfit: which lcwdly I forcslowcd, 

I wishcd to bc reccivcd in, in I gct me: 

То kiss, I kisscd; to hc with her, shc lct mc. 

Why was I blcst? why madc king to rcfusc it? 

Chufi-likc had I not gold and could not usc it. 

So in a spring thrivcs hc that told so much, 

And looks upon thc fruits hc cannot touch. 

Hath апу rosc so from a fresh young maid, 

As shc might straight have gone to church and prayed. 
Wcll I bchcvc, shc kisscd not as she should, 

Nor uscd thc sleight and cunning which she could. 

Hugc oaks, hard adamants might shc havc moved, 

And with swcct words causcd dcaf rocks to have lovcd. 
Worthy shc was lo movc both gods and mcn, 

But ncithcr was I man nor livcd thcn. 

Can dcaf cars lakc dchght whcn Phacmius sings? 

Or Thamyris in curious painted things? 

What swcct thoughl is thcrc but I hađ thc samc? 

And one gavc placc still as anolhcr camc. 

Yct notwithstanding, hkc onc dcad it lay, 

Drooping inorc ihan a rosc puilcd ycsterday. 

Now, whcn he should not jct, hc bolts upright, 

And cravcs his task, and sceks to bc at ftg&. 

Lic down with shamc, and scc thou stir no more, 

Sccing thou would’st dcccivc mc as bcforc. 

Thcn cozcncst mc: by ihcc surpriscd am I, 

And bidc sorc loss with cndlcss infamy. 

Nay morc, thc wcnch did not disdain a whit 
То takc it in hcr hand, and play with it. 

But whcn shc saw it would by no mcans stand, 

But still drooped down, rcgarding not hcr hand, 

"Why mock’st thou mc,” shc cricd, “or bcing ill, 

Why bade thce lie down hcrc against thy will? 
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Either thou art witchcd with blood of frogs new dead, 
Or jaded cam’st thou from somc othcr’s bcd.” 

With that, hcr loosc gown on, from me shc casi her, 
In skipping out her nakcd feet much graccd hcr. 

And lest her maid should know of this disgracc, 

То covcr it, spilt watcr on thc placc. 

ВООК III. ELEGIA XI. 

Ad amicam a cujus amore dtsccdere non potest. 

Lonc havc I bornc much, mad thy faulls mc makc; 
Dishoncst lovc, my wearicd breast forsakc* 

Now have I frccd myself, and fled thc chain, 

And what I havc borne, shamc to bcar again. 

Wc vanquish, and trcad tamcd lovc under fcct, 
Victorious wrcaths at lcngth my tcmples grcct, 
SufTer, and harden: good grows by this gricf, 

Oft bittcr juicc brings to thc sick rclicf. 

I havc sustaincd, so oft thrust from the door, 

То lay my body on thc hard moist floor, 

I know not whom thou lewdly did’st cmbrace, 
When I to watch supplicd a scrvant’s place. 

I saw whcn forth a tired lovcr wcnt, 

His side past servicc, and his couragc spcnt. 

Yct this is lcss, than if hc had sccn mc; 

Мау that shame fall mine enemies’ chancc to bc. 
Whcn havc not I, fixcd lo thy sidc, closc layed? 

I havc lhy husband, guard, and fcllow played. 

The peoplc by my сотрапу shc plcased; 

Му lovc was cause that more men’s lovc shc scizcd. 
What, should I tell hcr vain tonguc’s filthy lics, 

And, to my loss, god-wronging pcr)uries.^ 

What secrct bccks in banquets with her youlhs, 

With privy signs, and talk disscmbling iruths.? 
Hcaring hcr to be sick, I ihither ran, 

But wilh my rival sick shc was not thcn. 

Thcsc hardencd me, wiih whai I kccp obscurc: 

Somc othcr scck, who will thcsc things cndurc. 

Now my ship in thc wishcd havcn crowncd, 

With јоу hcars Ncptunc’s swclling watcrs sound. 
Lcavc thy oncc powcrful words, and flatlcncs, 

I am not as I was bcforc, unwisc. 

Now lovc and hate my light brcast cach way movc, 
But victory, I think, will hap to lovc. 

Г11 hatc, if I can; if not, lovc ’gainst my will, 

Bulls hatc thc уокс, yct what ihey hatc havc still. 

I fly hcr lust, but folIow bcauty’8 crcaturc, 

I loathc hcr manncrs, lovc hcr body’8 fcaturc. 

Nor with thcc, nor without thcc can I Uvc, 

And doubt to which desire the paim to give. 
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Or less fair, or less lewd woulcl thou might*st be: 
Bcauty with lewdncss doth right ill agree. 

Her deeds gain hate» her facc cntreated love, 

Ah, shc doth morc worth ihan her viccs provc! 
Spare me, oh, by our fcllow bcd, by all 
'nie gods, who by thce, to bc pcrjurcd fall. 

And by thy facc to mc a powcr divinc, 

And by thinc cycs whose radiancc burns out mine! 
Whatc er thou art, minc art thou: choosc this coursc, 
Wilt havc mc willing, or to lovc by forcc. 

Rathcr Г11 hoist up sail, and usc thc wind, 

That I may lovc yct, though against my mind. 

ВООК ///. ELEGIA XIV. 

Ad amicam, п pcccatura est, ut occulte peccet, 

Seeinc thou art fair, I bar not ihy falsc playing, 

But lct not mc роог soul know of thy straying. 

Nor do I give thcc counscl to livc chaste, 

But that thou wouId’st disscmblc, whcn ’tis past. 
Shc haih nol irod awry, ihat dolh dcny it. 

Such as confcss havc lost ihcir good names by it. 
What madncss is’t lo lcll night-pranks by day? 

And hiddcn sccrcts opcnly to bcwray? 

Thc strumpct with thc strangcr will not do, 

Bcforc thc room bc cicar, and door put-to, 

Will you make shipwrcck of your honest namc, 

And lci thc world bc witncss of thc samc? 

Ве morc adviscd, walk as a puritan, 

And 1 shall think you chastc, do what you can. 

Slip still, only dcny it whcn ’tis donc, 

And, bcforc folk, immodcst spccchcs shun. 

Thc bcd is for lascivious toyings mcct, 

Thcre usc all tricks, and trcad shamc undcr fcct. 
Whcn you агс up and drcsscd, bc sagc and gravc, 
And in ihc bcd hidc all thc faults you havc. 

Вс not ashamcd lo sinp you, bcing thcrc, 

And mingle thighs, yours cvcr minc to bcar. 

Therc in уоиг rosy lips my tonguc cntomb, 

Practisc a thousand sports whcn thcrc you comc. 
Forbear no wanton words you thcrc would spcak, 
And with your pastimc lct the bcdstcad сгеак 
But with уоиг robcs put on ап honest face, 

And blush and sccm as you wcre full of grace. 
Deceive all; let me crr; and think Гт righi, 

And like a wittol think thec void of slight. 

Why see I linei so oft rcccived and given? 

This bed and that by tumbling madc uneven? 

Like onc start up your hatr tost and displaced, 

And with a wanton’s tooth your ncck new-rascd. 
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Grant this, that what you do I may not see; 

И you wcigh not iil specchcs, yct wcigh mc. 

Му soul fleets when I think what you have done. 
And through cvcry vein doih cold blood run. 

Thcn thcc whom I must lovc, I hatc in vain, 

And would be dead, but dead with thee rcmain. 

П1 not sift much, but hold thee soon excuscd, 

Say but thou wert injuriously accused. 

Though while the dccd bc doing you bc took, 

And I see when you ope the t^o-lcavcd book, 
Swcar I was blind; dcnv, if you bc wisc, 

And I wiU trust your words more than minc eyes. 
From him that yields, thc palm is quickly got, 
Tcach but your tonguc to say, “I did it not,** 

And bcing justificd by two words think 
Thc cause acquits you not, but I that wink. 

> 

Рап and His Eternities 

PARAPHRASE FROM “ТНЕ CREEK ANTHOLOCv” 

When Pyrrha with mc in high passion’s powcrs 
Hath intcrtwincd, long visions comc to mc: 

Hcr rosc, my rod, not hcrs or minc, but ours— 

All mcn’s and womcn’s, past and still to bc; 

How thus Pan’s bridged ihc vasty gulf of Timc 
With thornlcss roscs and such sccpircd rods 
In sighing јоу and bcatific rimc 
Evcn 10 thc first cmbraccs of old gods; 

How Hc’s thus joincd to Hcr, as Shc to Him, 

Wiih thc long coil of flcsh whosc hiihcr scar 
Upon the navel runneth rcd and dim 
То onc primacval birth in *on$ far; 

And how Pan thus oursclves by our own flcsh 
Doth Man with His ctcrnitics enmesh. 

> 

Epigrams on Priapus 

FROM “PRTAPEIA.” LONDON, 1889 

50NG l ТО PRIAPVS 
In (^у, Priapus, (thou canst tcstify), 

Songs, fit for garden noc for book'Work, I 
Wrocc and none over<are applied thereto. 

N 0 Muscs darcd I (likc thc Vcrseful Crcw) 

Invite to visit such invirginat sitc. 

For heart and kmcs did forbid пк quitc 
То set thc choir Picrian, chaste and fair, 

Bcfore Priapus’ too---fuch decd to dare. 
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Then whatioe*er I wrote when idly gay, 

And on this Temple>wall for note I lay, 

Таке in good part: such is the ргауег I ргау. 

п 

Darkly might I to thec say: Oh givc me for cvcr and cver 
What thou may’st constantly give while of it nothing be lost; 
Give mc what vainly thou’lt long to bcstow in the days that 
are coming, 

When that invidious bcard cithcr soft checks hall invade; 
What unto Jove gavc hc who, bornc by thc worshipful flycr, 
Mixcs thc gratcfullcst cups, cvcr his lcman’s dclight; 

What on the primal night maid givcs to hcr lovc-longing 
bridcgroom 

Drcading incpdy thc hurt dcalt to a diffcrcnt part. 

Simpler far to dcclarc in our Latin, Lend me thy buttocks; 
What shall I say to thcc clscP Dull’s thc Mincrva of mc. 

m 

These tablcts, sacrcd to thc Rigid God, 

From Elephanti’s obscene booklcts drawn, 

Lalage oflers and she prays thcc try 
То ply thc paintcd figurcs’ cvcry part. 

IV 

All thc conditions (thcy say) Priapus made with the youngling, 
Writtcn in vcrscs twain mortal hcrcundcr can rcad: 

“Whatso my gardcn contains to thcc shall bc lawfullcst plundcr 
I£ unto us thou givc whatso thy gardcn contains.” 

V 

Though I bc wooden Priapus (as thou scc’st), 

With wooden sicklc and a pricklc of wood, 

Yct will I scizc thec, Girll and hold thcc scized 
And This, howcvcr gross, withoutcn fraud 
Stiffcr than lyrc-string or than twistcd горс 
Г11 thrust and buiy to thy scvcnth rib. 

vii 

Matrons avoid this sitc, for уоиг chastc breed 
Twerc vilc ihcse vcrscs impudiquc to rcad. 

Thcy still comc on and not a doit they hccdl 
*0*ermuch these matrons know and they regard 
With wflling glances this my vasty yard. 

IX 

Why laugh such laughtcr, O most silly maid? 

Му form Praxiteles nor Scopas hcwed: 
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То mc no Phidian handwork finish gave; 

But me a bailii! hackcd from shapelcss log, 

And quoth my makcr, “Thou Priapus bc!” 

Yet on me gazing forthright gigglcst thou 
And holdest funny mattcr to dcridc 
Thc pillar pcrking from thc groin of mc. 

XVIII 

Will evcr Tclcthusa, posturc-mimc, 

Who with no tunic veiling hindcr chccks 
Highcr than hcr vitals hcavcs with apicr gcstc 
So thcc, Priapus, not alonc shc’ll movc 
Wrigglc to pleasc thcc with hcr wavy loins? 

E’cn Phacdra’s stcp-son shall hcr movcmcnt rousc. 

XXV 

Hithcr, Quiritcs! (hcre what limit is?) 

Eithcr my mcmbcr scminal lop уе off 
Which thro’ thc livclong nights for аус fatiguc 
Thc ncighbour-womcn rutting cndlcssly, 

Lcwdcr than sparrows in thc lusty spring; 

Or I shall burst and ус Priapus losc. 

How I bc futtcrcd-out yoursclvcs cspy 
Uscd-up, bejaded, lean and pallid grown, 

Who crstwhilc ruddy, in my doughtincss wont 
То kill with poking thievcs howevcr doughty. 

Му sidc has failed mc and poor I with cough 
Thc pcrilous spittlc evcr must outspcw. 

XL1V 

What shouldcst say this spcar (although Гт woodcn) bc 
wishing 

Whenas a maidcn chancc me in thc middlc to kiss? 

Hcrc nonc augur we nccd: bclicvc my word shc is saying:— 
“JLct thc rudc spcar in mc work with its natural wont!’’ 

LZIII 

’Tis not cnough, my fricnds, I sct my scat 
Whcrc carth gapcs chinky undcr Caniculc, 

Evcr cnduring thirsty summcr’s drought. 

’Tis not cnough thc showers flow down my brcast 
And bcat thc hail-siorms on my nakcd hair, 

With bcard fast frozcn, rigid by thc rimc. 

Tis not cnough that days in labor spcnt 
Slccplcss I lengthcn through thc nights as long. 

Add that a godhcad tcrriblc of staff 
Hcwcd mc thc rustic’s rudc unartful hand 
And madc mc vilcst of all dcitics, 

Invokcd as woodcn guardian of the gourds. 

And morc, for shamclcss notc to me was ’signed 
With lustful ncrvc a pyramid distcnt, 
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Whereto a danuel (ivhom well nigh I'd mmed) 

/# witb ber fornicator wont to come 
And save in every mode Philaenis tells 
Futtered, in furious lust her way she wends. 

LXIX 

What ihcn? Had Trojan yard Tacnerian damc and hcr 
Cunnus 

Ncvcr dclightcd, of song ncvcr a subjcct had hc: 

But for thc Tantalid’s tool bcing knovvn lo Fame and wcll 
noted 

Old man Chryscs had naught lcft him for making his moan. 
This did his matc dispoil of a fond affcctionate mistrcss 
And of a prizc not his plundcrcd Acacidcs, 

Нс that аус chauntcd his dirge of distrcss to thc lyrc Pelc- 
thronian 

Lyre of the stiff taut string, stifTcr thc string of himsclf. 

Ilias, noble pocm, wa$ gottcn and born of such dircful 
Ire, of that Sacrcd Song such was original causc. 

Mattcr of diffcrcnt kind was the wandcr of crafty Ulysscs: 

An thou would vcrity know Lovc too was motor of this. 
Hcncc docs hc gathcr ihc root whcncc springs that aurcatc 
btossom 

Which whcneas *'Moly” hight, ‘‘Мо1у” but “Mcntula” mcans. 
Herc too of Circc wc rcad and Calypso, daughtcr of Atlas, 
Bearing thc mighty commands dcalt by Dulichian Brave 
Whom did Alcinous’ maidcn admirc by causc of his member 
For wiih a lcafy branch hardly that yard could bc clad. 

Yet wa$ he hasting his way to regain his little old woman: 

Thy coyntc (Pcnciopc!) claiming his cvcry thought; 

Thou who bidcst so chastc with mind evcr sct upon banquets 
And with a futtcring crcw alway thy palacc was fillcd: 

Thcn that thou lcarn of thcsc which wcrc most potcnt of 
swiving, 

Wont wast thou to bespcak, saying to suitors crcct:— 

“Than my Ulysscs nonc was bcitcr at drawing the bowstring 
Whcthcr by musclcs of sidc or by supcrior skill; 

And, as hc now is dcceased, do ус all draw and inform mc 
Which of ус mcn be ihe bcst so that my man hc bccomc.” 

Thy heart, Pcnclope, right surc by such pow’r I had pleased, 

But at the time not yet had I l^n made of mankind. 

A 

Concerning the Nature of Love 

BY LUCRinUS, 99-55 В. C. TRANSLATBĐ BY JOHN DRYDEN 


Thus, thcrcforc, hc who feels ihe fiery dart 
Of strong desire transfix his amorous hcart, 
Whether some beauteous boy*s alluring face, 
Or lovelier matd, with unresisting grace, 
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From hcr cach part thc wingccl arrow fends, 

From whcncc hc first was struck hc thither tends; 

Rcstlcss hc roams, impaticnt to bc frccd, 

And cagcr to inject thc sprightly sccd. 

For ficrcc dcsirc docs all his mind cmploy, 

And ardcnt lovc assurcs approaching јоу, 

Such is thc naturc of that plcasing smart, 

Whosc burning drops distil upon the hcart, 

Thc fcvcr of the soul shot from thc fair, 

And the cold aguc of succccding carc. 

If absent her idea still appears, 

And hcr swcct namc is chiming in your cars. 

But strivc, thosc plcasing phantoms to rcmovc, 

And shun thc acrial imagcs of lovc, 

That fccd thc flamc; whcn onc molcsts thy mind. 

Discharge thy loins on all the lcaky kind; 

For that’s a wiscr way, than to restrain 
Within ihy swclling ncrves that hoard of pain. 

For cvcry hour somc dcadlicr symptom shows, 

And by dclay thc gathcring venom grows, 

Whcn kindly applications arc not uscd; 

Thc scorpion, love, must on thc wound bc bruiscd: 

On that one object ’tis not safc to stay, 

But forcc thc tide of thought somc othcr way: 

Thc squandcrcd spirits prodigally throw, 

And in thc common globc of naturc sow. 

Nor wants hc all thc bliss, thai lovcrs fcign, 

Who takcs thc plcasurc, and avoids thc pain; 

For purcr joys in purcr hcalth abound, 

And lcss affcct thc sickly than thc sounđ. 

Whcn lovc its utmost vigor docs cmploy, 

Even thcn ’tis but a rcstlcss wandcring јоу: 

Nor knows thc lovcr in that wild excess, 

With hands ог cyes, what first he would posscss: 

But strains at all, and, fastcning wherc hc strains, 

Тоо closcly prcsscs with his franlic pains; 

With biting kisscs hurts thc twining fair, 

Which shows his joys impcrfcct, insinccrc: 

For, sting with inward ragc, hc flings around. 

And strivcs to avcngc thc smart on that which gavc thc wound. 
But lovc thosc cagcr bitings docs restrain, 

And mingling plcasure mollifics thc pain. 

For ardcnt hopc still flattcrs anxious gricf, 

And scnds him to his foc to scck rclicf: 

Which yct thc nature of thc thing denies; 

For lovc, and lovc alonc of all our joys 
Ву full possession docs but fan the fire; 

Thc morc wc still спјоу, thc morc wc still detire, 

Naturc for mcat and drink providcs a space, 

And, whcn rcccivcd, thcy fill thcir certaio place: 
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Hence thirst and hunger may be satished; 

But this repietion is to love denied: 

Form, feature, colour, whatsoc’cr delight 
Provokes the lovcr’s cndlcss appctitc, 

Thcsc fill no spacc, nor can we thcncc removc 
With lips, or hands, or all our instrumcnts of lovc: 

In our dcludcd grasp wc nothing find, 

But thin acrial shapcs, that flcct bcforc thc wind. 

As hc, who in a drcam with drought is curscd, 

And finds no rcal drink to qucnch his thirst; 

Runs to imagincd lakcs his hcat to steep, 

So lovc with phantoms chcats our longing cycs, 

Which hourly sccing ncvcr satisfics: 

Our hands pull nothing from thc parts thcy strain, 

But wanđcr 0 *сг thc lovcly limbs in vain: 

Nor whcn thc youthful pair morc closcly join, 

Whcn hands in hands thcy lock, and thighs in thighs thcy 
twinc, 

Just in thc raging foam of full dcsirc, 

Whcn both prcss on, both murmur, both cxpirc, 

Thcy grip, thcy squcczc, thcir humid tongucs thcy dart, 

As cach would forcc thcir way to t’othcr’s hcart: 

In vain, thcy onIy cruisc about the coast; 

For bodics cannot picrcc, nor bc in bodics lost; 

As surc thcy sirivc to bc, whcn both cngagc 
In ihat tumultuous momcntary ragc; 

So tanglcd in thc ncts of lovc thcy lic, 

Till man dissolvcs in that cxcess of јоу. 

Thcn, whcn ihc gathcrcd bag has burst its way, 

And cbbing tidcs the slackcncd ncrvcs bctray, 

Л pause ensucs; and naturc nods awhile, 

Till with rccruitcd ragc ncw spirits boil; 

And thcn thc samc vain violcncc rcturns; 

With flamcs rcncwcd thc crcctcd furnacc burns. 

Again they in cach othcr would bc lost, 

But still by adamantine bars arc crosscd. 

All ways thcy try, succcssful all thcy provc, 

То curc thc sccrct sorc of ling’ring lovc. 

Bcsidcs- 

Thcy wastc thcir strcngth in thc vcncrcal strifc, 

And to a woman’s will cnslave thcir lifc; 

Thc cstatc runs out, and mortgages arc made; 

All officcs of friendship arc dccayed; 

Thcir fortuncs ruined, and ihcir famc bctraycd. 

Assyrian ointmcnt from thcir tcmplcs flows, 

And diamond buckles sparkle in their shoes. 

The cheerful cmcrald twinklcs on their hands, 

With all the luxury of forcign lands: 

And thc bluc coat, that wiih cmbroidcry shines, 

Is drunk with swcat of their o’er-laboured loins. 

Thcir frugal father’s gains they misempIoy, 

And turn to paint, and pearl, and cvcry fe^e toy. 
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French fashions, co$dy treats are their delight; 

The рагк by day, and play$ and balls by night. 

In vain:- 

For in the fountain where their sweets are sought» 
Some bitter bubbles up, and poisons all thc draught. 
First guilty conscience does thc mirror bring, 

Thcn sharp rcmorse shoots out hcr angry sting; 

And anxious thoughts, within themselvcs at strife, 
Upbraid thc long, misspcnt, luxurious lifc. 

Perhaps, thc ficklc fair onc provcs unkind, 

Or drops a doubtful word, that pains his mind, 

And Icavcs a rankling jcalousy bchind. 

Pcrhaps, hc watchcs closc hcr amorous cycs, 

And in thc act of ogling docs surprisc; 

And thinks hc sccs upon hcr chccks thc whilc 
Thc dimplcd tracks of some forcgoing smilc; 

His raging pulsc bcats thick, and his pcnt spirits boil, 
This is thc product c’cn of prospcrous lovc: 

Think then what pangs distastrous passions provc. 
Innumcrable ills; disdain, dcspair, 

With all thc mcagre family of carc. 

Thus, as I said, ’tis bcttcr to prcvcnt, 

Than flattcr thc discasc, and latc rcpcnt: 

Because to shun the allurement is not hard 
То minds rcsolvcd, forcwarncd, and well-prcparcd; 

But wondrous difficult, when once beset, 

То strugglc through thc straits, and brcak thc involving 
Yct thus cnsnared, thy frccdom iliou may’st gain, 

If, like a fool, thou dost not hug thy chain; 

If not to ruin obstinatcly blind, 

And wilfully cndcavouring not to find 
Hcr plain dcfccts of body and of mind. 

For thus thc Bcldam train of lovcrs usc 
Tembracc thc valuc, and thc faults cxcusc. 

And ihcreforc ’tis no wondcr if wc scc 
Thcy doat on dowdics and dcformity; 

E’cn what thcy cannot praise, thcy will not blamc, 

But vcil with somc cxtcnuating namc: 

The sallow skin is for thc swarthy put, 

And lovc can make a slattern of a slut. 

If cat-cycd, thcn a Pallas is thcir lovc; 

If frccklcd, shc’s a pasty-colourcd dovc; 

If littlc, thcn shc’s lifc and soul all o’cr: 

An Amazon, thc largc two-handcd whorc. 

She stammcrs; oh what gracc in lisping lics! 

If shc says nothing, to bc surc shc’s wise. 

If shrill, and with a voicc to drown a choir, 

Sharp-wittcd shc must bc, and full of firc. 

The lcan, consumptivc wcnch, with coughs dccayed, 

Is called a prctty, tight, and slendcr maid. 

The o’crgrown, goodly Ccrcs is exprest, 

A bed>feliow f^ Bacchus at the least. 
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Flat nose the name of Satyr never misses, 

And hanging blobber lips but pout for kisses. 

The talk were endless all the rest to trace: 

Yet grant she were a Venus for her face 
And shape, yet others cqual bcauty sharc; 

And time was уои could livc vvithout thc fair; 

Shc docj no morc, in that for vvhich you vvoo, 

Than homciicr vvomcn full as vvcll can do. 

Besidcs shc daubs; and smclls so much of paint, 

Hcr ovvn attcndants cannot bcar ihc sccnt, 

But laugh behind, and bitc thcir lips to hold; 

Mcan-timc cxcludcd, and exposcd to cold, 

Thc vvhining lovcr stands bcforc thc gatcs, 

And thcrc vvith humblc adoration vvaits: 

Crovvning vvith flovvcrs thc ihrcshold and thc floor, 

And printing kisscs on thc obduratc door: 

Who, if admittcd in the nick of timc, 

If somc unfav’ry vvhiff bctray thc crime, 

Invents a quarrcl straight, if thcrc bc nonc, 

Or makcs some faint cxcuscs to bc gonc; 

And calls himsclf a doting fool to scrve, 

Ascribing morc than vvoman can descrve. 

W1iich wcll thcy undcrstand likc cunning quccns; 

And hidc thcir nastincss bchind the sccnes, 

From him they havc allured, and would rctain; 

But to a picrcing суе ’iis all in vain: 

For common scnsc brings all thcir cheats to vicw, 

And thc falsc light discovcrs by the iruc. 

Which a wisc harlot owns, and hopcs to find 
A pardon for dcfccts, that run thro’ all the kind. 

Nor always do thcy fcign thc swects of lovc, 

Whcn round thc panting youlh thcir pliant limbs thcy movc, 
Лпс^ cling, and hcavc, and moistcn cvery kiss. 

Thcy oftcn sharc, and morc than share thc bliss: 

From cvcry part c cn to thcir inmost soul 

Thcy fccl thc trickling joys, and run wiih vigour lo thc Roal. 

Stirrcd with thc samc impctuous desire, 

Birds, bcasts, and hcrds, and mares, thcir malcs rcquirc: 
Bccause thc throbbing naturc in thcir vcins 
Provokcs thcm to assuagc thcir kindly pains: 

The lusty lcap thc expccting fcmalc stands, 

Ву mutual hcat compcllcd to mutual bands. 

Thus dogs with lolling tongues by lovc are ticd; 

Nor shouting boys nor blows thcir union can dividc: 

At cithcr end thcy strivc thc link to loose; 

In vain, for strongcr Vcnus holds the noose. 

Which ncver would thosc wrctched lovcrs do, 

But that thc common heats of lovc thcy know; 

Thc plcasure thercforc must be sharcd in common too: 

And when thc woman’s more prevailing juice 
Suckj in the man’s, the mUture will prođuce 
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Thc mothcr’s likcncss; whcn thc man prcvails 
His own rcscmblancc in thc sccd hc fccls, 

But whcn wc scc thc ncW'bcgotien racc 
Rcflcct thc featurcs of cach parcnt’s facc 
Thcn of thc fathcr’s and thc mothcr’s blood 
Thc justly tcmpcrcd sccd is undcrstood: 

Whcn both conspirc, with cqual ardour bcnt, 

From cvcry limb thc duc proportion scnt, 

Whcn ncithcr party foils, when ncither foiled, 

This givcs thc splcndid features of thc child. 
Somctimcs thc boy thc grandsirc’s image bcars; 
Somctimes thc morc rcmotc progcnitor hc sharcs; 
Bccausc thc gcnial atoms of thc sccd 
Lic long conccalcd crc thcy cxcrt thc brccd; 

And, aftcr sundry agcs past, producc 
Thc tardy likcncss of thc latcnt juicc. 

Nor can thc vain dccrccs of powcrs abovc 
E)cny production to thc act of lovc, 

Or hindcr fathers of that happy namc, 

Or with a barrcn womb the matron shamc; 

As many think, who stain with victim’s blood 
Thc mournful altars, and with inccnsc load, 

То blcss the showery sccd with futurc lifc, 

And to imprcgnatc thc welI'laboured wifc. 

In vain thcy wcary hcavcn with ргаусг, or fly 
То Oraclcs, or magic numbcrs try: 

For barrcnncss of scxcs will procccd 
Eithcr from too condcnsed or watcry sccd: 

Thc watcry juice too soon dissolvcs away, 

And in the parts projcctcd will not siay: 

Thc too condcnsed, unfoulcd, unwicldly mass, 

Drops short, nor carricd to thc desiincd placc; 

Nor picrccs to thc parts, nor, tho’ injcclcd homc, 

Will minglc with thc kindly moisturc of thc womb. 
For nuptials arc alikc in thcir success: 

Somc mcn with fruitful sccd some womcn blcss; 

And from somc mcn somc womcn fruitful arc; 

Just as thcir conditions join or jar: 

And many sccming barrcn wivcs havc bccn, 

Who aftcr matchcd with morc prolific mcn, 

Havc fillcd a family with prattling boys: 

And, many, not supplicd at homc with joys, 

Havc found a fricnd abroad, to easc thcir smart, 

And to pcrform thc saplcss husbands’ part, 

So much it docs import, that sccd with sccd 
Should of thc kindly mixturc makc thc brccd; 

And thick vvith thin, and thin with thick should join, 
So to producc and popagatc thc linc. 

Of such conccrnmcnt too is drink and food. 

То incrassatc, to attcnuatc thc blood, 
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Of like importance is the posture too, 

In which the gcnial fcat of love we do: 

For as thc fcmalcs of thc four-foot kind 
Rcceivc the leapings of thcir malcs behind; 

So thc good wives, with loins up-liftcd high, 

And lcaning on thcir hands, thc fruitful stroke may try: 

For in that posturc will they best conccive: 

Not when, supinely laiđ, thcy frisk and heavc: 

For activc motions only brcak thc blow: 

And morc of strumpcts than of wivcs thcy show; 

Whcn answcring strokc with strokc, the minglcd liquon fk)w; 

Endearmcnts cager, and too brisk a bound 

Throws off thc plowsharc from thc furrowcd ground. 

But common harlots in conjunction hcavc 
Bccausc 4is lcss thcir busincss to conccivc 
Than to dclight, and to provokc thc decd; 

A trick which honcst wivcs but little nced. 

Now it is from thc gods, or Cupid's dart, 

That many a homcly woman takcs thc hcart, 

But wivc$, wcll humourcd, dutiful and chastc, 

And clcan, will hold thcir wand*ring husbands fast; 

Such are thc links of lovc, and such a love will last. 

For what rcmains, long habitudc, and usc 
Will kindncss in domcstic bands producc: 

For custom will a strong imprcssion lcavc. 

Hard bodics, which thc lightcst strokc rcceive, 

In lcngth of timc, will mouldcr and dccay, 

And strives with drops of rain are washcd away. 

> 

Elcgy to Cynthia 

FROM PROPERTIUS, 5I В. C. TRANSLATED BY 
SIR CHARLES ELTON 

NoT such Corinthian Lais’ sighting train, 

Bcforc whose gatcs all prostrate Grcccc had lain; 

Not such a crowd Mcnandcr’s Thais drcw, 

Whosc charms th’ Athcnian pcople joy’d to woo; 

Nor shc, who could the Thcban towcrs rcbuild, 

Whcn hosts of suitors had thcir coffcrs fill’d. 

Nay—by falsc kinsmcn arc thy lips carest; 

Ву sanction’d simulatcd kisscs prcst. 

Thc forms of youths and bcautcous gods, that rise 
Around thy picturcd roof, offcnd minc cycs. 

Thc tcndcr lisping babc, by thcc carcst 
Within its cradlc, wounds my jealous breast. 

I fear thy mothcr’s kiss, thy sistcr dread; 

Suspect thc virgin partncr of hcr bcd: 

AU wakes my splccn, a vcry coward grown: 

Forgive the fcars that spring from thee aione. 

Wretched in jealous tcrror, to my eycs 
Beneath each female robe a lover lies. 
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Blest was Admetus* spouse, and blest the damg 
Who shared UIysses’ couch in modest bme: 

Oh! ever happy shall the £air4>ne prove, 

Who hy her husband’s threshold bounds her love. 

Ah! why should Modesty's pure fane ascend? 

Why at her shrine the blushing maiden bend? 

If, when she weds, her passions spurn control; 

If thc bold matron sates her wishful soul? 

Thc hand, that Rrst in nakcd colours traced 
Groups of loosc lovcs, on walls that oncc wcrc chastc: 
And full exposcd, broad burning on the light, 

Thc shapcs and posturcs that abash thc sight; 

Madc artlcss minds in crimc’s rehnements wisc, 

And flash’d cnlightcning vice on virgin eycs. 

Woe to thc wrctch! who thus insidious wovc 
Mutc rapturc’s vcil o’cr wrath and tcars of lovcl 
Not thus thc roofs wcrc dcck’d in oldcn time 
Nor the stain’d walls wcre painted with a crime: 
Thcn, for somc cause, the dcscrt fancs of Rome 
Wavc with rank grass, while spiders vcil the dome. 
What guards, O Cynthial shall thy [»th conflne? 

What thrcshold bound that wilful foot o£ thinc? 

Weak is constraint, if women loth obey, 

And she is safe, who blushing, fcars to stray. 

> 

Elegy in Defence of Inconstancy 

РЖОМ PROPERTIUS. TRANSLATED BY SIR CHARLES ELTON 

“Framest thou cxcusc, who art a talc to all? 

Whosc Cynthia long is rcad at cvcry stall?” 

Thcse words might damp a dcad man’s brow, and move 
A candid blush for mean and nameless lovc. 

But did my Cynthia breathc a mclting sigh, 

1 wcrc not callcd thc hcad of lcvity: 

Nor broad town-scandal should traduce my famc: 
Then would I spcak, though branded thus by name. 
Wonder not thou that mcaner nymph$ invite: 

They less defame me: агс the causes light? 

Shell now a fan of peacock’s plumes demand; 

And now a crystal ball to cool her hand: 

Tease mc to death for ivory dice, and ргау 
For glittering baubles of the sacred way. 

Ah! let mc dic if I rcgard thc cost: 

A jilting fair one’s тоскегу stings me most. 

Was this the favour to transpoit my heart? 

Thou fccl’st no blush, thus cnarming as thou art: 
Scarce two short nighu in tender joyt are sped, 

And I am called intruder on thy bed. 

Yet would’st thou praisc my perioa; read my lay: 

Has this thy love tneo flown so swifc away? 
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The race of genius may my rival ггш: 

But let him tearn from me to love but one. 

Whatl he forsooth wiU Lcrna’s snakc enfold; 

Snatch from th’ Hespcrian dragon fruits of gold; 

Drain poisonous juice; or shipwrcck’d gulp the sea; 
And from no miseries shrink for sake of thec? 

Ahl would, my lifct thcse tasks wcrc provcd in me! 
Then should we find this gallant, now so proud, 

Skulk his mean hcad among the coward crowd. 

Let the vain brapart vaunt his puUed succcss; 

One short уеаг shail divorce your tenderncss. 

No Sib^l’s years, Herculcan toils, avail, 

Nor that last gIoomy day to makc my fondness fail. 

Yes—thou shalt cull my boncs, which tcars bcdew: 
‘Tropcitiusl thcsc were thine ah tried and trtic! 

Ah me! most truc! though not through noblc vcins 
Flow'd thy rich blood, nor ample thy domains.” 

Ycs—I will all endurc: all wrongs arc slight: 

A bcauteous woman makcs thc burdcn light. 

Мапу for thcc, 1 wiU belicvc, havc sighcd; 

But few of mcn in constancy arc tricd. 

Bricf Timc for Ariadnc Thcscus burncd: 

Demophoon from his Phillis ingratc turncd: 

In Jason’s bark thc sca Mcdca bravcd, 

Yct, lonc abandon’d, curscd thc man shc savcd: 

Hard too thc woman’s hcari, who$c fcign’d dcsirc 
For many lovcrs fans thc rcady firc. 

Not to ihc suitors, vain of noblc racc, 

Not to thc wcalthy, yicld thy bnbcd cmbrace: 

Of thcsc scarcc onc wou!d shcd a tcar for thcc, 

Or ncar thy urn bc found, as I shal! be, 

Yct rathcr thou for mc, grant, hcavcnf tlie ргаусг, 

Smitc on thy nakcd brcast, and strcw thy streaming hair. 

Ап Elcgy from Propertius 

TRANSLATED BY MR. ADAMS. MISCELLANV POEMS, I702 

As on thc brach sad Ariadne lay, 

Whilc thc dcaf winds falsc Theseus borc away; 

As from thc rock Andromeda rcdccmcd, 

More swcet, morc fair in hcr first slumbcr sccmcd; 

Or as thc no lcss wcary Bacchana! 

Surpriscd by slccp ncar some smooth strcam docs fall; 
Such sccmcd to mc, so was my Cynthia laid, 

Whilc brcathing soft rcposc thc lovcly maid 
On hcr fair hand rcclined hcr bcnding head; 

Whcn I, wcll drunk through thc too narrow strcct 
• Draggcd homc at midnight my unfaithful fcct; 

But as she appcarcd so charming to my view, 

Gently I pressed thc bcd, and ncar hcr drcw. 



Tliinking (£or so much sense I still retained) 

Thc Fort of Love might by surprise be gaincd. 

Yet though commanded by a double fire, 

Both by thc flames of winc, and hot desirc; 

Though my lcwd hand would naughtily havc straycd, 
And I would fain my arms have rcady made; 

I durst not in the soft assault engage, 

Dreading to wakc her welt cxperienccd ragc; 

But so my grccdy cycs survcy«l hcr o'er, 

Thc waking Argus watched not lo morc; 

Somctimes I looscd thc chaplct from my brow, 

And tricd how swccdy ’twould on Cynthia show. 
Somctimes corrcctcd her disordcrcd hair, 

That loo$ely wantoncd with the sportivc air. 

And whcn shc sighcd, I acdulously feared, 

Somc frightful vision to my lovc appcared. 

Till thc bright moon thro’ thc window shone, 

(The moon that would not suddcnly bc gonc;) 

She with her subtile rays unclosed her cyes, 

Whcn thus against mc did hcr fury risc: 

”At length adronted by somc tawdry jade, 

Kickcd out of doors, you’rc forccđ inio my bcd; 

For whcre is it you spcnd your nights? you comc, 

Drawn o({ and impotcnt, at morning, homc; 

I wish, base manf I wish such nights you had, 

As you forcc mcl unhappy mc! to lcad. 

Somctimcs, I with my nccdlc slccp dcccivc, 

Thcn with my lutc my weariness rclicve, 

Thcn do I wccp, and cursc your tcdious stay, 

Whilc in somc othcr’s arms you mclt away; 

Till slecp’s soft wings my willing eyelids clojc. 

Beguilc my sorrows, and my cares composc.” 

> 

Pygmalion and the Statue 

BY OVID. METAMORPHOSIS: ВК. X. TRANSLATED BY JOHN DRTDEN. 

The Propaetkles, for their impudent Behaviour, beiog turn’d into Stone by 
Venui. Pygmalion, Pnnce of Cyprut, dctested all Womcn for their Sake, 
and reiolved never to таггу. Не falli in love wirh a Statue of hii owa 
making, which u changed into a Maid, whom be marnei. One of hii De- 
tcendaoti u Ginyras, the Father of Myrrha: tbe Daughter inccttuousiy lovei 
hcr own Father; for whKh the is changcd into thc Trce whKh beari her 
Name. 

Pygmauon loathing thcir lascivious Life, 

Abhorred all Womankind, but most a Wifc: 

So single chose to live, and shunned to wed, 

Wcll ^eased to want a Consoit of his Bcd. 

Yct fearing Idlcness, ihc Nurse of П1, 

In Sculpcure cKcrciscd hts happy Skill; 

And carved in Ivory such a Maid, so fair, 

As Nature could noc with his Ait compare, 



Werc shc to work; but in hcr own Defcncc, 

Muft мкс hcr Pattcrn hcrc, and сору hcncc. 

Pteased with his Ш, he commends, admires, 

Adores; and last, the Thing adored, destres, 

A very Virgin in hcr Facc was sccn, 

And had shc movcd, a living Maid had bccn: 

Onc wou]d havc thought shc could havc stirrcd; but strovc 
With Modcsty, and was ashamcd to movc. 

Art hid with Art, so wcll pcrformcd thc Chcat, 

It caught thc Ca/vcr with his own Dcccit: 

Нс knows ’tis Madncss, yct hc must adorc, 

And still thc morc hc knows it, lovcs thc morc: 

Thc Flcsh, or what so sccms, hc touchcs oft, 

Which fccls so smooth, that hc bclicvcs it soft. 

Fircd with his Thought, at oncc hc straincd thc Brcast, 
And on thc Lips a burning Kiss imprcsscd. 

’Tis truc, thc harđcncd Brcast rcsisis thc Gripc, 

And the cold Lips rcturn a Kiss unripc: 

But when, retiring back, he looked again, 

То think it Ivory, was a thought too mcan: 

So would betieve she kisscd, and courting more, 

Again cmbraced hcr nakcd Body o’cr; 

And straining hard the Statue, was afraid 
His Hands had made a Dint, and hurt his Maid: 
Eaplored her, Limb by Limb, and fearcd to fmd 
So rude a Gripe had lcft a livid Mark behind 
With Flatt’ry now hc sccks hcr Mind to movc, 

And now with Gifts (thc powcrful Bribcs of Lovc): 

Нс furnishcs hcf Closct first; and fills 
The crowdcd Shclvcs with Rarities of Shells; 

Adds Oricnt Pcarls, which from ihc Conchcs he drcw, 
And all the sparkling Stones of various Hue: 

And Parrots, imiiating Human Tongue, 

And singing-birds in Silvcr Cagcs hung; 

And cv’ry fragrant Flowcr, and odorous Grcen, 

Wcrc sortcd well, with Lumps of Ambcr laid bctwccn: 
Rich, fashionabie Robes her person Deck: 

Pendants hcr Ears, and Pearls adorn hcr neck: 

Нсг tapercd Fingcrs too With Rings агс graced, 

And an embroidered Zone surrounds hcr slender Wai$t. 
Thus likc a Qucen arraycd, so richly dressed, 

Bcautcous she shewcd, but naked shewed thc bcst. 

’Then, from thc Floor, he raiscd a Royal Bcd, 

With Cov’rings of Sydonian Purplc sprcad: 

’The Solcmn Ritcs pcrformcd, hc calls her Bride, 

With Blandishments invitcs hcr to his Side, 

And as she were with Vital Sense possessed, 

Her Head did on a plumy Pillow rest. 

The Feast of Vcnus camc, a Solcmn Day, 

То which the Cypriot$ due Devotion рау; 

With gilded Horns the Milk'white Heifcrs lcd, 
Sltughtered before the sacred Altars, Ued: 
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Pygmalion offering, (irst approached the Shrine, 

And then with Ргау*и implorcd the Powcrs Divine: 
Almighty Gods, if all wc Mortals want, 

If all wc can require, bc your$ to grant; 

Маке this fair Statuc mine, hc would have said, 

But changed his Words for shame; and only prayed, 
Give mc the likeness of my Ivory Maid. 

The Golden Goddess, present at the Ргауег, 

Wcll knew hc meant th’ inanimated Fair, 

And gave the Sign of granting his Desire; 

For thricc in chccrful Flames ascends the Fire. 

The Vouth, retuming to his Mistrcss, hics, 

And, impudent in Норе, with ardent Eyes, 

And beating Breast, by the dear Statue lics. 

Не kisses her white Lips, renews the Bliss, 

And looks and thinks they redden at the Kiss: 

Не thought them warm before: Nor longer stays, 

But next his Hand on her hard Bosom Iays: 

Hard as it was, beginning to relent, 

It seemed, the Breast beneath his Fingers bent; 

Не felt again, his Fingers made a Print, 

Twas Flesh, but Flesh so hrm, it rose against the Dint: 
The pleasing Task he fails not to renew: 

Soft, and morc soft at cvcry Touch it grcw; 

Like pliant Wax, when chahng Hands reduce 
Thc formcr Mass to Form, and framc for Uic 
Не wouId believe, but yet is still in pain, 

And tries his Argument of Sense again, 

Presscs thc Pulse, and fcels the Icaping Vein. 
G)nvinced, o’er)oyed, his studied Thanks and Praise, 

То hcr who madc thc Miraclc, hc pays: 

Then Lips to Lips hc joined; now freed from Fcar, 

Нс found thc Savour of thc Kiss sincere: 

At this thc wakcncd imagc opcd hcr Eycs, 

And viewcd at oncc thc Light and Lovcr, with surpriie. 
The Goddess prcsent at the Match she made, 

So blessed the Bed, such Fruitfulness convcyed, 

That e’er ten Moons had sharpened either Horn, 

То crown ihcir Bliss, a lovcly Воу was born; 

Paphos his Name, who, grown to Manhood, walled 
The City Paphos, from the Founder called. 

/ 

То His Mistrcss 

FROM OVId’s AMOURS, BK. I, BLEGIA IV. TRANILATBD 
IT JOHN DRTDBN ‘ 

Your husband will be with us at the Treat; 

Мау that be the lait Supper he shall Eat. 

And am poor I, a Gueit invited there, 

C)nly to tee, while he may touch the Fair? 
s 8cc transUtioo by Chriitoi^ Mariowe ш thii токшк. 
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То lee you Кш and Hug your nauaeouj L<M-d, 

Whae hi« Iewd Hand dcjcenđs below the Board? 
N«w wonder not that Hippodanuas Charms, 

At such a sight, the Centaurs urged to Atms; 

That in a rage they threw their Cups aside, 

Asailed thc Bridcgroom, and wouId forcc thc Bridc. 
lunnothaKi Horsc (I wouId I wcrc); 

Vct hardJjr сал from уои ту Hands forbcar. 

Такс thcn ту Counsel; which obscrvcd, may bc 
Of jomc Importancc both to you and mc. 

Вс jurc to comc bcforc уоиг Man bc thcrc; 

Thcrc’s nothing can bc donc; but comc how c’cr. 

Sit ncxt him (that bclongs to Dcccncy); 

But trcad upon my Foot in passing by. 

Read in my Looks what $ilcntly thcy spcak, 

And 8lily, with уоиг Eycs, your Answer make. 

Му Liftcd Eycbrow shall dcclarc my Pain; 

Му Right'Hand to his fcllow shall complain; 

on thc Васк a Letter shall dcsign; 

Bcsides a Notc that shall be Writ in Winc. 

Whcn c’cr you think upon our last Embracc, 

With уоиг ForC'fingcr gently touch your Facc. 

If you are pleased with what I do ог say, 

Htndle your Rings, or with your Fingcrs рЈау. 

As Supfiiants use at Altars, hold the Board, 

Whcn e’cr you wi$h thc Dcvil may takc уоиг Lord. 
Whcn hc filli for you, ncvcr touch thc Cup; 

But bid th’ officious Cuckold drink it up. 

The Waiter on ihosc Scrvices cmploy. 

Drink you, and I wiU snatch it from the Воу: 
Watching thc part whcre your swcct Mouth hath bccn, 
And thence, with cagcr Lips, wUl suck it in. 

If he, with Clownish Manners, thinks it fit 
То uste, and offcr you the nasty bit, 

Rcject hii greasy Kindness, and restore 
Th’ un$avory Morscl hc had chcwcd bcforc. 

Nor let his Arms cmbracc your Ncck, nor rcst 
Your tender Check upon his hairy Breast. 

Lct not his Hand within your Đosom stray, 

And rudcly with your prctiy Bubbies play. 

But above all, let him no Kiss receive; 

That's an OBcncc I ncvcr can forgive. 

Do not, O do not that $wect Mou^ resign, 

Lcft I risc up in Arms, and сгу, Tis minc. 

I shall thrust in betwixt, and void of Fear 
The minifest Adult'rer wUl appear. 

Thcse things are plain to Sight; but more I doubt 
Whac you Gonceal beneath your Petdcoat. 

Ttke not his Leg betwccn your tender Thighs, 

Nor, with your Hand, provoke my Foc to risc. 

Wh^ I, myself, have practiscd aU beforel 
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How oft have I becn forced the Robe to lift 
In Сотрапу to make a homely shift 
For a bare Đout, ill huddled o*er in hast» 

While o’er my side the Fair her Mantle cast. 

You to your Husband shall not be so kind; 

But, lest you should, your Mantle leave behind. 

Encourage him to Торе; but Kiss him not, 

Nor mix one drop of Watcr in his Pot. 

If he be Fuddled well, and Snores apace 
Thcn wc may takc Advice from Time and Placc, 

Whcn all depart, when Complcments аге loud, 

Ве sure to mix among the thickest Crowd. 

Thcrc I will bc, and ihcrc wc cannot miss, 

Alas, what length of Labour I employ, 

Just to secure a short and transient Јоу ! 

For Night must part us; and whcn Night is comc, 
Tucked undcrneath his Arm hc lcads you Home. 

Нс locks you in; I follow to thc Door, 

His Fortunc cnvy, and my own dcplorc. 

Нс kisses you, he morc than kisses too; 

Th' outrageous Cuckold thinks it all his due. 

But, add not to his Јоу, by your consent, 

And lct it not bc givcn, but only lent. 

Return no Kiss, nor movc in апу sort; 

Маке it a dull and a malignant Sport. 

Had I my Wish, hc should no Plcasurc takc, 

But slubbcr o’cr your Busincss for my sakc. 

And what c’cr Foriunc shall this Night bcfsll, 

Соах mc to-morro^, by forswcaring all. 

/ 

The Sixth Satire of Juvenal^ 

ТО URSIDIUS POSTHUMUS. TRANSLATED BY WILLIAM GIFFORD 

Yes, I bclicve that Chaslity was known, 

And prizcd on carth, whi!c Salurn fillcd thc thronc; 

Whcn rocks a blcak and scanty shcltcr gavc, 

Whcn shccp and shcphcrds throngcd onc common cavc, 
And whcn the mountain wifc hcr couch bcstrcwcd 
With skins of bcasts, joint tcnants of thc wood, 

And rccds, and lcavcs pluckcd from thc ncighbouring trcc:— 
A woman, Cynihia, far unlikc to thcc, 

Or thcc, wcak child of fondncss and of fcars, 

Whose eycs a sparrow’s dcath su^used with tcars: 

But strong, and reaching to hcr burly brood 

Hcr big-swollcn brcasts, rcplctc with wholcsomc food, 

And roughcr than hcr husband, gorgcd with mast, 

And frcqucnt bclching from thc coarsc repast. 

For whcn thc worId was ncw, thc racc that brokc, 
Unfathered, from thc soil or opening oak, 

1 59-130 A. D. 
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Lived flioit ufllikc thc mcn of leter timc^ 

The puling brood of Mies and of criiMS. 

Нжр1у tome trace of Chastity remsined, 

While fove, but fove as yet unbcardcd, rcigncd: 

Bcforc thc Grcck bound, by anothcr’s hcad, 

His doubcful faith; or men, of thcft in drcad, 

Had learncd thcir hcrbs and fruiuge to immure, 

But all was unenclosed, and all securel 
At length Astrca, from thcsc confincs driven, 

Regaincd by slow degrees her native heaven 
With her retired her sistcr in disgust, 

And left the world to rapine, and to lust. 

Tis not a practice, friend, of rcccnt date, 

But old, established, and inveterate, 

То climb another’s couch, and boldly slight 
The sacred Genius of the nuptial rite: 

AU other crimcs thc Age of Iron curst; 

But that of Silvcr saw adulterers first. 

> 

Go then, prepare to bring your mistress home, 

And crown your doors with garlands, ere she come.— 
But will one man suffice, methinks, you сгу, 

For all her wants and wishes? Will onc eyel 
And yet there runs, ’tis said, a wondrous tale, 

Of some pure maid, who lives—in somc lone vale. 
There she may live; but let the phoenia, placed 
At Gabii or Fidenae, prove as chaste 
As at her father’s farml—Yct who will swear, 

That nought is done in night and silence there? 

Time was, when Jupitcr and Mars, wc’re told, 

With many a путрп in woods and caves made bold; 
And still, perhaps, they may not bc too old. 

$urvey our public places; sce you thcrc 
Onc woman worthy of уоиг scrious сагс? 

Sce уои, through all the crowdcd bcnches, one, 

Whom you might take sccurely for your own?— 

Lot whUe Bathyllus, with his ficrile limbs, 

Acts Leda, and through every posture swims, 

Tucda dclights to realize the ^ау, 

And in lascivious trances melts away; 

Whilc rustic Thymcle, with curious еус, 

Marks thc ouick pant, the lingering, dccp<ilrawn sigh, 
And while her chMks with burning blushes glow, 
Letrns this—lcams all the city matrons know. 

Hippia, who shared a rich Mtrician’s bed, 

То £gypt with a giadiator fied, 

While rank Canopus eyed, with strong disgust, 

This ranker specimen of Roman lust. 

Without one pug, the profiigate resigned 
Her huibaod, sister, sire; gave to the wmd 
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Hcr children’f tears; уеа, torc hcrsdf away, 

(То strikc you morc,)—from Paris and thc Play1 
And though, in аШиспсе born, her infant hcad 
Had pres^ the down of an embroidered bed, 

She braved the deep, (she long had braved her fame; 

But this is little—to the couitly dame,) 

And, with undaunted breast, the changes bore 
Of many a sea, the swelling and the roar. 

Have they an honest call, such ills to bear? 

Cold shiverings seize them, and they shrink with fear; 

But set illicit pleasure in their еуе, 

Onward they rush, and every toil defyl 
Sununoned by duty, to attend her lord, 

How, cried the lady, can I get on board? 

How bcar the dizzy motion? how thc smcll? 

But—whcn thc adultcrcr calls hcr, all is wclll 
Shc roams thc dcck, with plcasurc cvcr ncw, 

Tugs at thc ropcs, and mcsscs with thc crcw; 

But with hcr husband—O, how changed the casel 
Sickl sicki she cries, and vomits in his face. 

Start you at wrongs that touch a privatc name, 

At Hippia’s lcwdness, and Vcicnto’s shamc? 

Turn to the rivals of thc immortal Powcrs, 

And mark how likc thcir foituncs arc to oursl 
Claudius had scarce bcgun his cyes to close, 

Ere from his pillow Messalina rosc; 

(Accustomcd long thc bcd of statc to slight 
For thc coarsc mattrcss, and thc hood of night;) 

And with one maid, and hcr dark hair concealed 
Beneath a ycllow tirc, a strumpct vcilcdl 
Shc slipt into thc stcws, unscen, unknown, 

And hircd a ccll, yct rccking, for hcr own. 

Thcrc, flinging oflf hcr drcss, thc impcrial whorc 
Stood, with bare breasts and gilded, at thc door, 

And showed, Britannicus, to all who camc, 

Thc womb that borc thce, in Lycisca*s namcl 
Allurcd thc passcrs-by with many a wilc, 

And asked her price, and took it, with a smile. 

And whcn thc hour of busincss now waj spent, 

And all the trulls dismissed, repining went; 

Yct what shc could, shc did; sIowIy shc past, 

And saw hcr man, and shut hcr cell, the last, 

—Still raging with thc fcver of dcsirc, 

Her veins alT ttirgid, and her blood all fire, 

With joyle$s pace, the imperial couch she sought, 

And to hcr happy spouse (yct slumbcring) brought 
Cheeks ran with sweat, limbs drenched with potsonous dews, 
The steam of lamps, tnd odour of thc stewsl 
Twcrc long to tell what philtres they providc, 

What drugt, to sct • soa*in4aw aside. 
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Womcn, in judgmcnt weak, in fcding strong, 

Ву cvcry gust of passion bornc along, 

Act, ш thcir /its, sucb crimes, tbat, to be just, 

The least pernicious of their sins is Jusf. 

> 

Somc faulcs, though small, no husband усС can bcar: 
Tis now thc nauseous cani, that nonc is fair, 

Unlcss hcr thoughts in Altic tcrms shc drcss; 

A mcrc Ccropian of a Sulmoncssl 

All now is Grcck: in Grcck thcir souls thcy pour, 

In Grcck thcir fcars, hopcs, joys;--what would you morc? 
In Grcck thcy clasp thcir lovcrs. Wc aIlow 
Thcsc foolcrics to girls: but thou, 0 thou. 

Who trcmblcst on thc vcrgc of cighty-cight, 

То Grcck it stiin—’tis now, a day too latc. 

Foh! how it savours of thc drcgs of lust, 

Whcn an old hag, whosc biandishmcnts disgust, 

Affccts thc infant tisp, the girlish squcak, 

And mumblcs out, "Му lifc! Му soull" in Grcck! 

Words, which thc sccrct shccts alonc should hcar, 

But which shc trumpcts in thc public саг. 

And words, indccd, havc powcr—But though shc woo 
In softcr strains than c’cr Carpophorus kncw, 

Hcr wrinklcs still cmploy hcr favourite’s carcs; 

And while she murmurs lovc, he counts her ycarsl 

> 

То a fond spousc a wifc no тсгсу shows:— 

Though warmcd with cqual fircs, shc mocks his wocs, 
And iriumphs in his spoils: hcr wayward will 
Dcfcats his bliss, and turns his good to ill! 

Nought musi bc givcn, if shc opposcs; nought, 

If shc opposcs, must bc sold ог bought; 

Shc tclls him whcrc to lovc, and whcrc to hatc, 

(Shuts out thc ancicnt fricnd, whosc bcard his gatc 
Kncw, from its downy to its hoary statc:) 

And whcn pimps, parasitcs, of all dcgrccs, 

Havc powcr to will thcir fortuncs as thcy plcasc, 

Shc dictalcs his; and impudcnt!y darcs 
То namc his vcry rivals for his hcirs! 

"Go, crucify that slavc." For what ofTcncc? 

Who thc accuscr? Whcrc thc cvidcncc? 

For whcn ihc lifc of man is in dcbatc, 

No timc can bc too long, no carc too grcat; 

Tcar all, wcigh all with caution, I advisc— 

"Thou snivcllcr! is a slavc a man?" shc crics. 

"Hc’s innoccnt! bc’t so:—’tis my command, 

Му will; lct that, sir, for a rcason stand.’’ 

Thus thc virago iriumphs, thus shc rcigns: 

Anon shc sickcns of hcr first domains, 
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And sccks for ncw; husband on husband takes, 

ТШ of hcr bridal vcil onc rcnt shc makcs, 

Again shc tircs, again for change shc burns. 

And to thc bcd shc latcly lcft returns, 

Whilc thc frcsh garlands, and unfadcd boughs, 

Yct dcck thc porul of hcr wondering spouse. 

Thus swclls the list; eight husbamds in fivb 

VEABS: 

A rarc inscription for thcir sepulchrcs! 

Nay more, they Fcncel who has not marked thcir oil, 
Their purple rugs, for this preposterous toil? 

Room for thc lady—lo! shc sccks thc list, 

And fiercely tilts at her antagonist, 

A post! which, with her buckler, she provokcs, 

And bores and batters with repeatcd strokes; 

Till all the fencer’s art can do shc shows, 

And the glad master intcrrupts hcr blows, 

O worthy, surc, to head thc^ wanton dames, 

Who foot it naked at the Floral gamcs; 

Uniess, with nobler daring, she aspire, 

And tcmpt thc arena's blcN^y ficld—for hire! 

What sense of shame is to that femalc known, 

Who envies our pursuits, and hates her own? 

Yet wou!d she not, though proud in arms to shine, 
(Truc woman still,) her scx for ours resign; 

For thcre’s a thing shc lovcs bcyond compare, 

And wc, alas! havc no advantagc thcrc.— 

Hcavens! with what glee a husband must behold 
His wifc’s accoutremcnts, in public, sold; 

And auctioncers displaying to thc throng 
Her crcst, hcr bclt, hcr gaundet, and hcr thong! 

Or, if in widcr frolics shc cngagc, 

And takc hcr privatc lessons for thc stagc, 

Thcn thrcc'fold rapturc must expand his breast, 

То scc hcr grcavcs “a-going,” with ihc rest. 

Yct thcsc arc ihcy, thc tcnder souls! who swcat 
In muslin, and in silk expire with hcat.— 

Mark, with what force, as the full blow dcsccnds, 

She thundcrs “hah!” again, how low she bends 
Beneath thc opposcr’s stroke; how firm she resls, 
Poised on hcr hams, and cvcry stcp contests: 

Thcn laugh—to scc hcr squat, whcn all is o’cr! 
Daughters of Lepidus, and Gurges old, 

And blind Mctellus, did уе e’er behold 
Asylla (though a fenccr’s trull confcst) 

Tilt at a suke, thus impudcnt]y drest! 

Tis nighi; yct hopc no slumbers with уоиг wife; 

The nuptial bed is still the sccnc of strife: 

There lives the keen dcbate, the clamorous brawl, 

And qutet **nevcr comcs, that comcs to all.” 
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Fierce at л tigress plundered of her young, 

Rage hres her breast, and looscns all her tongue, 
Whcn, conscious of hcr guilt, shc feigns to groan, 
And chides your loosc amours, to hide hcr own; 
Storms at thc scandal of your baser flames, 

And wccps hcr injuries from imagincd names, 

With tcars that, marshailcd, at thcir station stand, 
And flow impassioncd, as shc givcs command 
You think thosc showers hcr truc affection provc, 
And dccm yoursclf-—so happy in hcr lovel 
With fond caresscs strivc hcr hcart to chccr, 

And from hcr eyelids suck thc starting tcar: 

—But could you now cxaminc thc scrutore 
Of this most loving, this most jcalous whorc, 

What amorous Iays, what Icttcrs wouId you sce, 
Proofs, damning proofs, of hcr sinccrityl 

Now, all thc cvils of long peacc arc ours; 

Luxury, morc tcrriblc than hostilc powcn, 

Hcr balcful influcncc widc around has hurlcd, 

And wcll avcngcd thc subjugated worldI 
—Sincc Poverty, our bcttcr Gcnius, flcd, 

Vicc, like a dclugc, o’cr thc Statc has sprcad. 

Now, shamc to Romel in cvcry strcct are found 
Thc esscnccd Sybarite, with roscs crowncd, 

Thc gay Milctan, and the Tarcntinc, 

Lewd, petulant, and rccling ripc with wincl 
Wcalih first, the rcady pandcr to all sin, 

Brought forcign manncrs, forcign viccs in; 

Encrvate wcalth, and with scductivc art, 

Sappcd cvcry homcbrcd virtue of the hcart; 

drunkcn damc, 

(^hc hcad or tail, to hcr ’tis just thc same,) 

Who, at dcep midnight, on fat oystcrs sups, 

And froths with ungucnts hcr Falernian cups; 

Who swaIIows occans, till the tablcs risc, 

And doublc lustrcs dancc bcforc hcr cycsl 
Thus flushcd, conccivc, as Tullia homcward gocs, 
Wiih what contcmpt shc tosses up hcr nose 
At Chasity’s hoar fanc! what impious jecrs 
Collatia pours in Maura’s lingling earsl 
Hcrc stop thcir liiicrs, hcrc ihcy all alight, 

And squat togcthcr in thc goddcss’ sight:— 

Vou pass, arouscd at dawn your court to рау, 

Thc loathsome scene of ihcir licentious play. 

Who knows not now, my fricnd, thc secret ritcs 
W thc Good Goddcss; whcn thc dance cxcites 
^e TOiling blood; when, to distraction wound, 

Bv wine, and music’s stimulating sound, 

The menads of Priapus, with wild air, 

Howl horrible, and toss their flowing hairt 
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Thcn, how thc winc at cvcry porc o’crfk>wsl 
How thc сус sparklcsl how thc bosom glowsl 
How thc chcck burns! and, as ihc passions risc, 

How thc strong fccling bursts in cagcr cricsl— 

Saufcia now springs forth, and trics a fall 
With thc town prostitutcs, and throws thcm all; 

But yiclds, hcrsclf, to Mcdulina, known 
For parts, and powcrs, supcrior to hcr own. 

Maids, mistrcsscs, alikc thc contcst sharc, 

And ’tis not always birth that triumphs thcrc. 

Nothing is fcigncd in this accurscd gamc: 

Tis gcnuinc all; and such as would inflamc 
Thc frozcn agc of Priam, and inspirc 
Thc rupturcd bcd'rid Ncstor with dcsirc. 

Stung with thcir mimic fcats, a hollow groan 
Of lust brcaks forth; thc scx, thc scx is shown! 

And onc loud уеИ rc-ochocs through thc dcn, 

“Now, now, ’tis lawful! now admit thc mcn!’’ 

Thcrc’s nonc arrivcd. “Not yct! Thcn scour thc strcct, 

And bring us quickly hcrc, thc first you mcct.” 

Thcrc’s nonc abroad. “Then fctch our slavcs.” Thcy’re gonc. 
“Thcn hire a waterman.” Thcrc’s nonc. “Not onc!”— 
Nature’s strong barricr scarccly now restrains 
Thc bafflcd fury in thcir boiling vcins! 

Othcrs thcrc arc, who centrc all thcir bliss 
In thc soft cunuch, and thc bcardlcss kiss: 

Thcy nccd not from his chin avcrt thcir facc, 

Nor usc abortivc drugs, for his cmbracc. 

But oh! thcir joys run high, if hc bc formcd, 

Whcn his ful! vcins thc firc of lovc has warmcd; 

Whcn cvcry part’s to full pcrfcction rcarcd, 

And nought of manhood wanting, but the bcard. 

But should thc damc in music takc dclight, 

Thc public singcr is disablcd quitc; 

In vain thc practor guards him all hc can; 

Shc slips the bucklc, and cnjoys hcr man. 

Still in hcr hand his instrumcnt is found, 

Thick sct with gems, that shcd a lustrc round; 

Still o’cr his lyrc thc ivory quill shc flings, 

Still runs divisions on the trcmbling strings, 

Thc trcmbling strings, which thc lovcd Hcdymcl 
Was wont to strikc—so swcctly, and so wcll! 

Thcsc still shc holds, with thcsc shc soothcs hcr wocs, 

And kisscs on thc dcar, dcar wirc bestows. 

A noble matron of the Lamian line 
Inquircd of Janus, (offering mcal and wine,) 

If Pollio, at thc Harmonic Gamcs, would speed, 

And wear the oaken crown, the victor’i meedl 
What could she for a husband, morc, have donc, 

What for an onIy, an ezpiring son? 
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Yes; for a harper, the besotted dame 
Approached the altar, rcckless of hcr famc, 

And vcilcd her hcad, and, with a pious air, 

Followcd thc Aruspcx through thc form of ргаусг; 

And trcmblcd, and turncd palc, as hc cxplorcd 
Thc entrails, brcathlcss for thc fatal wordl 
A woman stops at nothing, whcn shc wcars 
Rich cmcralds round hcr ncck, anđ in hcr cars 
Pcarls of enormous sizc; thcsc justify 
Hcr faults, and makc all lawful in hcr сус. 

Surc, of all ills with which mankind агс curst, 

A wifc who brings you топсу is thc worst. 

Beholdl hcr facc a spcctacle appcars, 

Bloated, and foul, and plastercd to the cars 
With viscous pastc:—ihc husband looks askcw, 

And sticks his lips in thc dctcstcd gluc. 

Shc mccts ihc adultcrcr bathcd, pcrfumcd, and drcst, 

But rots in filth at homc, a very pcstl 
For him shc breathcs of nard; for him alone 
Shc makcs thc swccts of Araby hcr own; 

For him, at lcngth, shc vcnturcs to uncase, 

Scalcs thc first laycr of roughcast from hcr face, 

And, while the maids to know hcr now begin, 

Clcars, wiih that prccious milk, her frowzy skin, 

For which, though exilcd to thc frozcn main, 

She’d lead a drove of asses in her trainl 

But tell mc yet; this thing, thus daubed and oiled, 

Thus poulticed, plastcrcd, baked by turns and boilcd, 

Thus with pomatums, ointmcnts, lacqucrcd o’er, 

Is it a FACB, Ursidius, ог a sore? 

Thc Epigrams of Martial (43-101 A.D,) 

TRANSLATBD BY WALTER C. A. KER, M.A., I919 

CiEMELLUs sccks wcdlock with Maronilla; hc dcsires it, hc urgcs hcr, 
he implorcs hcr, and scnds hcr gifts. Is she so bcautiful? Nay, no 
crcature is morc disgusting. What thcn is thc bait and charm in 
hcr? Hcr cough. 

It is always with doors unguardcd and opcn, Lcsbia, you offcnd, 
nor do you conceal уоиг intrigucs; and it is the spcctator morc than 
the adultcrer that {^cascs you; no joys агс gratcful to you if they 
аге hidden. But a harlot rcpels a witnc$$ both by curtain and bolt, 
and rarcly a chink gapcs in thc archway undcr thc walls. From Chione 
at lcast, or from las lcarn modcsty: for dirty drabs even tombs arc 
hiding'places. Does my censurc appear to you too hard? I forbid 
you, Lesbia, to bc caught, not to be a strumpet. 

л 

Тнвхж was no one in the whole town willing to touch your wifc, 
Caccilanus, gratis, while he was allowcd; but, now you have sct your 
guards, there is a huge crowd of gallants. You are an ingcnious personl 
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ТнАТ I wntc vcnes a littlc ^tictinish} tnd not tuch ts t schoolintstef 
wouId dicttte in school, is your compltint, Cornelius; bui thcsc 
pc^s ctnnot please, апу more than huiands can plcasc thcir wivcs, 
without amorousness. What if you badc mc inditc a marriagc song 
not in the words of a marriage song? Who brings garmcnts into 
Flora’s fcstival, and pcrmits prostitutcs thc modcsty of thc stolc? 
This is the rule assigned to jocular pocms, to be unable to plcasc 
unlcss thcy arc pruricnt. Whcrcfore lay aside your squcamishncss, 
and spare my pleasantries and my jokes, I beg you, and do not scck 
to castratc my poems. Than a Priapus as Cybclc’s pricst (cunuchs) 
bothing is more disgusting. 


> 

Whatevir Rufus is doing, Nacvia is to Rufus his all in all. If glad, 
if tearful, if mutc, of hcr hc spcaks. Нс dincs, drinks healths, asks, 
denies, or nods: Nacvia is cvcryihing; bc thcrc no Nacvia, he will 
be dumb. Whcn ycstcrday hc was writing a grccting to his father, 
“Nacvia, light of my eycs,“ hc wrotc, “Nacvia, my sunbcam. I salutc 
thce.” 

Nacvia rcads thcsc lincs with facc down-dropt, and laughs. Thcrc 
i$ morc than onc Nacvia; why, you silly husband, do you ragc? 

> 

QuiaiNALis docs not think hc should takc a wifc, mcanwhilc hc 
wishes to havc sons; and he has discovercd how to sccurc that objcct: 
he has relations with maid'Servants, and fills his town-housc and his 
country-ptace wiih homc-born slavc-knights. A gcnuinc “father of a 
family“ is Quirinalis. 


Fly, Gallus, I warn you, from thc crafty toils of thc infamous 
adulteress, smoother though you arc than conch-shclls of Cythcrca. 
Do you trust in your own charms? thc husband is not of ihat sort: 
thcrc are two things he can do, and ncithcr is what you oficr. 

> 

I HAVB long bcen looking all through the city, Safronius Rufus, for a 
girl who says “No”: no girls says “No.” As if it wcrc not right, as if 
it wcrc disgraceful lo say “No,” as if it wcre not allowablc, no girl 
says “No.” Is none thcrcforc chaste? A thousand arc chastc. What, 
thcn, does a chastc girl do.’ She does noc offcr, yct shc docs not 
say “No.” 


> 

Whbn Fabulla had read my cpigrams in which I complain that no 
giii says “No,” shc, though solicitcd once, twice, and thrce times, 
disregarded hcr lover’s prayers. Now promise, Fabulla: I badc you 
rcfuse, I did oot bid you to refuse for ever. 
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У/НАГ youf vtik'i sutpicion of уои it, Ltnu^ 
ihe wuhes уои to he more respectable, shc has sumcicntljr proved оу 
unmistakablc signs, ia setting as watchcr ovcr you a cunuch. Nothing 
ii morc sagacious anđ morc spitcful than ihis lady. 

/ 

Yov havc relations, boy Hyllus, with thc wifc of an armed tribune, 
and all thc timc arc dreading only a boy’s punishment. Alas for 
you! m the midst of your cnjoymcnis you will bc gdded. You will 
rcply *This is not pcrmittcd.” Wcll? Is what you arc doing, Hyllus, 
pcrmittcd? 

> 

I piBFEa onc frcc-born, yct if shc bc denicd me, a freed‘Woman'i 
quality is next in worth to mc. In thc last rank is the servant-matd; 
yet she shall surpass either of the others if her face be to me that 
of a frce-born maid. 


/ 

You arc the paramour of Aufidia, and you werc, Scacvinus, her hus- 
band; he who was your rival is her husband. Why docs anothcr man's 
wife please you whcn she as your own docs not please you? Is it that 
when secure you lack appetite? 


Thus far, O matron, my book has bccn written for you. Do you 
ask for whom werc writ thc latcr parts? For me. A gymnasium, 
warm baths, a running ground аге in this part of the bmk; depait, 
we arc stripping; forbcar to look on nakcd mcn. From this point 
Terpsichore, overcomc with liquor, aftcr thc wine and the roses lays 
aside shame and knows not what she $ays, and in no ambiguous 
trope, but in plain spccch, mcntions that symbol which Vcnus proudly 
weicomes in the sixth month, which the bailif! scts up as warder 
in the midst of the gardcn, which a modcst virgin looks at with 
hand bcforc hcr facc. If I know you wcll, you wcrc laying down my 
long book, already wearicd; now you are eagerly reading it all. 

A 

I couLD dispcnse with your facc, and neck, and hands, and legs, and 
bosom, and back and hips. And—not to labour dctails—I could dis* 
pcnsc with ihc whole of you, Chloc. 

л 

Nbw to the marriage-bed, 3..d yet unrcconciled to her husband, 
Cleopatra had plunged into the glcaming pool, secking to escape 
embracc. But thc wavc bctraycd ihc lurking damc; brightly she 
showed, though covered by thc o’erlapping water. So, shut in pellucid 
glass, lilies may be counted, $o cr^stal forbids tender roses to lurk 
hidden. I leapt in, and, plungcd in the waters, pluckcd reluctint 
kisses: ус, O transparent watcrs, forbade aught beyondl 
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Why, Thtii, do you coniUndy call me old? No one, Thint, U too 
old for lome thingi. 


> 

Yoo have disfigured, O husband, the wretched adulterer, and hii 
{acCt ihorn of nose and ears, misses its former self. Do you belicve 
you are tufficiently avenged? You mistake; he has still other activitiei. 

/ 

Who ii that curled spark who is always clinging to your wife’i 
lide, Marianus? Who is that curled spark, he who whispcrs lome 
trifle into the lady*s tcndcr car, and leans on her chair with hii 
right elbow, round each of whose fingers runs a light ring, who 
carries legs unmarred by апу hair? Do you make no rcply? “That 
individual does my wife*s )obs,** you say. То be suret he is a trusty 
and rugged fellow who fiaunts factor in his very facc: Chian Aufidius 
will not bc sharpcr than hc. Oh, Marianus, how you dcscrvc thc 
budets of Latinusl You will be successor I fancy to Panniculus. Не 
doei your wife’s jobs, does he? That curled spark do апу? That 
feUow doesn’t do your wifc's jobs: he does yours. 

> 

SiNCE the Julian law, Faustinus, was rc'enacted for the pcoples, and 
Cha$tity was commandcd to cntcr our homcs, ’tis thc thirticth day— 
perhaps less, at least no more—and Telesilla is now marrying hcr 
tcnth husband. Shc who marrics so oftcn docs not таггу; ihc is 
adulteress by form of law; by a morc $traightforward prostitute 1 
am oUended less. 


> 

You bid mc, Lcsbia, to bc always prcparcd to scrvc you; bclicvc me, 
one’i faculties arc not all equally at hand. You may urge mc with 
toyings and wheedling words, but your facc ii imperious to de- 
feat you. 


> 

No woman could once bc prefcrred to you, Lycoris, no woman can 
be preferrcd to Giyeera now; she shali be the thing you arc; vou 
canoot be what she is. Such is the might of Timc! I long for her, 
for you I longed. 


> 

Shb who was cunning to ihow wanton gestures to the lound of 
Đaetic castanets and to frolic to the tunci of Gades, ihe who could 
have rouscd passion in polsied PcUas, and have stirred Hecuba’i ipouie 
evcn by Hcctor’i руге— Tclcthusa burni and racki with lovc her 
former master. Не lold her as his maid, now he buyi her back as 
miitresi. 
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An unipeakable calamit^ hai chaoced co a giri of mine, Auliu: 
ihe has loit her ptayching and hcr darling, not such a one as Leri>ia, 
the mistress of tender Catullus, deplored when she wai foriom of her 
sparrow*s ro^ish tricks, nor such as lanthis, sung of by my Stella, 
wept for, whose black dove flits in Eiysium. Му love is not taken 
by trifles, nor by such passions as that; nor do such losses move my 
mistress’ heart: she has lost a boy just counting twice six years, 
whose parts were not as yet Gargantuanl 

л 

То Lcsbia 

BY ANDBBAS PBANCISUS LANDESIOU. TRANSLATID BY 
JOHN NOTT 

Whin beauteous Lesbia flres my melting soul 
(Shc who thc torch and bow from Cupid stolc) 

Ву many a smile, by many an ardcnt kiss, 

And with her teeth imprints the tell>tale bliss; 

Through all my frame the madding transport glows, 
Through cvcry vein the tidc of rapture flowi. 

As many stars as о*сг heaven's concave shine, 

Or clusters as adorn thc fruitful vines; 

So many blandishmcnts, voluptuous joys, 

То inflame my breast, the wily maid employs. 

But, dearcst Usbial gentlc mistrcssl say, 

Why thus d‘ ус wound my lips in amorous play? 

With kisscs, smilcs, and evcry wanton art, 

Why raisc thc burning fevcr of my hcart? 

Let us, my lovc, on уоп soft couch rcclined, 

Each other’s arms around each other twined, 

Vicld 10 thc pleasing forcc of strong desire, 

And panting, struggiing, both at once cxpircl 
For oh, my Lesbial sure that đcath is swcet, 

Which lovers in thc fond contention mcctl 

л 

From the Love Epistles of 
Aristaenetus (^^8 A,D,) 

TRANSLATBD BY aiCHARD BRINSLEV SHERIDAN 
AND MR. HALHBD 

THE PLEASING C0N5TRAINT 

In a snue little court as I stood t’other day, 

And carofl'd the loitering minutes away; 

Came a brace of fair nymphs, with tuch beaudful faces, 
That th€y yielded in numbcr alone to thc Graces: 

Disputiog they were, and that caraetdy too, 

Wheii thut they address’d me as neaier tbey drew: 
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“So swcct is уоиг voicc, and уоиг numbcrs so swect, 

Such scntiment join’d with such harmony mect; 

Each notc which you raisc hnds its way to our hcarts, 

Whcre Cupid cngravcs it wi’ thc point of his daits: 

But oh! by thcse strains, which so dccply can piercc, 

Inform us for whom you intcndcd your vcrsc; 

Tis for hcr, shc affirms—I maintain ’tis for mc— 

And we oftcn pull caps in asscrting our plea.’’ 

“Why, ladics,” cricd Г, “you’rc both handsome, ’tis truc, 

But ccasc your dispute, I love neither of you; 

Му lifc on another dcar creature depends; 

Hcr I hastcn to visit:—so kiss and bc fricnds.’’ 

“Oh, hol” said thcy, “now you convincc us quitc clcar, 

For no prctty woman livcs anywhcrc herc— 

That’s plainly a sham. Now, to humour us both, 

You shall swcar you lovc nciihcr; so comc, ukc your oath.” 

I Iaughingly rcplicd, “ ’Tis tyrannical dealing 
То makc a man swcar, whcn ’tis plain hc’s not willing.’’ 

> 

“Why, fricnd, wc’vc long sought thy fair pcrson to scizc; 
And think you wc’ll takc such cxcu$cs as thcsc? 

No, ’twa$ chancc brought you hithcr, and hcrc you shall 
siay;— 

Hclp, Phacdral to hold, or he’ll surc gct away.’’ 

Thus spokcn, to kccp mc bctwccn ’cm thcy tricd; 

’Twas a plcasing constraint, and I gladly comjp^icd. 

If I strugglcd, ’twas to makc ’cm imprison mc morc, 

And strovc—but for shackles morc tight than bcfore; 

But think not Г11 tcU how the minutes were spent; 

You may think what you please—but they both werc contcnt. 

/ 

PHILOCHORVS ТО POLVANEUS 
As Hippias t’othcr day and I 
Walk’d arm and arm, he said, 

“That pretty creature doit thou spy, 

Who lcans upon her maid? 

“She’s tall, and has a comely shape, 

And treads wcU, too, I swear: 

Come on—by this good light ^c’U scrapc 
Acquainuncc wi 3 i thc шг.” 

“Good Godl’’ cried I, “she is not game, 

I’m sure, for you or me: 

Do nothing rashly—you’rc to blame; 

She’s modest, you may see.’’ 

But he, who knew all womaokind, 

Thus answer’d with a soeer: 

“You’re quite a oovice, frieod, I find— 

There’s oothing modesc here. 
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"А virtuous tiamc thie hour, no doubt 
Would choosc to walk thc strccts; 
Especially so dizcn’d out, 

And imiJc on alJ shc mccts. 

"Hcf riags, her bracelets, her perfumes 
Her wanton actions, prove 
The character which shc assumcs, 

And that hcr tradc is Jovc. 

“Scc now, shc fidgcts with hcr vcst—- 
То scttlc it, bc surc, 

And not at all to show hcr brcast, 

Nor wishing to allurc. 

“Hcr robc tuck’d up with nicest carc— 

Bul that’s to show shc’s neat; 

And though hcr lcgs arc half-way barc, 

Shc mcans to hidc hcr fcct. 

“But scel shc turns to look bchind, 

And laughs, Г11 take my oath: 

Comc on—I warrant wc shall find 
Thc damscl nothing loth.“ 

So up he march’d, and madc his bow-- 
No sooner od his hat, 

But, lovcr-Iike, he ’gan to vow, 

And soon grew intimate. 

But first premised thc ways wcrc rough— 
“Madam, for fcar of harm, 

I bcg”—so clcvcrly cnough 
Не madc hcr takc his arm. 

Thcn—“Faircst, for thy bcauty’s sakc, 
Which long has fircd my brcast, 

Permit me to your maid to make 
A singlc short rcqucst! 

“And yct you know what I’d rcquirc, 

And whcreforc I apply: 

Noughl unrcquitcd I dcsire, 

But gold the boon shall buy. 

“IH givc, my fairest, what you plcasc— 
Vou’ll not cxact, Гт surc: 

Then dcign, bright charmer, deign to case 
Thc torments I cndurc.” 

Ancnt sat smiling in her cyes; 

Hcr lily hand hc seized; 

Nor feign’d she very grcat furprise, 

Nor look’d so much displcased. 
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Shc blush’d a littlc too, mcthought, 

As though shc should rcfusc— 

But womcn, I’vc bccn told, агс uughi 
То blush whcnc’cr ihcy choosc. 

Hippias was now quitc hand in glovc, 

With Miss, and firmly bcnt 
То takc hcr to thc bowcr of Lovc, 

Нс whispcrcr’d as hc wcnt— 

“Wcll, Phil, say now whosc judgmcnt’s bcsi ? 

Was I so vcry wrong? 

You saw, not cagerly I press'd, 

Nor did I prcss hcr long. 

“But you are ignorant, I sec, 

So foilow, and improve; 

For few, I wccn, can teach likc mc 
Thc mystcrics of Lovc.” 

> 

HERMOCRATES ТО EUPHORION 

Say$ a girl to hcr nursc, 'Tve a talc to unfold, 

Of utmost concern to us both; 

But first you must swcar not to blab whcn you'rc lold.’’ 
—Nursc grccdily swallow’d thc oath. 

“I’vc lost, my dcar mothcr,’* thc innocent said, 

“What should bc a virgin’s chief pridc!’*— 

I wish you had seen what a face thc dame made, 

And heard how shc blubbcr’d and cricd. 

“Hush, for God’s sakc,” says Miss, in a whispcring tonc, 
Thc pcoplc will hcar you within; 

You havc sworn to discovcr my sccrct to nonc, 

Then why such a horrible din? 

“Му virtuc long all opposition withstood, 

And scorn’d at Love’s cfforis to flinch; 

It retreated at last—but as siow as it could, 

Dispudng the ground inch by inch. 

“In vain to my aid did I reason invokc; 

Young Cupid no reason could aucll; 

He’d goc root in my heart, and there grew likc an oak, 
So I fcll—but relucuntly fcll. 

“Yet tureiy youog Lytiaf hat charmt to bctray; 

Тоо charming, aias, to be truef 
But you never heard the soft thingt he can tay~ 

Ahl would I had ne’er heard them too: 
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*Tor поцг that the ipoiler has robb*d me of all 
Му innocent heart used to prize, 

Не cruelly mocks at my tears as thcy fall— 

The tears he has drawn from my eyes.’' 

'Tou’vc play’d a sad gamc,” cried thc matron, aghast; 

”Beiidei, you disgrace my grey head: 

But since no rcflections can alter what’s past, 

Chcer up—therc’s no morc to bc said. 

“Chccr up, child, I say; why, there’s no such grcat crimc 
Surc I too havc mct with falsc mcn: 
l’vc known what it was to bc trick’d in my limc; 

But I know too—to trick thcm again. 

"But do so no morc; lcst, should you bc rash, 

Your apron-strings publish your tricks: 

Your father, I hopc, has a round sum of cash, 

And soon on your husband will flx. 

“Somc innocent swain, (if such innoccncc bc!) 

Unskill’d in thc myst’rics of lovc; 

Whose gallantry ne’cr wcnt ’yond Phyllis’s kncc, 

Or fast’ning thc gartcr above. 

”Му humblc petition may Jupiicr hcar, 

And grant ihat you quickly may wcd.”— 

“So at present, dcar mother, I’vc nothing to fear 
No tale-telling urchin to drcad?”-- 

”You’rc safc, my dcar daughter, I fancy, as yet; 

And when at thc altar you’rc ticd, 
ni tcach you a method your husband to chcat, 

For a virgin, as well a$ a bride.” 

A 

CRUEL COMPASSION 

Тн 1 god of the lovcnlarting bow, 

Whosc bliss is man’s hcart to dcstroy, 

Ofl contrives to embitter our woe 
Ву a specious rcscmblance of јоу.— 

Long—^long had Architeles sigh’d 
The fair Telesippe to gain; 

She сооИу his passion denied, 

Yct seem’d somewhat movcd at his pain. 

Al length shc conscntcd to hcar; 

But ’twas donc wiih a vicw to beguile: 

For hcr termi wcrc most harsh and scvcrc, 

And a frown was as good as her smile. 

*‘You may frcely,” says shc, “touch my brcast, 

And kiss, wjiilc a kiss has its charms; 

And (provided I am not undrest) 

Enc^e me round in your arms. 

1:843 



ihort, my £ivour you pleaie, 

But eipect not, nor think ol the Uit: 
Lest enraged I revoke my decrees, 

And your sentence of ^e be cast.**— 

“Ве it so/* cried the youth, wtth delight, 
“Thy pleasure, my Uir one, is mine: 
Since Гт blest as a prince at your sight, 
Sure to touch thee, will make me divinc. 

“But why kecp onc favour alone, 

And grant such a number beside?**— 
“Because the men value the boon 
But only so long as denied. 

“They seek it with labour and pain; 

When gain*d, throw it quickly away! 

For youth is unsettlcd and vain, 

And iti choice scarce persists for a day.** 

—Thus pincs the poor victim away, 

Porced to nibble and starve on a kiss; 
Scrved worsc than e*cn eunuchs—for thcy 
Can never feel torture like this. 

/ 

THE 515TERS 

Ai ycstcrday I wcnt to dine 
With Pamphilus, a swain of mine, 

1 took my sister, littlc heeding 
Thc net I for mysclf was spreading; 
Though many circumstanccs lcd 
То prove shc’d mischicf in hcr hcad. 

For firit her drcss in evcry part 
Was studied with the nicest art: 

Deck’d out with nccklaces and rings, 

And twenty other foolish things; 

And she had curl’d and bound her hair 
With more than ordinary care: 

And thcn, to ihow hcr youth thc morc, 

A light, transparent robe she wore— 

From head to heel shc seem’d t* admirc 
In raptures all her fme attire: 

And often turn’d aside to view 
If others gazed with raptures too.— 

At dinner, grown more bold and free, 

She parted Pamphilus and me; 

For veering itmnd unheard, unseen, 

She slyly drew her chair between. 

Then with allurinft am’rous smiles, 

And nods, and other winton wilet, 

And unsuspecting youth cotnared, 

And rivalTd me in hit regird^ 
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Sext she alfeaedly would sip 
Thc liquor that had touch’d his Iip. 

Нс, whosc whoIc thoughts to lovc incline. 
And hcatcd with th' cnliv ning winc, 

VVith interest repaid hcr glanccs, 

And answcrcd all hcr kind advanccs. 

TThus sip thcy (гот thc goblct’s brink 
Each othcr’s kisscs whilc thcy drink; 

Which with thc sparkling winc combincd, 
Quick passagc to thc hcart did find. 

Then Pamphiius an apple broke, 

And at hcr bosom aim’d thc strokc; 

While shc thc fragmcnt kiss’d and prcss’d, 

And hid it wanton in her breast. 

But I, be sure, was in amaze, 

То sce my sistcr’s artful ways; 

“Thcsc are returns,” I said, ‘‘quitc fit 
То me, who nurscđ you whcn a chit. 

For shamc, lay by this cnvious art;— 

In this to act a sister’s part?” 

But vain werc words, cntreatics vain, 

The crafty witch sccurcd my swain.-~ 

Ву hcavcns, my sistcr docs me wrong 
But ohi shc shall not triumph long; 

Wcll Vcnus knows I’m not in fault— 

Twas shc who gavc the first assault; 

And since our peace her treachery broke, 

Let me return hcr stroke for strokc. 

Shcll quickly fccl, and to hcr cost, 

Not all thcir firc my cycs havc lost— 

And soon with gricf shall shc resign 
Six of hcr swains for onc of minc. 

Л 

Two Odes of Masrur 

FROM THE ARABIAN NIGHTS. TRANSLATED BY SIR RICHARD 
P. BURTON, 1885-1887 

I 

I aM taken: my hcart burns with living flame 
For Union shorn whena$ Scvcrancc came, 

In the love of a damscl who forced my soul 
And with delicate chccklct my reason stoie. 

Shc hath cycbrows unitcd and cycs black-white 
And hcr tccth arc lcvcn ihat smilcs in light: 

The talc of hcr ycars is but tcn plus four;— 

Tears like Dragon’s blood for her love I pour. 
First I saw that facc ’mid partcrrc and riil, 
Outshining full Lune on horizon-hill; 

And stood Uke a captive for awc, and cried, 
“Allah’f Ptacc, O who in dcmesne doth hidel” 



She rctumed my salaam, gaily answeriQg 
With the sweetest speech likest pearls a-string. 

But when heard my words, she right soon had known 
Му want and her heart waxed hard as stone, 

And quoth she, “Ве not this a word sUly-bold?** 

But quoth I, "Refrain thec nor flytc and scoldl 
And to4lay thou consent such aflair wcrc light; 

Thy likc is the lovcd, minc thc lovcr-wight!’* 

Whcn she knew my mind shc but smiled in mirth 
And cricd, “Now, by thc Makcr of Hcavcn and Earth 
“I’m a Jcwcss of Jcwry’s dricst c’cr sccn 
And thou art naught savc a Nazarcnc. 

“Why scck my favours? Thinc’s othcr castc: 

And this dccd thou do thou’lt rcpcnt thc past. 

“Say, docs Lovc allow with two Faiths to play? 

Mcn shall blamc thce likc mc, at cach brcak of day! 
“Wilt thou laugh at bclicfs and dcride thcir ritc, 

And in thinc and minc provc thcc sinful spritc? 

“An thou lovcdest mc thou hadst turncd Jcw, 

Losing worlds for lovc and my favours due; 

“And by thc Evangcl strong oath hadst sworn 
То kccp our sccrct intact from scornl’’ 

So I took thc Torah and swcar strong oaih 
I would hoid to the covcnant madc by both. 

Thcn by law, rcligion and crccd I sv^rcar, 

And bound hcr by oaths that most binđing vircrc; 

And askcd hcr, “Thy namc, O my đcar dclight?’* 

And shc, “Zayn al-Maw4sif at home Гт hightl’’ 

“O Zayn-al-Mawdsif!’’ (cricd I) “Hcar my аШ: 

Thy love hath madc mc thy vcricst thrall’*; 

Thcn I pccpcd ’ncath hcr chin-vcil and ’spicđ such charms 
That thc longing of lovc fillcd my hcart with qualms. 
’Ncath thc curtain 1 ccascd not to humblc mc, 

And complain of my hcart-fclt miscry; 

But whcn shc saw mc by Lovc bcguilćđ 
Shc raiscd her facc-vcil anđ swcctly smilcd: 

And whcn breczc of Union our faccs kiss’d 
With musk'pod shc sccntcd fair ncck and wrist; 

And thc housc with hcr csscnccs sccmcd to drip, 

And I kisscd purc winc from cach smiling lip: 

Thcn likc branch of Bin ’ncath hcr robc shc swaycd 
And joys crst unlawful shc lawful made: 

And joincd, conjoincd through our night wc lay 
With clip, kiss of inncr lip, langM fourree. 

Thc world hath no gracc but thc onc lovcd fere 
In thinc arms to clasp with posscssions shccr! 

With thc morn shc rosc and shc badc Good-byc 
Whilc hcr brow shone brightcr than пкх>п a-sky; 
Rcciting at parting (whilc tcar-drops hung 
On hcr chceks, thcsc scattcred and othcr strung), 
“AUah’s pact in mind all my lifc П1 bcar 
And thc lovdiy nights and strong oith I 
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Sund thou ind Иепг wfuit fdJ to me 
For lovc of уоп gazellc to (irccl 
Shot mc a whitc doe with hcr shaft 
0 ’ glanccs wounding woundily. 

Lovc wai my ruin, for was I 
Straitencd by longing ccsujy: 

I lovcd and woo’d a young coqucttc 
Girded by strong artillery, 

Whom in a garth I hrst bchcld 
A form whoic sight was iymmctry. 

I grceted hcr and whcn shc dcigned 
Grceting rcturn. “Salaam/’ quoth shc 
“What be thy name?“ said I, shc said, 

“Му namc dcclares my quaUtyi 
“Zayn al Mawasif I am hight!” 

Cricd I, “Oh, dcign I тсгсу sec, 

Such ii thc ionging in my heart 
No lovcr claimeth rivalryl'’ 

Quoth shc, “With me an thou'rt in love 
And to спјоу mc plcadcst plca, 

I want of thee oh! muchcl wealth; 

Beyond all compt my wants o' thcc! 

I want o' thee full mtny a robe 
Of icndal, lilk and damaikry; 

A quartcr quintal eke of muik: 

Theic of onc night shall рау the fee. 

Peirls, unions and carnelitn—stones 
The bestcst bcst of jcwelry!'* 

Of fairest paticnce showed I show 
In contrariety albe: 

At last she favoured me one night 
Whcn rose thc moon a crescent wee; 

An stranger blame me for hcr lake 
I jay, “O blamcrs listcn yel 
She showcth locks of goodly lcngth 
And black as blackest night its blee; 

Whilc on hcr chcck the roics glow 
Like Lazl'flame incendiary; 

In every eyelash is a sword 
Anđ cvcry glancc haih агсћегу: 

Her lipiets twain old wine contain, 

And dewj of fount-likc purity: 

Hcr tceth resemble stringi o* pearls, 
Arrayed in line and fresh from lea: 

Her neck is like the neck of doc, 

Her bofom ts a marble ilab 
Whence riie two breasts like towen on lea 
And on her itomach shows a crcaae 
Perfumed with nch perfumerv; 
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Beneath which шпе there lurb a Hiiog 
Lunit o( mme expectanq. 

Л something rounded, cushioncd-high 
And plump, my lords, to high dcgrce: 
to mc *tis likcst royal throne 
Whithcr my longings wandcr frcc: 

Thcrc ’twixt two pillari man shall find 
Bcnchcs of high-built traccry. 

It hath specihc qualities 
Drivc sancst mcn t’ insanity; 

Full mouth it hath likc mouth of ncck 
Or wcll bcgirt by stony ксу; 

Firm lips with camclry’s comparc 
And shows it сус of cramoisic. 

And draw thou nigh with doughty ^Ul 
То do thy doing lusiily, 

Thou’ll find it fain to facc thy bout 
And strong and ficrcc in valiancy. 

It bcndcth backwards cvcry bravc 
Shorn of his batdc-bravcry. 

At timcs imbcrbc, but full of spunk 
То battlc with thc Paynimry. 

’Twill show thc livclincss galorc 
And pcrfcct in its raillcry: 

Zayn al Mawisif it is likc 
Complctc in charms and courtcsy. 

То hcr dcar arms onc night 1 camc 
And won mccd givcn lawfully: 

I passcd with hcr that self-samc night 
(Bcst of my nightsl) in gladdcst glce; 
And whcn thc morning rosc, shc rosc 
And crcsccnt likc hcr visnomy: 

Thcn swaycd hcr supplc form as 8way 
Thc lanccs lopt from timbcr trcc; 

And whcn farcwcllmg mc shc cricd, 
“Whcn shall such nighu rcturn to mc?” 
Thcn I rcplicd, “O cycn4igh^ 

Whcn Нс vouchsafcth His decrcel 

Pocms of the Arabic 

FROM ТНЕ ARABIAN NICHTS. 

P. BUtTON, 1885-1007 

I ASKBD thc aulhor of mme illi 
То hcal thc wound with one sweet kiis: 
N 0 ! N 0 ! she aied, forevcr nol 
But I, soft whispcring, urgM ycs; 
Ouoth shc, then ukc it by my lcavc, 
When smaes shall pardon thinc amiss: 
Ву force, aied I? Nay, she repbed 



V/iih lovc and gladncss ekc I wis. 

Now ask mc not what ncxt occurrcd 
Such Gracc of God and whist of thisf 
Dccm what thou wilt of us, for lovc 
Ву calumnies thc svvcctcr is; 

Nof aftcr thij carc / onc jot 
Whcthcr my foc bc known or not. 

• ••••• 

And faulty of onc fauli thc Bcauty provc, 

Hcf charms a thousand advocatcs shall movc. 

For hcr sins is a plcader that brow, 

And all hcarts its fair plcading must trow: 

Whcn I saw it I cricd, “Tonight!” 

Thc moon at its fullcst doth show; 

Thc Balkis own Ifrit try a bout, 

Spite his force shc wouId dcal him a throw. 

• ••••• 

I am not lost to prudcncc, but indccd 
Hcrc I am bcwildcred, what shall bc my rcdc? 
Would апу aid mc in my ails of lovc, 

Ву my own might and slcight woulđ I bc frccd; 

But ahl my hcart is lost and passion-spent; 

То nonc save Allah can I trust my nccdl 

With hcavy back parts, high brcasts dclicatc, 

And lissome form that sways with swinging gait, 

She lightly hidcs lovc>longing in hcr brcast; 

But I may ncver hide its ban and batc; 

While hosts of followcrs hcr stcps prcccdc, 

Like pearl now necklaced and now separate. 

• ••••• 

Had’st ihou bccn lcal in lovc’s loyaliy, 

Nc’cr had’st suffcrcd slccp to scal thosc супс; 

O thou who claimcst lover loyalty, 

Treading thc lovcr’s path of pain and pinc! 

Ву Allah, O my cousin, ncvcr yct 
Did cycs of lovcr slccp such slccp indign. 

O thou who dcignest some at so rcst syne, 

Whosc lips thosc tccth likc nccklaccd pcarls cnshrinel 
I kisscd him thousand times and clipt his waist, 

And spent the night with cheek to check close li’en, 
Till to depart u$ twain come dawning day, 

Like $word-cdge drawn from sheath in radiant line. 
• ••••• 

Women for all the chastity thcy claim 
Are offal cast by kitcs whcrc*cr thcy list: 

This night thcir talk and sccrct cham arc thinc; 

That night anothcr joycth calf and wrist: 

Like inn, whcnce aher night thou far’st at dawn, 
And lodgers other night thou hast not wist. 



О bcauty*8 Unionl lovc for thcc’s my crccd; 

Frcc choicc of Faith and ckc my bcst dcsirc: 

Womcn I havc forcsworn for thce; so may 
Dccm mc all mcn this day a shaveling friar. 

Evcn not bcardlcss onc with girl, nor hccd 
Thc spy who saith to thcc, “ Tis an amissl” 

Far dificrcnt is thc girl whosc fcct onc kisscs 
And that gazcllc whosc fcct thc carth must kiss. 

Му soul thy sacrifice! I choosc thcc out 
Who arc not menstruous or oviparous: 

Did with woman mcll, I should bcgct 
Brats till thc wide world grcw strait for us. 

Shc sailh (sorc hurt in scnsc thc most acutc 
For shc had profcrrcd what did not besuit):— 

“Unlcss thou strokc as man should swivc his wifc 
Blamc not whcn horns thy brow shall incornitel 
Thy wand sccms waxcn, to a limpo grown, 

And more I p)alm it, softcr grows the brutcl’* 

(Quoth shc, for I lic with hcr forbarc), 

“O folly-following fool, O fool to carc: 

If thou my coyntc for Kiblah to thy coignc 
Rcjcct, wc’ll show thcc what shall plcasc thcc morc.” 

She profcrrcd mc a tcndcr coyntc. 

Quoth I, “I will not rogcr thccl’’ 

Shc drcw back, saying, “From thc Faith 
Нс turns, who’s turncd by Hcavcn’s decrccl 
And front-wisc fultcring, in onc day, 

Is absolutc pcrsislcnc^r’ 

Thcn swing the round and shining rump 
Likc silvern lump shc showcd mc. 

I cricd: “Wcll donc, O mistrcss mincl 
No morc am I in pain for thcc! 

O thou of all that Allah oped 
Showcst mc faircst victory!’’ 

• ••••• 

Men craving pardon will uplift their hands; 

Women ргау pardon with thcir lcgs on high: 

And on it for a pious, prayerful work! 

TTic Lord shall raise it in thc dcpth to lic. 

Of cvil things thc fc^ks suspect us twain; 

And to this thought their hearts and souls are bent: 

G>me, dear! lct’s justify and frce thcir souls 
That woiTy us: onc good bout and thcn—rcpentl 
• ••••• 

Whcn his soft]y bending face bid him closc to my embrace 
Which clipt him all about likc thc tcndrils of ihe vine, 

And shcd a flood of softness on the hardncss of his heart, 

Не yielded; though at first he was minded Co dedinc; 

And drcading lest the railer’s суе should iiglu upon his form, 
Camc armoured with caudon to baffle his design: 
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Hii waiit maket moan of hinder cheeks that weigh upon hi$ 
feet 

Like heavy load of mcrchandiie upon young camel lc’cn; 

Giit with his lances 8cymitar which sccmcd athirst for blood, 
And clad in mail of dusky curls that showcst thc shccnicst 
shine, 

And to him likc a bird uncagcd I flcw in straightcst linc: 

I sprcad my chcck upon his path, beneath his sandal-shoon, 
And lo! thc stibium of thcir dust hcalcd all my hurt of еупс. 

With one cmbrace again I bound the banner of our loves, 
And loosed the knot of my dclight that bound in bonds malign; 
Then bade I make high fcstival, and straight came flocking in 
Purc )oys that know not grizzled agc nor aught of pain and 
pine: 

The full moon dotted with thc stars the lips and pcarly tceth 
That dancc right joyously upon thc bubbling face of wine: 
So in the ргауег-пкћс of thcir joys I yielded me to what 
Would make the humblest penitent of sinner most indign. 

I swear by all the signs of those glories in his face 
ГИ ne*er forget the chapter cntitlcd AMkhlas. 

• ••••• 

Cleave fast to her thou lovest and let the envious rail amain; 
Por calumny and cnvy ne’cr to favour love were fain. 

So, whilst I slccp, in drcams I saw thce lying by my sidc 
And from thy lips the sweetest sure, of limpid springs did 
drain. 

Yea, true and ceruin all I saw is, as I will avouch, 

And ’spite thc cnvicr, thereio I surcly will attain, 

Thcrc is no goodlicr sight, indccd, for cycs to look upon, 
Than when one couch in its cmbracc enfoldcth lovcrs twain. 

Each to thc othcr’s bosom claspcd, clađ in thcir twin dclight, 
Whilst hand with hand and arm with arm about their nccks 
enchain, 

Lo, when two hcarts аге straitly knit in passion and desire, 
Thou, that for loving ccnsures the votarics of lovc, 

Can’st thou assain a ncart discased or heal a eankcred brain? 
If in thy time thou flnd but one to love thce and be true, 

I rede thee cast the world away and with that onc rcmain. 

• ••••• 

See’st not that pcarls агс prized for milk huc, 

But with a dirnam buy we coals in load? 

And while white faccs cntcr Paradise, 

Black faces crowd Gehenna’s black abode. 

I love not black girls but bccause they show 
Youth’s color, tinct of еус and heartcorc’s hue; 

Nor are in error who unlove thc whitc, 

And hoary hairs and winding'$hect cschcw. 
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Đlack girls in acu are white, and *tit as thou^ 

Like cycs, with purest shine and sheen they show; 

If I go daft for hcr, be noc amazed; 

Black bile drivcs mclancholic>mad wc know: 

*Tis as my colour wcrc thc noon of night: 

For all no moon it bc, its splcndourt glow. 

I visit thcm and night-black lcndcth aid to mc 
Seconding love, but dawn*whitc is my спсту. 

How many a night I’ve passed with the bcloved girl, 

While gloom with dusky trcsses veilcd our dcsircs; 

But when thc moon-iight showcd it caused me sad affright; 
And I to Morning said, ‘*who worship light arc liars!” 

Нс camc to scc mc, hiding ’ncath thc skirt of night, 

Hasting his stcps as wcndcd hc in cautious plight, 

I rosc and spread my chcck upon his path like rug 
Abject, and trailed my skirt to hide it from his sight; 

But rose thc crcscent moon and strove its best to show 
The world our loves, like nail-slice raying radiant light; 
Thcn what befcl, bcfcl: I nccd not aught describe: 

But think thy bcst, and ask me naught of wrong or right. 
Meet noc thy lovcr save at night for fcar of slander. 

Thc Sun’s a titdC'Uttlcr and thc Moon’s a pandcr. 

I lovc not whitc girls blown with fat who puff and pant; 

Thc maid for mc is young brunette cmbonpoinMcant, 

I’d rathcr ridc a colt that’s dark upon thc day 
Of racc, and sct my fricnds upon thc clcphant. 

Scc’st noi that musk, thc nut-brown musk, c’cr commands thc 
highcst pricc, 

Whilst for a load of whitcst limc nonc morc than dirham bids? 
And whilc whitc spcck upon thc сус dcforms thc lovclicst 
youth, 

Black cycs dischargc thc sharpcst shafts in lashcs from thcir 
lids. 

• ••••• 

Му lovc camc to mc onc night, 

And clipt wc boih in fond cmbracc; 

And lay togcthcr till wc saw 

Thc morning comc with swiftcst pacc. 

Now I ргау Allah and my Lord 
То rcunitc us of His gracc: 

And makc night last mc long as hc 
Lics in thc arms that tighdy lacc. 

• ••••• 

How joyously swcct arc thc nights that unitc, 

Whcn my darling dcigns kccp mc thc troth shc did plight, 
Whcn union conjoins us in all that wc havc, 

And parting is scvcred and sundcrcd from sight, 

То us comes thc world with hcr favour so fair, 

Aftcr frown and avcrsion and mighty despitc! 
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Hath planted her ћаплег Good Foitune for lu, 

And we drink of hcr cup in the purest delight. 

We have met and complained of the pitifu! past» 
And of nights a full many that doomed us to blight. 
But now, O my lady» the Past is forgot: 

Thc compassionate pardon the Past for unright! 
How sweet is existence, how glad is to bc! 

This union my passion doth on!y incite. 

In spite of envier's jcalousy, at end 
We have won all wc hopc of the friend: 

Wc’vc crowned our mceting with a c!osc embrace 
On quilts whcrc new brocades with scndal blend: 

On bed of pcrfumed leather, which thc spoils 
Of downy birds luxuriously distend. 

But I abstain me from unneeded wine, 

Whcn honcy4jew of lips swect mist can lcnd: 

Now from thc swcets of union wc unknow 
Timc ncar and far, if slow or fast it wcnd, 

The sevcnth night hath comc and gonc, O strange! 
How wcnt thc nights wc ncver rcckt or kenned; 
Til! on thc seventh wishing јоу, they said, 

Allah prolong thc mcct of friend with friendl 

O day of joys to cithcr lover fain! 

Thc loved onc camc and frcc from lovely pain: 

Shc blcst mc with all inncr charms she hath; 

And companied with inncr gracc decp lain: 

Shc made mc drain thc winc of love till I 
Was faint with joys hcr lovc had made me drain: 
We toycd and joycd and on cach othcr lay: 

Thcn fcll to winc and soft melodious strain: 

And for excc$s of јоуапсс ncvcr knew, 

How wcnt ihc day and how it came again. 

Fair fall each lovcr, may hc union win 
And gain of јоу likc mc thc amplcst gain; 

Nor wcep thc tastc of scvcrancc bittcr fruit 
And joys assain thcm as thcy us assain. 

• ••••• 

Shc cricd while playcd in hcr sidc desirc, 

And night o’cr hung hcr with blackest blec:— 

“O Night shall thy musk bring mc nc’cr chum 
То tumble and futtcr this coyntc of mc?” 

And shc smotc that part with hcr palm and sighed 
^c sighs and a-wccping continued shc:— 

**As thc toothstick bcautiBes tccth c’cn so 
Must pricklc to coynte as a toochstick bc. 

O Moslcms, i$ ncvcr a stand to your tools, 

То assist a woman’s ncccssity?” 

Thereat rosc upstanding bcncath its clothcs 
Му yird, as crying, ‘*Ai ihce! at thcel” 

And I loosed ber trouscr-string, startling hert 
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**Who iit thou?” Attd I **« г^у to thy р1е«Г 
Attd begttt to ftroke her with wnst thick yard, 
Hurtittg hittder cheeks by its potettcy: 

Aod she cried as I rose after courses threc 
“Suit thy gree the strokel" aod I—“suit ihy greer 


Lament of Old Age 

TIANSLATED BY Sll RICHARD F. BURTON. FROM ТНВ ARAIIC 

O FOLK I have a wondrous tale, so rare 
Much shall it proHt hearers wise and warel 
I saw in salad'years a potent Brave 
And sharp of edge and point his warrior glaive; 

Who entered joust and list with hardiment 
Fearless of risk, of victory conhdent, 

His vigorous onset straitest places oped 
And easy passage through all narrows groped: 

Не ne'er encountered foe in single hght 

But came from tilt with spear in blood stained bright; 

Nor stormed a fortress how so strong and stark— 

With fenced gates defended deep and dark— 

When shown his Hag without th’ suspicious сгу 
“Aidance from Allah and fair victory nighl" 

Thuswise full many a night his part he played 
In strength and youth tide’s stately garb arrayed, 

Dealing to fair young girl delicious јоу 
And no less welcome to the blooming boy. 

But Time ne’er ceascd to stint his wondrous strength 
(Steadfast and upright as the gaUows’ length) 

UntU the Nights o’erthrew him by iheir might 
And friends contemned him for a feckless wight; 

Nor was a wizard but who wasted skill 
Over his case, nor leach could heal his ill. 

Then he abandoned arms, abandoned him 
Who gave and took salutes so herce and grim; 

And oow lies prostrate drooping haughty crest; 

For who lives loogest him most tlls molest. 

Then see him, hcre he lies on bier for bed:— 

Who will a ihroud bestow on stranger deadP 

> 

The Poem of Amriolkjus 

PROM ТНЖ MOALLAKAT. TRANSLATID ВТ SIR WILUAM JONU 

1 . Stayl—Let us weep at the remembrance of our beloved, at the 
sight of the statioo where her tent was raised, by the edge of уоо 
boiding saods betwecQ Dahul aod Haumel. 
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2. **TudMm 2od Mikfif л statioHi thc Ш2гкЈ of which 2tc лос 
wholJy effzced, though the fouth wind and the north have woveo 
the twisted sand/' 

3. Thus I spokci whcn my companions stoppcd thcir coursers 
by my sidCi and said: “Pcrish not through despair; only bc patient.’* 

4. "A profusion of tcarsi” answcrcd I| “is my solc rclicf; but 
what avails it to shed them ovcr thc rcmains of a dcserted mansion?” 

5. 'Thy conditioni" thcy rcplicd, “is not more painful than whcn 
thou leftcst Howairai bcfore thy prcsent passion and her neighbour 
Rebabe, on thc hills of Mascl.” 

6. “Ycs,” I rejoined, “whcn thosc two damsels dcparted, musk 
was diRused from thcir robcs, as thc eastern gale sheds thc scent of 
cIove'gilIy flowers: 

7. “Thcn gushcd thc tcars from my cycs, through cxccss of 
rcgrct, and flowed down my ncck, till my sword>bclt was drenchcd 
in thc stream.” 

8. “Yet hast thou passcd many days in swect converse with the 
fair: but nonc so swect as thc day which thou spcntcst by thc pool 
of Daratjuljul.” 

9. On that day I killcd my camcl, to givc thc virgins a fcast; 
and, ohl how strange was it that thcy should саггу his trappings 
and furniture! 

10. Thc damsels continued till cvcning hclping onc anothcr to 
the roastcd flcsh, and to thc dclicatc fat, likc thc fringc of whitc silk 
fincly wovcn. 

11. On that happy day I cntcrcd thc carriagc, the carriagc of 
Onaiza, who said: “Woc to thcc! thou wilt compcl mc to travcl 
on foot.” 

12. Shc addcd (whilc thc vchiclc was bcnt asidc with our wcight), 
“O Amriolkais, dcsccnd, or my bcast also will bc killcdl” 

13. I answcrcd: “Procccd, and looscn his rcin; nor withhold from 
mc ihc fruits of thy lovc, which again and again may bc tastcd with 
rapturc. 


14. “Мапу a fair onc likc thcc—though not, like thcc, a virgin— 
havc I visited by night; and many a lovcly mothcr have I divcrtcd 
from thc carc of hcr ycarling infant, adorncd with amulcts: 

15. “Whcn ihc suckling bchind hcr cricđ, shc turncd round to 
him with half hcr body; but half of it, prcsscd bcneath my embrace, 
was not turned from mc.” 





i6. Dclighthil, too, wat thc day whcn Fatima first rcjcctcd mc 
on thc summit o£ уоп sand-hill, and took an oath, which shc dcdartd 
inviolable. 


17. "O Fatima!” said I, “away with so much coyness; and if 
thou had*$t resolved to abandon me, yet at last rdent. 

18. “If indeed my disposition and manners are unpleasing to thee, 
rend at once the mande of my heart, that it may be detached from 
thy lovc. 

19. “Art thou so haughty, because my paision for thce dcstroys 
mc; and because whatcvcr thou commandest my heart pcrformi? 

20. “Thou wccpcst; yct thy tears flow mcrcly to wound my heart 
with thc shafts of thinc eycs— ^ту hcart, already broken to picccs 
and agonizing.” 

21. Besides these, with many a spotless virgin, whose tent had not 
yet bccn frcqucntcd, havc I hcld loft dalliancc at perfcct lcisure. 

22. То visit onc of thcm, I passed thc guards of hcr bowcr, and a 
hostilc tribc, who would havc bccn cagcr to proclaim my dcath. 

23. It was thc hour whcn thc Pleiads appeared in thc flrmament, 
like the folds of a silken sash variously dccked with gcms. 

24. I approachcd: shc stood cxpecting mc by thc curtain; and, 
as if shc was prcparing for slccp, had put ofl all hcr vcsturc but hcr 
nightKlrcss. 

25. Shc said: “Ву Him who crcated mc,” and gavc mc hcr Iovcly 
hand, “I am unaHe to refuse thcc; for I perceive that the blindncu 
of thy passion is not to be removed.” 

26. Thcn I rosc with hcr; and as wc walked shc drcw ovcr our 
footsteps the train of her pictured robe. 

27. Soon as we had passcd the habitations of hcr tribc, and come 
to the bosom of a valc, surroundcd with hillocks of spiry sand, 

28. I gcntly drew hcr towards me by her curled locks, and she 
softly inclined to my embrace;—her waist was gracefully slcndcr, but 
swe^y swelled the part cncircled with ornamcnu of gold. 

29. Ddicate was her shape; fair her skin; and hcr body well pro> 
portioned; her bosom was as smooth as a mirror, 

30. Or, like the pure egg of an ostrich, of a vcUowish tint that 
blended with white, and nourished by a stream of wholeaome water 
not yet disturbed. 
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31. She turned aside, and displaycd her soft cheek: she gave a 
dmid glance with languishing eyes, like those o£ a roe in the groves 
of Wegera looking tenderiy at hcr young. 

32. Her neck was like that of a niilk'whitc hind, but, when she 
raised it, excceded not the justest symmetry; nor was the neck of my 
beloved so unadorned. 

33. Her iong coai'biack hair decoratcd hcr back, thick and dif- 
fused, iike bunches of datcs ciustering on the paim-tree. 

34. Her iocks were eicgantly turncd above hcr hcad; and the 
riband which bound thcm was lost in her trcsscs, part braidcd, part 
dishevelied. 

35. She discovered a waist tapcr as a wcll'twisted cord; and a lcg 
both as whitc and as smooth as thc stem of a young palm or a fresn 
recd, bending ovcr thc rivulet. 

36. Whcn shc slccps at noon, hcr bcd is bcsprinklcd with musk; 
shc puts on hcr robc of undrcss, but lcavcs thc apron to hcr handmaids. 

37. She dispcnses gifts with small, delicate Bngcrs, sweetiy giowing 
at their tips, likc the white and crimson worm of Dabia, or dentrihces 
made of eKl'Wood. 

38. Thc brightncss of hcr facc illumincs thc vcil of nighl, like the 
evening taper of a reciusc hermit. 

39. On a girl iikc hcr, a giri of modcratc hcight, bctwccn thosc 
who wear a frock and thosc who wcar a gown, the most bashful man 
must iook with an cnamourcd еус. 

40. Thc blind passions of mcn for common objccts of affection arc 
soon dispcrsed; but from thc iovc of thcc my hcart cannot bc reieascd. 

41. O how oft have I rcjcctcd thc admonitions of a morosc adviicr, 
vchement in ccnsuring my passion for thce; nor havc I bccn movcd 
by hit reproachesi 


• ••••• 

Thc Pocm of Атти 

HtAKSLATlĐ FROM THE ARABIC BY SIR WILLIAM JONBS, I782 

1. HoUal—^Awake, sweet damscl, and bring our morning draught 
in thy capadous gobiet; nor suffer the rich wines of Enderein to be 
looger hoflurdcd: 

2. Bring the ^eli'tempered wine, that seems to be tinctured with 
lafton, and, when it is diluted with water, overdo^s the cup. 



3. This it thc liquor which divcrts the anxiou$ lovcr from his 
passioo; and, as soon as he tastcs it, hc is pcrfecdy composcd: 

4. Hcncc thou sccst thc pcnurious churl, whcn thc circling bowl 
passcs him, grow rcgardlcss of his pclf: 

5. Whcn its potcnt flamcs havc scizcd thc điscrcctcst of our youths, 
thou would*st imaginc him to be in a frenzy. 

6. Thou turncst thc goblct from us, 0 mothcr of Amru; for thc 
truc course of the goblct is to the right hand: 

7. Нс is not thc lcast amiablc of thy thrcc companions, O moihcr 
of Amru, to whom thou hast not prcscntcd thc morning bowl. 

8. How many a cup have I purchased in Đalbcc! how many morc 
in Damascus and Kasireinl 

9. Surcly our allottcd hour of fatc will ovcrtakc us; sincc wc arc 
dcstincd to dcath, and dcath to us. 

10. O stay a whilc, bcforc wc scparatc, thou lovcly rider on camcls, 
that we may relate to thec our $orrow$, and thou to us thy delights! 

11. O $tay!—that we may inquirc whcthcr thou hast altcrcd thy 
purposc of dcparting hastily, or whcthcr thou hast wholly dcccivcd 
thy too confldent lover: 

12. In the hateful day of battlc, whilst hc strugglcs amid wounds 
and blows, may the Ruler of the world rcfresh thy sight with coolncss, 
and gratify it with cvcry desired objcctl 

13. O Amru, whcn thou visitcst thy fair onc in sccrct, and when 
thc cycs of lurking cncmics arc closcd in rcst, 

14. Shc displays two lovely arms, fair and full as thc limbs of a 
long-neckcd snow-whitc youog camcl, that frisks in thc vernal scason 
ovcr thc sand-banks and grccn hiliocks; 

15. And two swcct brcasts, smooth and whitc as vcsscls of ivory, 
modcstly dcfcndcd from thc .hand of thosc who prcsumc lo touch 
thcm: 

16. Shc discovcrs hcr slcndcr shapc, tall and wcll proporiioncd, 
and her sidcs graccfully rising with all their attendant charms; 

17. Hcr lips elegantly swclling, which thc cntrance of the tent is 
scarce large cnough to admit, and her waist, the beauty of which drivcs 
me to madness; 

18. With two charming columos of jasper or polished marble, on 
which hang rings and trinkets making a stridulous sound. 
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19« Му youthful passion is rekindled, and my ardent desire re 
vives, when I see the traveliing camels of my fair one driven alonj 
in the evening. 

• ••••• 

Ballata. Concerning a 
Shepherd'Maid 

BY CUIDO CAVALCANTI. (13TH CENTURV.) 

TRANSLATED BY D. 0. ROSSETTI 

WiTHiN a copse I mct a shepherd-maid, 

More fair, I said, than апу star to see. 

She camc with waving trcsses pale and bright, 

With rosy chccr, and loving cycs of flamc, 

Guiding thc lambs bcncath hcr wand aright. 

Hcr nakcd fcct still had thc dcws on thcm, 

As, singing likc a lovcr, so shc camc; 

)oyful, and fashioncd for all ccstasy. 

I grcctcd hcr at oncc, and qucstion madc 
What cscort had shc through thc woods in spring? 

But with soft acccnts shc rcplicd and said 
That shc was ail alone thcrc, wandcring; 

Morcovcr: “Do you know, whcn the birds sing, 

Му hcart’s dcsirc is for a matc,” said shc. 

Whilc shc was tclling mc this wish of hcrs, 

Thc birds wcrc all in song throughout ihc wood. 
“Evcn now thcn,” said my thought, “thc timc rccurs, 
With minc own longing to assuagc hcr mood.” 

And so, in hcr swcct favour’s namc, I sucd 
That shc would kiss thcrc and cmbrace with mc. 

Shc took my hand to hcr with amorous will, 

And answcrcd that shc gavc mc all hcr hcart, 

And drcw mc whcrc thc lcaf is frcsh and still, 

Whcrc spring thc wood-flowcrs in thc shadc apart. 
And on that day, by Joy’s cnchantcd art, 

Thcrc Lovc in vcry prcscncc secmcd to bc. 

Л 

**When I See the Flowers Anew” 

TWELFTH CBNTURV PRENCH SONG. TRANSLATED BY 
CLAUDE C. ABBOTT 

Whbn I scc thc flowers ancw 
Pccping whcrc thc meadows grcw, 

And I hcar thc fountain spring 
Murmur on thc graveiling, 
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Thcn young lovc holds mc in thrall, 
Which has ncvcr healing: 

If rclief comc not at all 
I must bide death's dealing. 

"I am dark and fair to sce, 

Young in my virginity, 

Rose my colour is and whitc, 

Pretty mouth and grecn minc eycs; 
And my breast it pricks me $o 
I may not endure it, 

For 1 mcddle me to know 
Love, and naught can cure it. 

"Certes, if I met a man 
Who stood in thc way I ran, 

Frccly wouId I lovc, for nonc 
Should I cver lcavc that onc. 

Often have I hcard rclatc 
And for truth to tcli, 

No onc has a јоу parfaiic 
But comes of loving weil.” 

Straight toward thc wcnch I wcnt 
For to be wich her acqucnt; 

And I saw hcr whitc and fair, 

And hcr look was dcbonaire, 

Nor did she a whit forget 
Апу word I spakc hcr, 

Now without dclay or lct 
For hcr lovc I praycd hcr. 

Hcr barc hand I took, thc maid 
On thc thick grecn grass I laid: 

Shc cricd out, to mc shc sworc 
Of my play shc hcld no siorc: 

‘Такс away your lcchcry; 

Мау God truly shame itl 
Tis too rough and harsh for me, 

I can ncvcr wamc it.” 

‘‘Swcct lovc, my prctiy maid, 
Whcrcforc now arc you afraid? 

For you do not know a mite 
How this is a тсггу lifc. 

Mother did not for it dic, 

That you koow right truiy, 

Nor will you thc daughtcr, why 
Do you fcar unduly?” 

When I had swivcd hcr maidcnhood, 
And upon hcr feet she stood, 

All aloud to mc she cried 
“^dl am I escapcd your side: 
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Thirteen years since, I was born 
As 1 rightiy know; 

Never had 1 othcr morn 
Thatlloved so” 

> 

“When Мау Is Come" 

TWELFTH CENTUEV FRENCH SONC. TRANSLATED ВТ 
CLAUDE C. ABBOTT 

When Мау is comc and roscs opcn widc, 
From thcm I wcnt to pluck in fricndly wisc. 
Ncar to ап abbcy, by a grccn wood sidc, 

A litdc spacc I hcard swcct voicc confidc: 

“I fccl thc swcct pains ’ncath my girdlc run; 
Curscd of God bc thcy who madc mc nunl 

“Who made mc nun, by Jcsu cursed bcl 
Vcspcrs, complincs, I spcak unwillingly; 

For bctter far lovc I gc^d сотрапу 
Which knows of dalliance and jollity. 

*I fccl thc $wcet pains ’neath my girdle run; 
Cursed of God bc thcy who made mc пипГ 

Shc spokc aloud: “Му hcart is sick with fcar; 
Ah God! who mcwcd mc in this abbcy drcar? 
But by our Lady I will out frora hcrc, 

Nor gown nor surplicc will I cvcr wcar. 

I fecl thc swcct pains ’neath my girdlc run. 
Curscd of God bc they who madc mc nunl 

“I wil! command my own dcar lovc that hc 
Comc scck me in this abbcy speedily, 

Wc will to Paris, livc right mcrrily, 

For I am young, a comcly man is hc. 

‘I fccl thc swcct pains ’ncath my girdle run. 
Curscd of God bc thcy who madc mc nunl’’ 

Whcn hcr lovcr had this hcr spcaking heard, 
Нс lcapt for јоу, the hcart within him stirred, 
Toward$ the abbcy gatc $traightway bc spurred, 
Anđ drcw his dcar lovc forth without a word. 

**l fecl thc swect pains ’neath my girdle run. 
Curied of God bc thcy who made me mml** 
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"Whoso Love Umb to Umb" 

TW1LPTH CBNTUIT mNCH SONG. HLANSLATID »Y 
CLAUDS C. ABBOTT 

On Satiir(iay at cvc, thc long wcck donc 
Gaictc and Oriour, blood-sistcrs, comc 
Small hand in hand, to bathc whcrc waters run. 

Whispcring wind and branchcs mcct, 
Who$o lovc limb to limb slcep swcct. 

Voung Gcrairt wcnding from thc tilting ring, 
Spied Gaictc stood beside the fountain spring, 
Тоок hcr bctwccn his arms, sofdy thcy cling. 

Whispcring wind and branchcs mcct, 
Whoso lovc limb to limb slccp swcct. 

“Whcn you havc drawn thc watcr, Oriour, 
Turn back again, you know thc town, for surc: 
With Gcrairt I rcmain, nonc lovcs mc morc.” 

Whispcring wind and branchcs mcct, 
Whoso lovc limb to limb slccp swect. 

Now Oriour is pale, and sad her eyes, 

From them she goes a--weeping, and shc sight 
Whcn sistcr Gaie with hcr no longer hics. 

Whispcring wind and branchcs mcct, 
Who$o lovc limb to limb slccp swect. 

Why was I born, wceps Oriour, woc'$ mcl 
I Icft my sistcr in thc dccp vallcy. 

Young Gcrairt takcs her to his owo country. 

Whispering wind and braochcs mect, 
Whoso love limb to limb slcep sweet. 

Gcrairt and Gaiete turoed themsclves away, 
Right straight toward his city took thcir way: 
No sooner comc than therc he marricd Gaie. 

Whisperiog wiod and branchcs meet, 
Whoso love limb to limb slecp swcet. 

“Swect lover mine, I cannot make bdieve. 

With all my hcart I lovc you, nor dcccivc 
And you may kiss me over when you plcasc, 
Within your arms fain would I ftnd minc casc. 

“God, how the name of love is tweet, 

Ne*er thought I to have dole o£ it** 
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Her lover takes her in his arms* retch, 

In a hne bed they lay them, each to cach: 

Bele Voland kisses him as clings a leech, 

And they lie bedded as their bodies teach. 

God, how the name of lovc is swcet: 

Ne’er thought I to havc dole of it. 

> 

Нутп to thc Kiss 

8Y JOHANNBS SICUNDUS. TKANSLATEĐ ВТ 010801 OOLI 


O CHOicisT gift of heav'nly kindl 
O, sacred source of јоу rcim’dl 
Thou latent spring, whose vast control 
Extends throughout thc boundlcss wholel 
Attraction strongl all'powerful cause, 
Enforcing Nature's hidden lawsl 
Thou magic lightning, that can'st bum 
What-c’cr you touch, whcrc-c’cr you turnl 
Touch but the lips, and you dispense 
Thc brisk alarm thro* cv’ry scnsc: 

Come, hover round my tuneful lyre, 

And cv’ry swclling notc inspire; 

So shatl the warmth my strains cxpress 
Thy rapturc'giving pow’r confess. 

n 

То thosc, who own your gcntlc sway, 
You darts of pleasing flamc convcy; 

Your kindling sparks, that ne’er can die, 
Blind Cupid’s burning torch supply: 

How dull thc spring of life would prove, 
Without thc kiss that waits on lovc! 
Youth first to thcc its homagc pays, 
Bccomes cnlighten’d from thy rays; 

And, hast’ning by your fost’ring fircs 
Thc birth of all thc gay desires, 

From youthfuI lips you soon rcccivc 
Thc richest harvcsts lips can givc. 

m 

Far from the worlđ’s morc glaring сус, 
What crowds of wretchcd beings lic; 
Who sccm in dull oblivion doom’d 
For cvcr to rcmain entomb’dl 
То them no zephjr’s balmy wing 
Refreshing gales, or sweets can bring; 

С»<чЗ 



No rip*nmg crops of goldcn grain 
For ihcm adorn thc waving plain; 

Yct, thy pcrsuasivc magic binds 
То this tcrrcstrial orb thcir minds; 

And bids thcm, in thcir gloomy statc, 
Smilc, nor rcgrct thcir pitcous fatc. 

IV 

Thc flow’rs, that in уоп mcadow grow, 

То thcc thcir bloom, thcir fragrancc owc; 
Thc blossom’d shrubs, in gaudy drcM, 

Thy gcnial warmth, thy pow*r confcss; 

Thc strcam, that winds along thc grovc, 
And courts thc shorc with wavc$ of lovc, 

Is taught by thcc thc fond cmbracc, 

Ву thcc is taught cach rural gracc: 

On gcntly-partcd lips, say, why 
Is plac’d thc rosc’s bcautcous dyc? 

Becausc, on that soft scat of btiss 
Abides thc rosy-brcathing kiss. 

V 

Lct rigid scruple furl hcr brow, 

And blamc thc comforts you bcstow: 

Thc sagc, the hcro, thcc obcy; 

Nay, legislators own thy sway. 

Sce, thrcat’ning Cacsar mounts his car, 

То join th’ cmbattlcd sons of war; 

Swift from thc capitol hc flics, 

And cv’ry hostilc warrior dics: 

But soon hc quit$ the blccding plain, 

With transport hugs fair bcauty’s chain, 
And, c’cn bcncath his laurd’s shadc, 
Caresscs many a Roman maid. 

VI 

Could Mahomct, whosc dauntless soul 
Supcrior rosc to all control, 

Whosc breast was Hr’d with hope sublime, 
Who thought that ignorance and crimc 
Wcrc dcstin’d o’cr this globc t’ havc reign'd; 
Could that stern victor have sustain’d 
The harsh, fatiguing toil of arms; 

Had not his houris’ soothing charms, 

And tender kisscs, luH’d to rest 
The maitial tumults of hit breast; 

If the seraglio of this earth 

Had not to those sweet joys giv’n birth, 

Which, in thc paradise of lovc, 

The prophet hop’d to tastc above? 
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But tow’ring domcs, that strike thc cycs 
With outwarcl grandcur, you dcspisc; 
Thcrc stormy passions govcrn scnsc, 

And banish tcndcr fcclings thcncc. 

Say, couldst thou wcU<ontcntcd Не 
On lips with shrivcll’d coldncss dry, 

On lips, that no bright purplc wcar! 

But pal’d by sickncss, or by carc? 

The gilded ccilings, bcds of state, 

Thc gaudy chambers of thc great, 

Th’ cmbroidcr’d cushions thcy display, 
Must fright thc gcntlc kiss away. 

VIII 

Fly to thc rural, shadowy dells: 

Thcrc pcacc in calm rctiremcnt dwclls; 
And, underncath thc bccch’s shadc, 

Thy am’rous sccrcts arc display’d; 

Thcrc, on thc hay'mow, or the grass, 
Sport the fond youth, and fondcr lass; 
Thcrc, unconstrain’d in frolic play, 

A kiss thcy lcnd, a kiss гсрау; 

Pleasurcs so num’rous round them flow, 
Envy can nc’cr thc numbcr know; 

Nor arc thc lips’ swect joys dcny’d 
Ву prudcs, aHccting virtuous pride. 

IX 

Tho’ tcmptcd hcnce your flight to takc, 
Му humblc mansion nc’er forsake; 

То you if constant I rcmain, 

Let kindncss rccompcnse my painl 
Around my youth frcsh flow’rcts shcd, 
Till agc shall silvcr o'er my hcad; 

Then softly fan my drooping flres, 

And wakc thc half-cxtinct dcsires: 

So mayst thou, in thy wand’rings, mcct 
Young innoccncc, who smiles so swect! 
And may shc all-submissivc prove, 

То thce, the guiltless guest of love! 

X 

So may thc nymph of gay flfteen, 

Ву strict matcrnal eycs unseen, 

То somc scqucstcr’d grovc retirc; 

There, reading, nurse hcr infant flre; 
Frec from a parcnt’s stcrn control, 
Ехр 1 оге her newly-op’ning toul; 
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And riot о*сг my tmVous pagc, 

Soft-yiclding to voluptuous ragcl 
So may swcct dreams of rapt’rous јоу 
Hcr plcasing slumbcrs oft cmploy; 

Till many a fond, illusivc kiss 
Shall almost rcalisc thc bliss! 

> 

A Lovc Song from India^ 

VOVAGE AU PAYS DU HASCHICH: JACOLLIOT, PARIS, 1883 
ТНВ MAID 

Ohl my lovcd onc, I know not what firc consumcs mc, my mouth 
is parchcd, my hcart is throbbing. What is this ill for which I know 
no curc? Thc star of night whosc rays should givc my soul rcposc 
by hcralding thc advcnt of him for whom I wait, has not yct riscn.... 
Unhappy that I am, hc for whom my hcart is watching, whom my lips 
dcsirc, from whom my parchcd bosom longs to rcccivc life, will not 
comc. 

I said to mysclf: I will trcad thc lotus-bordcrcd path.... But alasl I 
havc found thcrc thc scrpcnt of lovc and his crucl tooth. Can it bc 
that thc moon’s rays, so coid by naturc and $o swcct to mortals, havc 
lit thc firc which consumcs mc within? 

Thc night'brcczc, cool, and hcavy with thc sccnt of flowcrs, sccms 
to mc now likc a scorching flamc. Нс alonc occupics all my thoughts 
and I havc no will but his. Нс fills my wholc bcing, and my soiU i$ 
bcrcft of cncrgy and strcngth. ♦ 

I tremblc and am distraught; my sight fails mc and I fccl as though 
about to die. 


ТНЕ LOVER 

Swcct onc, I am hcrc, and scarccly yct docs thc moon, who$c shining 
orb should bc thc signal of my coming, bcgin to show hcrsclf. And 
scc, уоп fair planct whosc brighincss is rcvcalcd in thy dcar facc, now 
is vcilcd by clouds, likc thy facc whcn shadcd with thc trcsscs of thy 
hair. Hcr disc stands forth likc a bow in thc hcavcns and rcscmblcs 
thc glcaming gold which dccks thy ncck. 

Thc strcams of watcr which fall from thc clouds arc as slcnder and 
graccful as thy limbs. 

On thc dark background of thc clouds a long linc of swans advanccs 
rivallcd in whitcncss by thy dazzling tccth. 

1 Throughoul Hmdustan, no orgy of lovc is cver commcnced vviihoui ihe 
rccitation of thii voluptuous song after an invocation of the Davrn and of 
the Sun: the two pcrsonages in the Hindoo Panthcon whoic uflice it is to lavisb 
on mortals ail good, all wcaith and all fortune. 

The young and lovely Nourmah complicd with this custom. 

То this invocation succeeded a long song sustained by two voices. A secood 
dandng girl appeared; her office it was, disguitcd as a youth, to rcply to Nourmah 
in aiternate strains. 

Nourmah commenccd the song. 
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Ohl light of my lifc, spcak on, spcak on; thc sound of thy voicc is 
as wclcome to my hcart as cooling showers to a sun-dried land. 

THl LOVIK 

I thirst for thy kisscs; lct mc !ay my lips on thinc which arc as frcsh 
and ruddy as the pomegranatc. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Ah! I die within thine arms. 


ТНВ LOVER 

Let me press thy lovely breasts, hrm as the goldcn apples in the 
Gardcn of Cama and swcct to smcll as thc jasminC'flowcr. 

ТНЕ MAID 

I am thine, oh my loved one; in thy embracc, mine eyes are lost in 
vacancy and lifc bcgins to lcavc mc; oh, holy Goddcss, Lakmc, Mothcr 
of Love, does one feel such pleasurc in dying of love? 

ТНЕ LOVBE 

No, thou wilt not die; ’tis life which in long waves surges into thinc 
entrails athirst for pleasure. 


ТНВ MAID 

Ohl ohl oht my loved onel 


ТНВ LOVER 

Still let me embrace thcc. 


ТНЕ MAID 

I am one with thee; ahl prcss me tighter in thine arms and let an 
amorous embracc unite us like the trcc and bark. 

ТНВ LOVBR 

I fear lest I may hurt thy fair breasts or bruise thy delicate limbs. 

ТНВ MAID 

Havc no fcar... go on, my lion, lct mc fccl thy vigour, picrcc mc 
a$ the huntsman pierces with his arrow the hearts of the faithful hind 
in the thickets... pain givcs stil! a greater zest to pleasure. 

ТНВ LOVIR 

Ohl јоу divinc! And I am the first to roU thy swcct body on a bed 
of dried ieavcs.... 



THl UASD 

КШ mc, comc, kill mc by plcasurc, кШ mc by lovc, кШ mc by 
јоу. 

ТНЕ LOVBE 

Nay, rathcr livc, in ordcr that wc may rcpcat thesc hours o£ mad- 
dcst passion. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Ohl кШ mc rather than forget me. 

ТНЕ LOVSE 

Forget thecl forgct thcel ahl read in mine cycs the wild pleasure 
which thou givest me. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Ahl what i$ this strange quivering . . . ? 

ТНВ LOVER 

Tis thc plcasure of lovc. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Му hcad swim$, my lips grow cold ... Cama, mighty God, hclp 
mel I am dying. 

ТНЕ LOVER 

Nol for a ncw lifc bcgins to circulatc in thy womb. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Whcrc am I, ус Gods? 

ТНЕ LOVER 

Fear naught, for I am ncar thce. 

ТНЕ MAID 

I am afraid. 


ТНЕ LOVER 

What canst thou drcad within thy Iovcr*$ arms? 

ТНЕ MAID 

Ah, I rcmcmbcr . . . thy kisscs burn mc still; Icavc mc not. 

ТНЕ LOVER 

I watch over thce as a mother watches ovcr hcr child. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Thc horrid Pisatchas may play mc somc cvil trick. 
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They can do oaught to thee here upon my heart. 

ТНВ МАП> 

Sing to me, my loved one, for thc sound of thy voice givcs me 
confidence. 


ТНВ LOVER 

Tis thc season thc most propitious for lovc, thc lcavcs arc fallcn 
into the pools and cover the water$ once so bright and limpid and 
now dulled by thc strcams; thcsc clouds, drivcn by the wind and on 
which the moonlight plays, clash togcthcr in the air like clephants 
fighting in the forest with thcir dazzling tusks. 

ТНВ MAID 

And it is thc strongcst which o’crcomcs the othcrs in the forcst 
gladc. And so thou hast madc mc yicld to thce on this bcd of dried 
leaves. 


ТНВ LOVBR 

I havc won thcc by lovc, not ovcrcoming thcc by force. 

ТНВ МАШ 

Yct bclievc mc, my lovcd onc, that lovc is willing to find itsclf 
tamed and subdued by force. 

ТНЕ LOVER 

I know of no time morc propitious for love than this stormy season 
which 80 oflcn sccs thc scvcn-colourcd bow appcaring in the sky, 
like thc sacred sign which crowns thy forchcad, At sight of the 
stormy sky, thc pcacocks loudly voicc thcir јоу, uttcring shrill crics 
and gathering togcthcr; thcy rcar aloft thcir tails hcavy and shapcless 
with thc rain, and prancing bcsidc thcir companions, imitatc thc 
movements of a dancer. Somc, undcr thc shcltcr of thc tcrraccs, stalk 
proudly and display thc varicd colours of thcir brilliant plumagc; 
whilc othcrs, caught by thc storm on thc tops of thc trccs, gathcr thc 
treasures of thcir plumagc bencath thcir moistcncd wings, and, 
thcir fair body all quivcring, dcsccnd to thc grccn carpct of the 
ground. 

The rain ccascs for an instant, and all around thc soft frcsh air 
is balmy with ihc sccnt of sandal and fillcd with ihc intoxicating 
pcrfumes of Eastcrn flowcrs, a dclicious air which drics the swcat 
of plcasurc on our limbs and forctclls a frcsh fall of rain to follow. 
What would autumn bc dcprivcd of this bcncficcnt brcczc? No, thcrc 
is noihtng to bc prcfcrrcd to this pcrfumcd wind which comcs to 
disturb tbc ca\m of out mtctcoutsc, atvd, aflct tbc swcct fatiguc of 
\ovc, gcndy icfrcsbcs our burning \imbs. 
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Ohl sing again. 


ТНЖ МАШ 


ТНВ LOVBR 

Sec, my swcctcst, thc hcavcn ladcn with clouds, likc somc dccp 
lakc hung abovc our hcads whosc watcrs thrcatcn cach instant to 
brcak thcir banks; scc too thcsc clouds which thc moon cncirclcs 
with a silvcrn gir^c; thcy bring coolncss to this parchcd carth. 

Ohl how I lovc this rcason o£ thc усаг, bringing in its train thc 
thundcr and ihc storm; it wakcs fond lovcrs from thcir slumbcr, 
and compcls thcm to scek a shcltcr from thcir fcar in onc another’s 
arms, and thus doublcs thc transports of thcir lovc. 

ТНВ MAID 

Oht my dearest, my sweetcst, who arc to my soul as the cloud to 
the thirsty carth, this season has one defect, for with a damp and 
gIoomy vcil it hidcs from our gazc that moon which shincs likc 
thy fair facc. Whcn that planct, thc world’s swcct torch, is rcvcalcd 
bctwecn the clouds, the fascinatcd watchcr sccms to sec a fricnd comc 
back from thc far-off land. Thc moon is thc witncss of thc groans 
of thc maid scparatcd from hcr lovcr. Oh, moon! thou charm of sccrct 
mectings, how fair thou art when the lover remains faithful and 
hastens to his mistress at the appointed hour; how sad and gloomy 
when the abandoned mistress follows thy ccurse with her cyes, as 
shc counts thc hours which slowIy pass, whcn thc faithlcss lovcr has 
forgottcn hcr whom oncc hc lovcd. 

ТНЕ LOVER 

Му lifc’s charm, my bclovcd, I swcar that thou shalt ncver count 
those hours, I swear that thou shalt never havc causc to follow with 
lonely eycs thc coursc of the moon, and that thy lover shalt always 
come bcfore the hour of mceting. 

ТНЕ MAID 

Ah! I nccd to hcar thinc oaths; swcar that thou wilt ncvcr lcavc mc. 

ТНЕ LOVER 

I swcar to love thec always, and may my soul takc lifc again in 
thc body of a vampirc, whosc only food is ihc bodics of ihosc whom 
he drags from thcir tombs, if I cver fail to my oath. 

ТНВ MAID 

I bclicvc thcc, bclovcd onc. 


ТНЕ LOVER 

Come lct U5 entcr again this shady dcll and scal our vows with 
iresh kisscs. 

СнО 



The Complaint of the 
Fair Helm-makpr Grown Old 

BY PIIAN9OIS VILLON, 1431-1485. TBANSLATED BY 
JOHN PAVNB 


Мвтноиснт I hcard the fair complain 
—Thc fair that crst was hclm-makcr-- 
And wish hcrsclf a girl again. 

Aftcr this fashion did I hcar: 

“Alackl old agc, fclon and drear, 

Why hast so carly laid mc low? 

What hinders but I stay mc hcrc 
And so at onc strokc cnd my woc? 

п 

“Thou hast undonc thc mighty thrall 
In which my bcauty hcld for mc 
Clerks, mcrchants, churchmcn, onc and all: 
For nevcr man my facc might scc, 

But wouid havc givcn his all for fcc,— 
Without a thought of his abusc,— 

So I should yield him at his grec 
What churls for nothing now rcfusc. 

П1 

“I did to many me dcny 
(Thcrcin I showcd but little guile) 

For lovc of onc right falsc and $ly, 

Whom without stint I lovcd crcwhilc. 
Whcncvcr clsc I might bcwilc, 

I loved him wcll, sorry or glad: 

But hc to mc was harsh and vilc 
And lovcd mc but for what I had. 

IV 

“111 as hc uscd mc, and howc’cr 
Unkind, I lovcd him nonc thc lcss: 

Evcn had hc madc mc faggots bcar, 

Onc kiss from him or onc carcss, 

And I forgot my cvcry strcss. 

Thc roguc! 4 was cvcr thus thc samc 
With him. It brought mc scant licssc: 
And what is lcft mc? Sin and shamc. 

V 

“Now is hc dcad this thirty усаг, 

And Гт grown old and worn and gray: 
Whcn I rccall thc days that wcrc 
And think of what I am to-day 



And whcn me naked I survcy 
And sce my body shrunk to nought, 

Withcrcd and shrivcllcd,—wclTawayl 
For grief I am well-nigh distraught. 

VI 

*‘Where is that clear and crystal brow? 

Those cycbrows arched and goldcn hair? 
And thosc bright cycs, whcrc are thcy now, 
Whcrcwith thc wiscst ravishcd wcrc? 

The littlc nosc so straight and fair; 

Thc tiny tcndcr pcrfcct car; 

Whcrc is thc dimplcd chin and whcrc 
Thc pouting lips so rcd and clear? 

VII 

“Thc shouldcrs gcnt and straight and small; 

Round arms and whitc hands dclicatc; 

Thc littlc pointcd brcasts withal; 

Thc haunchcs plump and high and straight, 
Right fit for amorous dcbate; 

Widc hips and dainty qucIqucchosc, 

Bctwixt broad firm thighs situate, 

Within its littlc gardcn-closc. 

VIII 

“Brows wrinklcd sorc and trcsscs gray; 

Thc brows all falln and dim thc супс 
That wont to charm men’s hearts away; 

The nosc, that was so siraight and finc, 

Now bcnt and swervcd from bcauty’s linc; 
Chin pcakcd, cars furrcd and hanging down; 

Fadcd thc face and quenchcd its shine 
And lips merc bags of loose skin grown. 

IX 

“Such is the cnd of human gracc: 

Thc arms grown short and hands all thrawn; 
Thc shouldcrs bowcd out of thcir placc; 

Thc brcasts all shrivcllcd up and gonc; 

The haunches like thc paps withdrawn; 

Thc thighs no longcr likc to ihighs, 

Withcrcd and mottlcd all likc brawn, 

And fic on that bctwccn thcm licsl 

X 

“And so thc litany gocs round, 

Lamenting the good time gone by, 

Among us crouchcd upon thc ground, 

Роог silly hags, to-huddlcd by 
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А scanty firc of hcmpstalks dry, 

Kinđlcđ in hastc and soon gonc out; 

(Wc that oncc hcld our hcads so high!) 

So ail takc turn and turn about! 

> 

Ballad of Villon and Muckje Meg 

BY PRAN9OIS VILLON. TRANSLATED BY JOHN PAYNE 


Because I lovc and scrvc a whorc sans glosc, 

Think not thcrcforc or knavc or fool am I. 

Shc haih in hcr such goods as no man knows. 

For lovc of hcr, targct and dirk I ply: 

Whcn clicnts come, I hcnd a pot thcrc nigh 
And gct mc gonc for winc, without word said: 
Bcforc thcm water, fruit, brcad, chccsc, I sprcad. 

If thcy рау wcll, I bid thcm “Wcll God aidl 
Comc herc again, whcn you of lust are lcd, 

In thii the brothel tvhere we ply our trade!* 

п 

But surcly bcforc long an ill wind blows 
Whcn, coinlcss, Margot comcs by mc to lic. 

I hatc thc sight of hcr, catch up hcr hosc, 

Hcr gown, hcr surcoat and hcr girdlc-tie, 
Swcaring to pawn thcm, mcat and drink to buy. 
She grips mc by thc throat and cufis my hcad, 

Crics “Antichnst!” and swcars by Jcsus dead, 

It shall not bc; till I, to quell the jade, 

A potsherd scizc and scorc hcr nosc with rcd, 

In this the brothel where we ply our trade. 

iii 

Thcn shc, pcacc madc, to show wc’rc no morc focs, 
A hugcous crack of wind at me lcts fly 
And laughing scts hcr fist against my nose, 

Bids mc “Go to” and claps mc on ihe thigh; 
Thcn, drunk, likc logs wc slccp till, by and by, 
Awaking, whcn hcr womb is hungcrcd, 

То sparc the child bcncath hcr girdlc stcad, 

She mounts on me, flat a$ a pancake laid. 

With wantoning shc wcars mc lo thc thrcad, 

In this the brothel where we ply our trade. 

ENVOI 

Hail, rain, freczc, ready bakcd I hold my bread: 
Wcll worth a Icchcr wiih a wanton wcdl 
Whcthcr’s thc worse? Thcy diffcr not a shrcd. 

111 cat to Ш rat; each for each was made. 
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Wc flcc from honour; it from us hath flcd: 
Lcwdncss wc lovc, that stands us wcll in stcad, 

In this the brothel tvhere we ply our trade. 

> 

Ballad of Ladiei Love 

BY FRAN9OIS VILLON. TRANSLATED BY JOHN PAYNE 
I 

Well cnough favourcd and with substancc still 
Somc littlc storcd, chancc brought mc ’ncath love’s 
spcll 

And day and night, until I had my wiil, 

I pined in languor uncndurablc: 

I lovcd a damscl morc than I can tell; 

But, with good luck and rosc-noblcs a score, 

I had what mcn of maids havc had beforc. 

Thcn, in mysclf considcring, I did say: 

“Lovc scts by plcasant spccch but littlc storc; 

The wealthy gallant always gains the 4 ауГ 

ii 

So chanced it that, whilst coin my pursc did fill, 

Thc world wcnt тсггу as a marriagc bcll 
And I was all in all with her, until, 

Without word said, my wanton’s loosc cycs fcll 
Upon a graybcard, rich but foul as hcll: 

A man morc hidcous nevcr woman borc. 

But what of that? Не had his will and morc: 

And I, confoundcd, strickcn with dismay, 

Upon ihis text wcnt glosing passing sorc; 

The weaithy gallant always gains the day! 

III 

Now she did wrong; for ncvcr had shc ill 
Or spitc of mc: I chcrished hcr so well 
That, had shc asked mc for thc moon, my skill 
I had cssaycd to storm hcavcn’s citadcl. 

Yct, of shccr vicc, hcr body did shc scll 
Unto thc servicc of that satyr hoar: 

The which I sccing, of my clcrkly lovc 
I made and scnt to hcr a pitcous lay: 

And shc: “Lack-gold undid thcc’’; words but four. 

The wecdthy gallant always gains the day! 

ENVOI 

Fair Prince, more skilled than апу onc of уогс 
In plcasant spcech, look thou havc coin galore 
Within thy pouch: as Meung that clcrk so gay 
And wise, hath told u$, in the amorous war 
The wealthy gallant always gains the dayt 
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Ballad of Ladies* Love, No, 2 


Whoso in lovc would bcar thc bcll, 

Nccds must hc prank him gallandy, 
Swaggcr and rulHc it, bold and sncll, 

And whcn to his lady’s sight comcs hc, 

Don cloth of gold and cmbroidery; 

For ladics likcn a goodlv show. 

This should scrvc wcll; but, by Maric, 

Not ail can it that wiU, heighol 

II 

Oncc on a season in lovc I fcll 
With a lady gracious and swcct to sce, 
Who spokc mc fair, that shc liked me wcll 
And gladly would hcarkcn to my plca, 

But first I must givc to hcr for fce 
Fifly gold crowns, not lcss nor mo\ 

Fifty gold crowns?— 0 * right good grcc! 
Not all can nic^^ it that will, heighol 

III 

То bcd I wcnt with thc damscl 
And thcrc four timcs right mcrrily 
I did to hcr what I may not tcll 
In lcss than an hour and a half, pcrdic, 
Thcn with a failing voicc shc said, 

“Oncc morc, I prithcc! my hcart is woc.” 

Oncc morc, quotha, swccthcart? Ah mc, 
Not all can nick^ it that will, heighol 

ENVOI 

Grcat God of lovc, I cravc of thcc, 

If cvcr again I lay hcr low, 

Nc’cr lct my lancc untcmpcrcd bc, 

Not all can nic^ it that will, heighol 

Л 

Mediceval Latin Studenfs Songs 

FROM WINE, WOMEN AND SONC. TRANSLATED ВУ JOHN 
ADDINCTON SVMONDS 
ТО LVDIA 

Lvdia bright, thou girl morc whitc 
Than ihe milk of morning ncw, 

Ог young iilics in thc light! 

Matched with thy rosc'whiteness, huc, 

Of rcd rosc or whitc rosc palcs, 

And thc polishcd ivory fails, 

Ivory fails. 
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Sprcađ, O sprcad, my girl, thy hair, 
Ambcr-hucd and hcavcnly bright, 
As finc gold or goldcn air! 

Show, O show thy throat so whitc, 
Throat and ncck that marblc finc 
Ovcr thy whitc brcasts inclinc, 

Brcasts inciinc. 


Lift, O lift thinc cycs ihat arc 
Undcrncath thosc cyclids dark, 
Lustrous as thc cvcning star 
’Ncath thc dark hcavcn’s purplc агс! 
Barc, O barc thy chccks of rosc, 

Dycd with Tyrian rcd that glows, 

Rcd that glows. 


Givc, O givc thosc lips of lovc 
That thc coral boughs cclipsc; 

Givc swcct kisscs, đovc by dovc, 

Soft dcsccnding on my lips. 

Scc my soul how forth shc flics! 

’Ncath cach kiss my picrccd hcart dics, 
Picrccd hcart dics. 


Whcrcfore dost thou draw my lifc, 

Drain my hcart’s blood with thy kiss? 
Scarcc can I cndure thc strifc 
Of ihis ecstasy of blissl 
Sct, O set my poor hcart frcc, 

Bound in icy chains by thcc, 

Chains by thcc. 


Hidc, O hidc thosc hills of snow, 
Twinncd upon thy breast that risc, 
Whcrc thc virgin fountains flow 
With frcsh milk of Paradisc! 

Thy barc bosom brcathcs of myrrh, 
From thy wholc sclf plcasurcs stir, 
Pleasures stir. 


Hidc, O hide thosc paps that tire 
Scnsc and spirit with exccss 
Of snow-whitcncss and dcsirc 
Of thy breast’s deliciousness! 
Scc’st thou, crucl, how I swoon? 
Leav’st thou me half lost so soon? 

Lost so soon? 
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А РОЕМ ОР PRIVACV 

When а young man, passion-ladcn, 

In a chambcr mcets a maidcn, 

Thcn felicitous communion, 

Ву love's strain betwccn thc twain, 
Grows from forth tbeir union; 

For the game, it bath no namc, 

Of iips, arms, and hidden charms. 

> 

COME, THEREFORE NOW, MY GENTLE FERE 

CoME, thcrcforc now, my gcntlc fcrc, 
Whom as my hcart I hold full dcar; 

Entcr my littlc room, which is 
Adorncd with quaintcst raritics: 

Thcrc arc thc scats with cushions sprcad, 
Thc roof with curtains ovcrhead; 

Thc housc wiih flowcrs of swcctest sccnt 
And scattcrcd hcrbs is redolcnt: 

A tablc thcrc is dcftly dight 
With mcats and drinks of rarc dclight; 
Thcrc too thc winc flows, sparkling, frcc; 
And all, my lovc, to plcasurc thce. 

Thcrc sound cnchanting symphonics; 

Thc clcar high notcs of flutcs arise; 

A singing girl and artful boy 
Arc chanting for thcc strains of јоу; 

Нс touchcs with his quill thc wire, 

Shc tuncs hcr notc unto thc lyrc: 

Thc scrvants саггу to and fro 
Dishes and cups of ruddy glow; 

But thcsc dclights, I will confcss, 

Than plcasant convcrsc charm mc lcss; 
Nor is thc fcast so swcct to mc 
As dcar familiarity. 

Thcn comc now, sistcr of my hcart, 

That dcarcr than all othcrs art, 

Unto minc cycs thou shining sun, 

Soul of my soul, thou only onc! 

I dwclt alonc in thc wild woods, 

And loved all sccrct solitudcs; 

Oft would I fly from tumults far, 

And shunned whcre crowds of pcople arc. 
O dearest, do not longcr stayl 
Scck wc to livc and lovc t04layl 
I cannot livc without thcc, swcctl" 

Timc bids us now our lovc complete. 
Why should wc thcn dcfer, my own, 
What must bc donc ог latc ог soon? 

Do quickly what thou canst not shunl 
I have no hesitation. 
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ТНБ SUrr ТО PHVLUS 

Hail! thou longcđ-for month o£ Мау, 
Dcar to lovcrs evcry day; 

Thou that kindlest hour by hour 
Life in man and bloom in bowert 
0 уе crowds of flowers and hucs 
Thiat with јоу thc sense confuse» 

Hail! and to our bosom bring 
Bliss and every jocund thingl 
Swcct thc conccrt of thc birds; 

Lovers listcn to thcir words; 

For sad winter hath gone by, 

And a soft wind blows on high. 

Earth hath donned hcr purple vcst, 

Fields with laughing flowcrs are dressed, 
Shade upon the wild wood spreads, 
Trees lift up thcir !cafy heads; 

Naturc in hcr јоу гочЈау 
Bids all living things be gay; 

Glad her face and fair hcr gracc 
Underneath the sun’s cmbracc! 

Venus stirs thc lover’s brain, 

With lifc’s ncctar fills his vcin, 

Pouring through his limbs the heat 
Which makcs pulsc and passion bcat. 

O how happy was thc birth 
Whcn thc lovclicst soul on carth 
Тоок thc form and lifc of thcc, 

Shaped in all felicity! 

O how ycIlow is thy hair! 

Thcrc is nothing wrong, I swear, 

In thc wholc of thcc; thou art 
Framcd to fill a living hcart! 

Lo, thy forchcad quccnly crowned, 

And the cycbrows dark and round, 
Curvcd likc Iris at the tips, 

Down the dark heavens whcn she slips! 

Red as rose and white as snow 
Arc thy chccks that pale and gIow; 

’Mid a thousand maidens thou 
Hast no paragon, I vow. 

Round thy lips and red as be 
Applcs on thc apple-trce; 

Bright thy tecth as апу star; 

Soft and low thy speeches are; 

Long thy hand, and long thy side, 

And thc throat thy breasts divide; 

AU thy form bcyond compare 
Wa8 of God’s own art thc carc. 
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Sparks of passion scnt from thec 
Sct on firc thc hcart of mc; 

Thcc bcyond all vvhom I know 
I must lovc for cvcr so. 

Lo, my hcart to dust will burn 
UnJcss thou this fiamc rcturn; 

Still thc firc will last, and I, 

Living now, at length shall dicl 
Thcrcforc, Phyllis, hcar me ргау, 

Lct us twain togcihcr play, 

Joining lip to lip and breast 
Unto breast in pcrfcct rcstl 

A PASTORAL 

There went out in thc dawning light 
A littlc rustic maidcn; 

Hcr fiock so whitc, hcr crook so slight, 
With ficccy new wool laden. 

Small is ihc fiock, and therc you’ll scc 
Thc shc'ass and thc wether; 

This goat’s a hc, and that’s a shc, 

Thc bull'calf and thc heifcr. 

Shc looked upon thc grcen sward, whcre 
A siudcnt lay at lcisurc: 

What do you there, young sir, so fair?” 
‘Comc, play with mc, my trcasure!” 

/ 

THE WOOlNG 

All thc woods are now in fiowcr, 
Song-birds sing in field and bowcr, 
Orchards ihcir whitc blossoms shower: 
Lads, makc теггу in Love’s hour! 

Sordid gricf hath flown away, 

Fcrvid Love is hcrc to-day; 

Не will tamc without dclay 
Ihosc who love not whilc lhcy may. 

НЕ. “Faircst maidcn, list to mc; 

Do not thus disdainful bc; 

Scorn and anger disagrcc 
With thy youth, and injurc thce. 

l am wcaker than thou art; 

Mighty Lovc hath pierccd my hcart; 
Scarcc can I cndurc his dart: 

Lcst I dic, hcal, hcal my smart!” 
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SHB. “Why d’ you соах mc, suitor blinđ? 

What you scck you will not find; 

Гт too young for lovc to bind; 

Such vain tridcs vcx my mind. 

Is’t your will with mc to toy? 
ril not matc with man or boy: 

Likc thc Ph(cnix, to спјоу 
Singlc lifc shall bc my јоу.” 

НЕ. “Yct Lovc is tyrannous, 

Harsh, ficrcc, impcrious! 

Нс who man’s hcart can thus 
Shattcr, may makc to bow 
Maidcns as stcrn as thoul” 

SHE. “Now by your worđs I’m *warc 
What you wish, what you arc; 

You know lovc wcll, I swcar! 

So ril bc lovcd by you; 

Now I'm on firc too!” 

/ 

FLORA 

Rudelv bIows thc wintcr blast, 

Withcrcd !cavcs arc falling fast, 

Cold hath hushcd thc birds at last. 

Whilc thc hcavcns wcrc warm and glowing 
Naturc’s offspring lovcd in Мау; 

But man’s hcart no dcbt is owing 
То such changc of month or day 
As thc dumb brutc-bcasts obcy. 

Oh, thc joys of this posscssing! 

How unspcakablc thc blcssing 
That my Flora yiclds to-day! 

Labour long I did not ruc, 

Erc I won my wagcs duc, 

And thc prizc I playcd for drcw. 

Fiora with hcr brows of laughtcr, 

Gazing on mc, brcathing bliss, 

Draws my ycarning spirit aftcr, 

Sucks my soul forth In a kiss: 

Whcrc’s thc pastimc matchcd with this? 
Oh, thc joys of this posscssing! 

How unspcakablc thc blcssing 
Of my Flora’s lovelincss! 

Truly minc is no harsh doom, 

Whilc in this sccluđcd room 
Vcnus lights for mc chc gloom! 

Flora faultlcss as a blossom 



Bares her smooth limbs for mine eyes; 
Softiy shines her virgin bosom, 

And the breasts that gendy rise 
Like the hills of Paradise. 

Oh, the joys of this possessing! 

How unspcakablc thc blcssing 
Whcn my Flora is thc prizc! 

From hcr tcndcr brcasts dcclinc, 

In a gradual curving line, 

Flanks likc swansdown whitc and fine. 

On hcr skin the touch disccrncth 
Naught of rough; ’tis soft as snow: 
’Ncath thc waist hcr bclly turncth 
Unto fulncss, wherc bcIow 
In Lovc’s gardcn lilies blow. 

Oh, thc joys of this possessing! 

How unspcakablc thc blcssing! 

Swcctcst swccts from Flora flow! 

Ah! should Jovc but find my fair, 

Нс would fall in lovc, I swcar, 

And to his old tricks rcpair: 

In a cloud of gold dcsccnding 
As on Danac’s brazcn towcr, 

Or thc sturdy bull’s back bending, 

Or would vcil his godhood’s powcr 
In a swan’s form for onc hour. 

Oh, thc joys of this posscssing! 

How unspcakablc thc blessing! 

How divinc my Flora’s flowcr! 

> 

The Kisses of fohannes Secundus' 

KISS II 

TRANSLATED ВУ THOMAS STANLEY 

As in a thousand wanton curls thc vinc 
Doth ihc lovcd clm cmbracc; 

As clasping ivy round thc oak doth twinc, 
То kiss his leafy facc; 

So thou about my ncck thy arms shalt fling, 
Joining to minc thy brcast; 

So shalj my arms about thy fair ncck cling, 
Му lips on thinc imprest. 

Ccrcs nor Bacchus, carc of lifc, nor slccp, 
Shall forcc me to rctirc; 

But wc at oncc will on cach other’s lip 
Our mutual souls cxpire. 
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Then hand in hand down to th* Elysian piains 
(Crossing thc Stygian lake) 

Wc’ll through thosc ficlds, whcre spring etcrnal rcigns, 
Our plcasing јоигпсу takc. 

Thcrc thcir fair mistrcsscs thc hcrocs lcad, 

And thcir old lovcs repcat, 

Singing or dancing in a fiowery mcad, 

With myrtlcs round bcsct. 

Roses and violets smile bencath a screen 
Of evcr-vcrdant lays; 

And gentle zcphyr amorously bctwccn 
Thcir lcavcs untroublcd plays. 

Thcrc constandy thc prcgnant carth unplough’d 
Нсг fruitful storc supplics; 

Whcn wc comc thithcr, all thc happy crowd 
From thcir grccn throncs will risc. 

Thcrc thou in placc abovc Jove’s numerous train 
Of mistresses shall sit; 

Hcrs Hclcn, Homcr will not his disdain, 

For thec and me to quit. 

> 

KISS V 

TRANSLATED BY JOHN I775 

While tcndcrly around mc cast 
Your arms, Ncacra, hold mc fast; 

And hanging o’cr, to vicw confcst, 

Your ncck, and gcndy-hcaving breast; 

Down on my shoulders soft declinc 
Your bcaudes more than half divine; 

With wand’ring looks that o’er mc rovc, 

And fire the meldng soul with love: 

Whilc you, Ncacra, fondly join 
Your litde poudng lips with mine; 

And frolic bitc your am’rous swain, 

Complaining soft if bit again; 

And swccdy-murm’ring pour along 
Thc trembling acccnts of your tongue, 

Your tongue, now hcrc now thcrc that strayi, 
Now here now there delightcd plays; 

That now my humid kisses sips, 

Now wanton darts between my lips; 

And on my bosom raptured lie, 

Vendng thc gendy-whisper’d sigh; 

A sigh that kindles warm desircs, 

And kindly fans life’s drooping f^s; 

Soft as the zephyr’s brcezy wing, 

And balmy as t^ breath o£ spring; 
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While you, swcct nymphl with amVous play, 
/п kisscs suck my brcath away; 

Му bfcath with wasting warmth rcplctc, 
Parch’d by my brcast’s contagious hcat; 

Till, brcathing soft, you pour again 
Rcturning lifc through cvcry vein; 

Thus soothc to rcst my passion’s ragc, 

Lovc’s burning fcvcr thus assuagc: 

Swcct nymphl whosc brcath can bcst allay 
Thosc fircs that on my bosom ргсу, 

Brcath wclcomc as thc cooling galc, 

That blows whcn scorching hcats prcvail: 

Thcn, morc than blcst, I fondly swcar, 

“No powcr can with Lovc’s power comparc! 
Nonc in thc starry court of Jovc 
Is grcatcr than thc god of Love! 

If апу can yct grcatcr bc, 

Ycs, my Ncacra! ycs, ’tis thcc!’’ 

Л 

KISS XVI 

TRANSLATED BY JOHN NOTT, I775 

Bricht as Vcnus’ goldcn star, 

Fair as Dian’s silvcr car, 

Nymph, with cvery charm rcplctc, 

Givc mc hundrcd kisscs swcet; 

Thcn as many kisscs morc 
O’cr my lips profuscly pour, 

As th’ insatiatc bard could want, 

Or his bountcous Lesbia grant; 

As thc vagrant Lovcs that stray 
On thy lips’ ncciarcous way; 

As thc dimpling Graccs sprcad 
On thy chccks’ carnation’d bcd; 

As thc dcaths thy lovcrs dic; 

As thc conqucsts of thinc сус, 

Or thc carcs, and fond dclights, 

Which its changcful bcam incitcs; 

As ihc hopcs and fcars wc provc, 

Ог th’ impassion’d sighs, in love; 

As thc shafts by Cupid spcd, 

Shafts by which my heart has bled; 

As the countlcss stores that still 
All his goldcn quiver fill. 

Whispcr’d plaints, and wanton wilci; 
Spccches soft, and soothing smiles; 
Tccth'imprintcd, telUale blisses, 
Intermix with all thy kisses. 

So, when Zcphyr’s breezy wing 
Wafts thc balmy brcath of spring, 
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Turtlcs thus thcir lovcs rcpcat, 

Fondly bilHng, murm’ring swcct, 

Whilc thcir trcmbling pinions tcU 
What dclights thcir bosoms swell. 

Kiss mc, prcss mc, till you fecl 
All your raptured scnscs rccl; 

Till your eycs, half<ioscd and dim, 

In a dizzy transport swim, 

And you murmur faintly, “Grasp mc, 
Swooning, in your arms oh, clasp mc.” 
In my fond sustaining arms 
I will hold your drooping charms; 
Whilc thc long, lifc-tceming kiss 
Shall rccall your soul to btiss; 

And, as thus thc vital storc 
From my humid lips I pour, 

Till czhausted with thc play, 

All my spirit wastes away; 

Suddcn, in my turn, П 1 сгу, 

“Oh! support mc, for I dic.'* 

То your fost’ring brcast you 11 hold mc, 
In your warm cmbrace cnfotd me; 
Whilc your brcath, in ncctar*d galcs, 

0 *er my sinking soul prevails; 

Whilc your kisscs swcct impart 
Lifc and rapturc to my hcart. 

Thus, whcn youth is in its primc, 

Lct’s спјоу thc goldcn timc; 

For, whcn smiling youth is past, 

Agc thcsc tcndcr joys shall blast: 
Sickncss, which our bloom impairs; 
Slow-€onsuming, painful carcs; 

Dcath, wiih dirc rcmorsclcss ragc; 

AU attcnd thc stcps of agc. 

> 

EpUhalamium of Johanncs Secundus 

TRANSLATED BY GEORCE OGLE, I73I 

ТнЕ hour is comc, with plcasurc crown’d 
Bornc in ctcrnal ordcr round; 

Hour of cndcaring looks and smilcs; 

Hour of voluptuous sports and wilcs; 

Hour fraught with fondly-murmuring sighs; 
Hour blcst with sofdy-dying cycs; 

Hour with commingling kisses sweet; 

Hour of transporting bliss replete; 

Hour worthy cv’n of gods alMvc; 

Hour worthy aU<onunanding Jove; 

For not a fairer-omcn’d hour 

Gnild promise the kind Gnidian power; 
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Not tender Cupid could bestow, 

The boy with silver-splcndid bow, 

And goiden wing; dclicious boyl 
That sorrow still allays with јоу. 

Nor, wont at nuptials to prcside, 

Shc, that of Jove is sistcr-bridcl 
Nor he, on tuneful summit born, 

The god whom flowcry wreaths adorn; 
Who blooming bcauty tcars away, 

Bcars off by forcc the charming ргсу, 
From thc rcluctant mothcr tcars, 

То the rapacious lover bcars. 

Hour long dcsircd! hour long dclay’d! 
Thricc happy youth! thricc happy maid! 

Thrice happy youth suprcmcly blcst, 

Of cvcry wish in onc possest; 

То thcc thc maid of form divinc 
ComtSt sccming loth, but inly thinc. 
Such form as Juno’s sclf might choosc, 
Nor yct thc martial maid rcfusc, 
(Though that th’ cthcrcal sceptre sways, 
And this the shining shield displays,) 
Nor yct thc Cyprian quccn disdain, 

Bcnt to rc-scck thc Phrygian swain, 

And causc of bcauty rc-dccidc, 

In shady valc of flowering Idc. 

How sure to gain thc golden prizc, 
(Though judgcd by Icss discerning cycs, 
Shc, in that matchless form array’dl 
Thricc happy youih! thricc happy maid! 

Thricc happy maid; suprcmcly blcst, 

Of cvcry wish in onc posscst; 

То thcc, on wings of lovc and truth, 
Comcs, all-dcvotc, the raptured youth. 
Thy bending ncck with cagcr hold, 

Thy waist, impaticnt to cnfold. 

Whilc, for that hair of casy flow, 

Whilc, for that breast of virgin $now, 
Whilc, for that lip of rosy dye, 

Whilc, for that swcetIy-spcaHng сус, 
With silent passion he expires, 

And burns with still consuming fircs; 
Now Phoebus, sIow to quit thc skics, 
Now loit’ring Phocbc, sIow to risc 
Persisis, altcrnatc, to upbraid. 

Thrice happy youthl thricc happy maidl 

Scc whcrc thc maiđ, all-panting, lics, 
(Ahl ncvcr morc a maid to risc!) 

And longs, yct trcmblcs at thy trcad; 
Hcr che^s suffuscd with dcccnt icd; 
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Expressing half her inward flamel 
Half springing from ingenuous shamel 
Tears from hcr cycs, perhaps, may stcal, 
Hcr joys thc bcttcr to conceal; 

Thcn sighs, with gricf unreal fraught, 
Thcn follow plaints of wrongs unthought. 
But cease not thou with idle fcars, 

For all hcr plaints, or sighs, or tcars. 

Kiss*d bc thc tcars from off hcr cycs; 

With tcndcr murmurs stopp’d hcr sighs; 
With soothings soft hcr plaints allay’d. 
Thricc happy youth! thricc happy maidl 

Thc maid, in dcccnt ordcr placcd, 

With cvcry bridal honour graccd, 
Through all hcr limbs bcgin to sprcad 
Thc glowings of thc gcnial bcd; 

And languid slccp disposc to takc, 

Did not thc youth, morc watchful, wakc, 
And thc mild quccn of ficrcc dcsirc, 

With warmth not disproportion’d, firc: 
Taught hcncc, nor purplcd kings to prizc? 
Nor sccptcr’d Jovc, that rulcs the skics. 
Soon for soft combats hc prcparcs, 

And gcndc toils of amorous wars. 
Dcclarcd, but with no drcadcd arms; 
Kisses! which, wanton as he strays, 

Не darts a thousand wanton ways, 

At mouth or ncck, at cycs or checks. 

Him humbly, shc full oft bespcaks, 
Entrcats, “a hclplcss maid to sparc!” 

And bcgs, with trcmbling voicc, “Forbcar!” 
Full oft his rudcncss loudiy blames, 

His boundlcss insolcnce proclaims. 

His lips, with lips averse, with$tands, 

With hands, restrains his roving hands, 
Resistance swect; delicious fightl 
O night! O doubly-happy nightl 

Contention obstinate succceds. 

The tendcr Loves contention feeds; 

Ву that redoubled ardour burns; 

Ву that redoubled strength rcturns. 

Now o’cr hcr ncck takc nimble flight; 

Her breast as spodess ivory white; 

Her waist of gradual rising charms; 
Soft-moulded legs; smooth-polish’d arms: 
Scarch all the tracts, in curious sport, 
Conducdve to the Cyprian couit. 

Through all the dark recesses go, 

And au the shady coverts know. 

То this, unnumber’d kisies join, 
Unnumber’d as the stars that shine, 



Commingling rays o£ blended light. 

O nighcl O doubly-happy nightl 

Then spare no blandishments of love; 
Sounds, that with soft’ning flattery move; 
Sighs, what with soothing murmur plcase, 
The injured virgin to appease; 

Such, as when Zephyr fans the grove, 

Or coos thc amVous billing dovc; 

Or sings the swan with tuncful brcath, 
G)nscious of near approaching death; 

Till, pierced by Cupid's powcrful dart, 

As by degrees rclents her hcart, 

Thc virgin, lcss and less scvcrc, 

Quits, by degrecs, hcr stubborn fear; 

Now on your arms her neck rcclines; 

Now with hcr arms your ncck cntwincs; 
As Love's rcsisdess flamcs incite. 

O nightl O doubly-happy nightl 

Swect kisscs shall rcward your pains, 
Kisscs which no rude rapine stains; 

From lips on swclling lips that swcll; 
Prom lips on dwclling lips that dwcll; 
That play return with equal play; 

That bliss with equal bliss герау; 

That vital stores, from either heart, 
Imbibing, soul for soul impart; 

Till now the maid, adventurous grown, 
Attempts ncw frolics of hcr own; 

Now suffcrs, strangcrs to thc way, 

Her far more daring hands to stray. 

Now sports far morc salacious sccks, 

Now words far morc liccntious speaks; 
Words that past sufferings well rcquite. 

O nightl O doubly-happy nightl 

То armsl to arms! now Cupid sounds. 
Now is thc timc for gratcful wounds, 
Hcre Vcnus wavcs thc nimblc spcar—• 
Venus i$ warlike goddess here. 

Here not thy sistcr, Mars, presides, 

Thy mistress in thcsc conflicts prides; 
Whilc close cngagc the struggling foes, 
And, resdess, breast to breast oppoie; 
Whilc, cager, this disputcs the ficld, 

And that altke disdains to yield; 

Till, lol in breathless transports tost, 

Till in resisdcss raptures lost, 

Their limbs with liquid dews distil; 

Their hearts with pleasing horrors thriil; 
And faint away in wild delight. 

O nightl O douldy-happy nightl 
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Oh may you oft thcsc sports rcncw 
And through long days and nights pursucl 
With many an carly moon begun; 

Prolong’d to many a sctting sun. 

Мау a fair offspring crown your joys, 

Of prattling girls, and smiling boys; 

And yet another offspring rise, 

Swcet objects to parental cycs, 

The carcs, assiduous to assuage, 

That still solicit querulous age; 

Careful your trembling limbs to stay, 

That fail with unperceived decay; 

Pious, whcn summon’d hence you go, 

The last kind officc to bestow; 

Officc with unfcign’d sorrow paid. 

Thricc happy youth! thricc happy maid! 

> 

From the Pocms of Hafiz 

TRANSLATED FROM THE PERSIAN BY JOHN PAYNE, I9OI 
LIII 

I. Whosc dwclling, Lord, by yonđcr hcart-Enkindling tapcrs 
lit? 

Our soul’s afirc! For God’s sakc, ask Whosc soul’s dclight 
is it. 

г. I wondcr in whosc arms shc lics And who hcr housc- 
matcs bc, 

Shc who thc edificc o’crthrown Hath of my faith and wit? 

3. Whosc soul’s dcHght is yonder winc Of rubics of hcr lip? 
Unto whosc cup for cupgivcr Did Foriunc hcr commit? 

4. Each at hcr castcth spclls of lovc; But to whosc sorccrics 
Hcr dainty hcait inclining is, Nonc knoweth anywhit. 

5. O Lord, уоп quccnlikc moonchcckcd maid, Yon Vcnus- 

frontcd fair, 

Whosc pccrlcss pcarl is shc, whosc gcm Past valuc сх- 
quisitc? 

6. That fair whose ruby winc, undrunk, Haih madc mc 

drunk and mad, 

For whom doth she the goblet fill? In whosc asscmbly 
sit? 

7. Ask ус, ’forc God, to whom thc bliss Of thc companion- 

ship 

Of yonder candlc of ddight Hath Destiny forewrit? 

8. “Alack, for Hafiz’ hcart distraughc,” Quoth I, “withouten 

thccr 

She answered, with a covert smile, “For whom distraught 
is it?’’ 
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j. 'Thy mouth and thy lip/' I askcđ hcr, "Мс blcst whcn 
will thcy make?” 

“Thy bidding in all,” shc answercd, “Shift to fulfil thcy 
makc.” 

2. “Thy lips for a kiss thc tributc Of Egypt scck,” said I. 
Quoth she, “At that ratc who purchase, No bargain ill thcy 

makc.” 

3. “То thc point of thy mouth who findcth The way?” quoth 

I; and she, 

“That known to thc subtlcty-kenners, Not those lack-skill, 
Thcy makc.” 

4. Quoth I, “Вс no scrvcr of idols; Abide thou with God,” 

and she, 

“Thcir wont this and that in Love’s quartcr, Thc good 
and thc ill, they make.” 

5. Quoth I, “Lo, the air of thc winehousc Doth gricf from 

thc hcart away”; 

And shc, “Нарру folk, if onc bosom With gladncss to 
thrill they makel” 

6. Quoth I, “Wine and patchcoat thc canon Allows not”; and 

shc, “In thc scct 

“Of the Magians, of onc and the othcr Thcir habitude 
still they make.” 

7. Quoth I, “From thc swcet-lippcd oncs* ruby What profit 

thc old?” Anđ shc 

“Thc old young again with thc sugar Thcir kisscs distil 
thcy makc.” 

8. “Quoth I, “То thc nuptial chambcr Whcn comcth thc 

lord?” And shc, 

“ Twill not bc, the Moon in conjunction With Jupitcr till 
Thcy makc.” 


ccccv. 

1. This my lovc for thcc, my fair onc, On what wisc shall 

I assain? 

Yca, how long shali I of sorrow For thy sakc all night 
complain? 

2. Long ago past hope of healing Is my frenzied hcart be> 

come: 

Peradventure, of thy tress-tip I may fashion it a chain. 

3. Scopc where shall I find and lcisure, So thc full pcrplcxity, 
Which I suffcr for thy tress-tip, Once for all I may ех- 

plain? 
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4» What I suffered in the season 0£ estrangcmcnt from thy 
«ght, 

*Twcrc impossiblc onc lcttcr Should thc wholc of it con- 
tain. 

5. On my soul lo look whcnever Гт desirous, in minc сус 
Stili to conjure up the image Of thy lovcly cheek Гт fain. 

6. If I kncw that thinc cnjoymcnt Should thcrcby to mc 

betide, 

Hcart and faith would I surrcnder, Ау, and count the 
loss a gain. 

7. Get thcc gonc from us, 0 prcachcr; Lcavc this idlc pratc 

of thine: 

None am I who unto leasing Еаг will апу longcr deign. 

8. Of deliverance from lewdness, Норе, o Hahz, is there 

nonc: 

Sincc ’twas thus of Fatc forcordcrcd, Carc and counscl агс 
in vain. 


ccccxiv. 

1. Enamoured am I of a fair one, A youngling new a'blow; 
I’vc sought it with ргаусг from hcavcn, Thc gladncss of 

this woc. 

2. Whoremongcr, amorist, toper, I tell thee outright, I am; 
So thou, that with all thcsc mcrits Endowcd I am, may’st 

know. 

3. Now shame o£ my sin-soiled cassock Is over me comc, 

whcrcon 

I, patch upon patch, deviccs An hundred still did slcw. 

4. Ycs, wcll may’st thou burn, 0 candle, In passion for hcrl 

For scc, 

Upstanding in that same business, Loin-girt, am I e’en so. 

5. Thc profit of my cnđeavour, In this my bcwilđcrmcnt, 

I’ve lost: as in heart and spirit I dwindle, in grief I grow. 

6. So haply that ncw*bIown charmer Мау me to her bosom 

draw, 

То thc uvcrn, with robc (likc Hafiz) All opcn in front 

I go} 


DXXXiy. 

X. Since in hic Sul^ima made her station, 

I long for hcr with longing past relation. 

2, Hark уе, O leadcr of the Lovcd Onc’s camels, 

After thy charge I уеагп without cessation. 

^The robe open in front ts the itgn o£ the debauchee and the Irenzkd 





3* Fof hck o£ the Fricnd’s sight my hcart a'bleed is; 

Oh out upon the days of separationl 

Cast reason to the Zindehroud ^ and tipple 
Wine to the young Irakis’ acclamation. 

5. Minstrel swcct-voiccd, swcct'Spokcn, comc; in Pcrsian 
Versc, chant thou to Iraki modulation. 

6. Thc ghittcrn’s sound And cupbcarcr’s hand^ilapping 
Bring back lost youth to my rcmcmoration. 

7. Givc mc thc winc'drcgs, so that, drunk and blithcsome, 
I of life’s drcgs to fricnds may makc oblation. 

8. G)mc, givc mc, cupbcarcr, thc hcavy pottlc, 

God fili to thcc thc goblct of salvationl 

9. A momcnt with wcll-willers, bc accordant: 

Comc, profit by thc days of jubilation. 

10. Lifc’s Springtidc in thy pasturagc abidcth; 

God kccp thc days of union from mutation! 

11. Thc timc of union passcd and wc unhceding; 

And now Гт in thc throes of scparation. 

12. A wondcr'goodly bridc thou art, vinc'daughtcr! 

But whilcs thou meritest repudiation. 

13. Savc a Mcssiah, frcc from worldly fetters, 

Nonc with ihc sun may havc association. 

14. Eld mc forbiddcth from cnjoying virgins, 

Savc in thc way of clips and osculation. 

15. Scorn not my tcars for lack of you: how many 
A sca is madc by rillets’ aggregationl 

16. Sincc union with fricnds Is not our portion, 

Clcavc, Hafiz, to thc modc of lamcniation. 

DXLII. 

1. A city ^ full of lovelings; On cvcry sidc a fair! 

Fricnds, if ус would bc doing, Thc call to lovc is thcrc. 

2. Thc world’s еус ncvcr looked on A frcshcr maid ihan 

this: 

Nor cvcr goodlicr quarry Fcll into any’s snarc. 

3. Who-cvcr saw a body, Likc hcrs, of very soul? 

Nc’cr bc hcr skirt pollutcd Ву dust of carthly carc 

^ Tbe River of lapahia. 
sShiras. 





4. Why driv*st thou from thy presence A broken one like 

me? 

A kiss or an embracement’s The utmost o£ my ргауег. 

5. Purc is the wine anđ goodly The season: quick, епјоу 

The time; for who to reckon On ncxt ycar’s Spring can 

darc? 

6. Sce, in the gardcn topcrs Are; rose and tulip likc, 

Each in his hand a goblet, То a friend’s hcalth, doth bear. 

7. Lovc’s knot how shall I looscn? This mystcry how solvc? 

A pain ’tis and a sore one; Ау, and a hard affair. 

8. Bond to somc wanton’s trcsscs Each hcir of Hafiz is: 

In such a land untroubled Uncath it is to farc. 

> 

Villanelle 

BY PHILIPPE DESPORTES, I546-1606. TRANSLATED BY 
WILFRID THORLEY 

Rosette, becausc I stayed away 
A litdc while, you wanton grcw, 

And I who knew how you did sway, 

Thcrcon was fainc no morc of you. 

N0 more such fickle loveliness 
Shall hold me captive in its net: 

We soon shall see, light shcpherdess, 

Which shall be first to know regrct. 

Whilc in vain tcars my lifc I lose 
And do bcmoan my loncly fate, 

You who do love by simj^e usc, 

Have fond arms for anothcr mate; 

N0 wcathcr-vanc morc swifdy vcers 
Bcfore thc wind than you, Roscttc: 

We soon shall see whose love outwcart— 

Which shall be first to know regret. 

Whcrc arc your holy promises, 

And where are now your farewell wocs? 

And could such $orroW'laden cries 
G>me from a heart that gadding gocs? 

Pardiel but you’re a lying lass, 

And curst the man whose trust you getl 

We soon shall see, light shepherdets, 

Which shall be first to know rcgret. 

Не who doth uke the sweets were mine 
Lackt wit to woo as well as I, 

And shc I love is far more finc 
In beauty, love and loyaity. 
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Hold cloiely thcn your neW'found swain; 

Thii lovc of minc is firmly sct, 

And then we soon shall sce, of twain, 
Which shall bc first to know rcgrct. 

Dulcina 

AmUBUTEĐ ТО SIR WALTER RALEIGH. FROM 
ТНВ PERCV FOLIO MSS. 

As at noon Dulcina rcsted 
In hcr swcct and shady bowcr; 

Came a shepherd, and requested 
In her lap to sleep an hour. 

But from her look 
A wound hc took 
So decp, that for a furthcr boon 
Thc nymph hc prays. 

Whcrcto shc says, 

Forgo me now, comc to mc soon. 

But in vain shc did conjure him 
То depart hcr presence so; 

Having a thousand tongucs to allure him, 
And but one to bid him go: 

Whcrc lips invite, 

And cyc8 delight, 

And cheeks, as fresh as rose in June, 
Persuade delay; 

What boots, she say, 

Forgo mc now, comc to mc loon? 

Нс dcmanđs what timc for plcasurc 
Can there be more fit than now: 

She says, night givcs lovcs that lcisurc, 
Which thc day can not allow. 

Нс say8, thc sight 
Improvcs dclight. 

Which she denies: Nights mirkie noon 
In Vcnus* plays 
Makcs bold, shc says; 

Forgo mc now, comc to mc soon. 

But what promise or profession 
From his hands could purchase scope? 
Who wouid scll the swcet possession 
Of such bcauty for a hope? 

Or for thc sight 
Of lingering night 
Foj^ thc prcscnt joys of noon? 
Though ne’er so fair 
Нсг spccchci werc, 

Forgo mc now, comc lo mc soon. 
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How, at last, agreed these loTers? 

She wa$ fair, and he was youDg: 

The tongue may tell what th* еуе discovcrs; 

Joys unseen arc ncvcr sung. 

Did she consent, 

Or hc rdcnt: 

Accepts he night, ог grants she noon; 

Left he her a maid, 

Or not; shc said 

Forgo mc now, comc to mc soon. 

Ап Atnorous Dialoguć Between John 
and His Mistress 

ROXBURGHE BALLADS, 1 572-76 

Hcrc by this dialoguc you may discern, 

While old cats nibblc chccsc, thc young ones lcarn. 

CoME, John, sit thcc down, I havc somcwhat to say, 
In my mind I havc kcpt it this many a day, 

Your mastcr you know is a Fool, and a Sot, 

And minds nothing elsc but thc Pipc and thc Pot. 

Till twclvc or till onc hc will ncvcr come homc, 

And thcn he’s so drunk that hc lics likc a mome: 

Such usage as this would make апу one mad, 

But a Woman will havc it if ’tis to bc had. 

’Tis truc forsooth, mistris, thc casc is but hard, 

That a woman should be of hcr pleasure debarred: 
But ’tis thc sad fatc of a thousand bcsidc, 

Or clsc thc wholc City is fouly bclied: 

Thcrc is not a man amoung twcnty that thrivcs, 

Not tcn in fiftecn that do lie with thcir Wivcs: 

Yet still you had bettcr bc теггу than sad, 

And takc it whcrcvcr it is to bc had. 

But John, ’tis a difficult matter to find, 

A man that is trusty and constandy kind: 

An Inns-of-Court Gallant he cringcs and bows, 

Hc’s prcscntly known by his Oaths and his Vows, 
And though both his cloaths and his speeches be gay, 
Yct he lovcs you but only a night and away: 

Such usage a$ this would make апу one mad, 

Yet a woman will have it, if ’tis to bc had. 

What think you of onc that belongs to the Court, 

Thcy say thcy arc youthful, and givcn to sport: 

Hc’ll prescnt you with bracclcts, and jcwcls, and rings, 
With stones that are precious and twcnty fine things; 
Ог if you are not for the Court nor the Town, 

What think you forsooth of a man with a GownP 
You must have a gallant, a good or a had, 

And cake it where ever it is to be had. 
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No, Johfl) I coflfess that flot аоу of these, 

Had cver the power my faflqr to please; 

I like flo such blades for a trick that I know» 

For as soon as theyVe trod thcy агс givcn to aow; 
Plain dcaliflg is bc$t» and I likc a man wclly 
That whcn he has kissed wiil bc hangcd crc hcll tell: 
Му meaning is honest, and thou art the Lad, 

Thcn givc it and takc it whcrc ’tis to bc had. 

Alasl my dear mistris, it nevcr can be, 

That you can atfcct such a fcllow a$ mc: 

Yct heaven forbid, sincc I am but уоиг man, 

I should ever refuse to do all I can; 

But then if my master should know what we’ve done, 
We both should be blown up as sure as a Gun: 

For aftcr our joys, he would make us sad, 

For taking it wherc it ought not to be had. 

But how should hc know it, thou scrupulous Elf, 

Do’st think Гт $o silly to tcll him mysclf? 

If we are but so wise our own counsel to kecp, 

We may laugh and lye down while the sot is aslecp: 
Some hundreds I know in the city that use 
То givc to thcir mcn what thcir mastcrs rcfusc; 

The man is thc master, thc Prcnticc thc Dad, 

For womcn must take it whcrc ’tis to bc had. 

Somc Prcnticcs use it, forsooth, I allow, 

But I am a Novice and cannot tell how: 

However, I hope that I shall not be blamed, 

For to tell you the truth I am somewhat asham’d; 

I know how to саггу your Biblc to church, 

But to play with my mistris Гт lcft in the lurch: 

Yct if you can shcw mc thc way good ог bad, 

Г 11 promise you all that thcre is to be had. 

Alas, pritty mistris, the plcasure i$ such, 

Wc ncvcr can givc onc anoihcr too much: 

If this be the business the way is so plain, 

I think I can easily Hnd it again: 

Twas thus wc bcgan; and ... Thus wc lyc down, 
And thus ... Oh thusl that wc fcU in a $woun: 

Such sport to rcfuse who was cvcr so mad, 

Г 11 take it whcrc cvcr it is to bc had. 

Now, Johnny, you talk likc an ignorant mome, 

You can have such pleasurcs no whcre but at home, 
Hcrc’s fifty broađ pieccs for what you havc đonc, 

But see that you never a gadding do run: 

For no ncw employment thcn trouble your brains, 

For here whcn you work youll bc paid for your pains: 
But should you deceive mc no woman so sad, 

То lose all the pleasure that once she has h^. 
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А mistris so noblc 1 ncvcr will lcavc, 

Twcrc a sin and a shamc such a fricnd to dcccivc; 
For my Mastcr’s shop no morc will I carc, 

’Tis plcasantcr handling my mistris’s warc: 

A fig for Indcnturcs, for now I am madc 
Frcc of a Gcntlcr and plcasantcr tradc: 

I know whcn Гт wc!I, I was ncvcr so mad, 
То forsakc a good thing whcn ’tis to bc had. 

> 


(another version) 

ВШу and His Mistress 

ANONVMOUS, 1584. FROM BAGFORD BALLADS, РТ. III 

CoME sit thcc down, Billy, I havc somcthing to say, 
In my mind I havc kcpt it this many a day; 
Your mastcr, you know, is a foo! and a sot, 

And nothing hc minds but thc pipc and thc pot: 

And if thcy pursuc us to thc garrct wc’!l fly 
ГИ pull off my patccns, and on my back lic. 

Till twclve or till onc hc scldom comcs home, 

And thcn he’s so drunk that hc lics likc a dronc; 
Such usagc as this wou!d makc апу onc mad, 

And a woman must havc it whcrc ’tis to bc had: 
And if thcy pursue us, ctc. 

O my dcarcst Mistrcss, this ncvcr can bc, 

That you should affcct such a fc!!ow as mc; 

But hcaven forbid, though I am but your man, 

That I should rcfusc to do a!I that I can: 

And if thcy pursue us, ctc. 

Your mastcr’s diseascd with gout and with stitches, 
And nothing hc can do but pu!l down his brcechcs; 
And thcn hc stands shaking as though hc was dead, 
And so like a woodcock hc hangs down his head: 
And if thcy pursue us, ctc. 

O my dearest Mistress, I cannot dcny, 

For I find myself able your wants to $upp!y; 

And if you’!! support me with coin and with cash, 
Wc*l! drink whilc my master shall bray likc an ass: 
And if they pursue ш, ctc. 

Prithcc, my Billy, now đo not mistrust, 

In pockct and placket to thec 111 be just; 

Кеср touch with your master, and then you shal! see, 
Well make his bags fly all wherc ever he bc: 

And if they pursue us, ctc. 

C >37 3 



О my dcarest Mistress, but hcre lies thc touch, 

Му wife at our pleasurc will grumble and grutch; 

Shc hath a quick сус, and hcr passion is strong, 

She*ll shake our foundation or erc it be long: 

And if ihey pursue us, ctc. 

O my dcarcst Billy, why dost thou lovc shc, 

If thou dost, Billy, thou canst not lovc mc; 

For I ncvcr kncw it all thc days of my life, 

That апу man lovcd both his whore and his wifc: 

And if thcy pursuc us, ctc. 

То makc him a cuckold nonc’s fittcr than thcc, 

For thc fool won’t bclicvc it although hc doth scc; 

A pint of burnt brandy, a pipc, and a coal, 

Hcrc’s a good hcalth to Billy and to Billy's hole: 

And if thcy pursuc us, ctc. 

What though I do fight and cndcavour to kill, 

Yct my bravc Billy will takc my part still; 

And I will do with him as long as I can, 

So long as I know hc’s a lusty young man: 

And if thcy pursuc us, ctc. 

I thank thcc now, Billy, for my flat fish 
And long did I think it crc I had my wish; 

And if wc do mcct at thc Bird in-Hand door, 

Wc’ll call for a room, and wc’ll dancc on thc floor: 

And if thcy pursuc us, ctc. 

Thcn Billy’s wifc shc looked in at the door, 

What a dcvil, quoth shc, do you down on thc floor? 

A dressing of floundcrs which you scnt mc last 
What a dcvil, quoth shc, do you makc saucc with уоиг arsc? 
And if thcy pursue us, ctc. 

As for our ncighbours thcy агс but all fools, 

То mcddle or make, bccause wc usc our own tools; 

Ргау then will you tcll mc, whcreforc thcy wcre madc, 
And if to usc ’cm wc should bc afraid; 

And if thcy pursuc us, ctc. 

As for thc small Hobnails, I have had nonc of thosc, 

То spoil my cold facc, nor to hurt my rcd nosc; 

Thc grcat oncs arc thcy which I most do fcar, 

If thcy come bclow thcy will spoil my best ware: 

And if they pursue u$, etc. 

And still we’ll bc теггу, and lcavc off all passion, 

I had rather be dead than to live out of fashion; 

Му father and mother thcy were of that tradc, 

And I for that purpose so brazen wa$ made; 

And if they pursue us, etc. 
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But as for the Garret, we 1 l come no more there, 

For why? They do keep an old scrceching chair; 
Beside that, the woman*s a blab of her tongue, 

And we 11 find out another placc crc it bc long: 

And if they pursue us they shall ne*er find us out, 
And yet we are resdved to have thc other bout. 

> 

In the Forest of Arden 

BY MICHAEL DRAVTON. FBOM PASTORA1.S, I593 


Farrc in thc Forrcst of Ardcn, 

There dwclt a Knight hight Cassimen, 

As bold as Isenhras: 

Fcll hc was and eagcr bcnt 
In battailc and in Turnamcnt, 

As was thc good Sr. Topas. 

2 

Нс had (as Antiquc storics tcll) 

A daughtcr clcpcd Dowsabell, 

A Maidcn fairc and frcc, 

Who, causc she was hcr father’s hcirc, 
FuU wcll shc was y-tought thc lcirc 
Of micklc courtcsic. 

3 

Thc Silkc well could shc twist and twine, 
And makc thc finc Marchpinc, 

And with thc nccdlc work. 

And shc could hclp thc Pricst to 5ay 
His Mattins on a Holy-day, 

And sing a Psalmc in Kirk. 

4 

Her Frockc was of thc frolique Grccn, 
(Mought wcll bccomc a Maydcn Quccn) 
Which sccmcly was to scc: 

Нег Hood to it was neat and fine, 

In colour like the Columbinc, 

Y-wrought full fcatuously. 

5 

This Maiden in a morne bctime, 

Went foith when Мау was in her prime, 
То get sweet Scettuall, 

The Honeysuckle, thc Hof^ock, 

The 1411 y, and the Ladies-Smock, 

То Žght her summer Hall. 
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6 

And as she romed here, and there, 
Y-picking o£ the bloomed brier, 

She chanced to espie 
A Shepheard sitting on a bank, 

Like Ćhanticleerc—he crowed crank, 
And piped with тсггу glcc. 

7 

Нс lecrd his Shccp as he him list, 
Whcn hc would whistlc in his fist, 

То fccđ about him round, 

Whilst hc full many a Caroll sung, 
That all thc ficlds, and meadows rung, 
Anđ made the woods resound. 


In favour this samc Shcphcard Swainc 
Wa8 like thc Bcdlam Tamcrlainc, 

That kcpt proud Kings in awc, 

But meck hc was as mcck mought bc, 

Yca likc the gcntlc Abcll, he 

Whom his lcwd brothcr slcw. 

9 

This Shcphcard worc a frcczc-gray Cloakc, 
Thc which was of the fincst lockc, 

That could be cut with Shccrc: 

His Aule and Lingell in a Thong, 

His Tar-box by a broad bclt hung, 

His Cap of Minivcrc. 

10 

His Mittcns wcrc of Đausons skin, 

His Cockcrs wcrc of Cordowin, 

His Brecch of country blcw: 

All curlc, and crispcd wcrc his Locks, 

His brow morc white than Albion Rocks: 

So likc a Lovcr truc. 

11 

And piping he did spend the day, 

As тсггу as a Popinjay, 

Which lik’d fairc Dowsabell, 

That wod shc ought, or wod she nought, 
This Shcphcard wouId not from hcr thought, 
In lovc shc longing fcll: 

12 

With that shc tucked up her Frock, 

(Whitc as thc Lill^ was her Smock,) 

And drew thc Shepheard nigh, 
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But chen the Shepheard pip*d a good» 

That ail his Sheep fonook their food, 

То heare his melody. 

*3 

Thy Sheep (quoth she) cannot be lean, 

That have so fairc a Shepheard Swain, 

That can his Pipc so wcll: 

I but (quoth he) the Shepheard may» 

If Piping thus he pine away, 

For lovc of Dowsabell» 

Ч 

Of love (fond boy) take thou no kcep, 

Look well (quoth she) unto thy Shecp; 

Lest they should chancc to stray. 

So had I donc (quoth hc) full wcll, 

Had I not seen faire Dowsabell, 

Comc forth to gathcr Мау. 

15 

I cannot stay (quoth she) till night, 

And Icavc my Summcr Hall undight, 

And all for love of mcn. 

Yet are you, quoth he, too unkind, 

If in your hcart you cannot find, 

То lovc us now and thcn. 

i6 

And I will bc to thee a$ kind, 

As CoUin was to Rosalinde, 

Of courtesic the flowcr. 

And I will bc as truc (quoth shc) 

As cver Lovcr yct mought bc, 

Unto hcr Paramour. 

*7 

With that thc Maiden bcnt hcr kncc, 

Down by thc Shcphcard kncclcd shc, 

And swcedy she him kist. 

But thcn thc Shcphcard whoop’d for јоу, 
(Quoth hc) was ncvcr Shephcard boy, 

That cvcr was so blist. 

> 

Л Fricnd of Minc 

ANONVMOUS. BEFORE l600. PERCV’s FOLIO MSS. VOL. IV 

A FRiEND of mine not long ago 
dcsired at my hands 
Somc prctty toy to movc dclight 
to those that hearert stand. 
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The which I /пмл to gritify 
by all the means / тау, 

And move delight in every wight 
that with affection stay. 

Some thought to prove wherein I should 
these several humours please, 

The which to do, reason forbids, 
but I should some displease; 

Đut since ту musc doth pleasure Chuse, 
and thereon bends her skill, 

Whcreby I may drivc timc away, 
and sorrows quitc bcguilc. 

It was my Chance, not long ago, 
by a plcasant wood to w 3 k, 

Whcre I unscen of апу onc 
did hear two lovers talk; 

And as thcsc lovcrs forth did pass, 
hard by a plcasant shade, 

Hard by a mighty Pine trcc thcre, 
thcir rcsting placc thcy madc. 

^lnsooth,” thcn did this young man say, 

”I thinke this fragrant placc 
Was onIy madc for lovcrs truc 
each other to cmbracc.” 

Не took hcr by thc middle small,— 
good sooth I do not mock,— 

Not meaning to do апу thing 
but to pull up her: smo: block. 

Whercon shc sat, роог silly soul, 
to rest hcr weary bones. 

This maid shc was no whit afraid, 

but shc caught him fast by thc: stones: 
thumbs; 

Whcrcat he vcxt and gricvcd was, 

80 that his flcsh did wrinklc; 

This maid shc was no whit afraid, 

but caught him fast hold by the pintle 
pimplc. 

Which hc had on his chin likewisc;— 
but lct that pimple pass;— 

Thcrc is no man hcrc but hc may supposc 
shc wcrc a тсггу lass. 

Нс boldly vcnturcd, bcing tall, 
yct in his spccch but blunt, 

Нс ncvcr ceast, but took up all, 

and caught hcr by thc-: plumpc. 

And rcd rosc lips hc kist full swcct: 

quoth shc, “I cravc no succour.” 

Which made him to haye a mighty mind 
to clip, kiss, and to-pluck hcr 
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Into hii trmi. “Nay! joft!** quoth ihe, 

“what needeth all this doing? 

For if you wiU be ruled by me, 

you shall use smali time in wooing. 

“For I will Uy mc down/* quoth she, 

“upon the slippery segs, 

And ali my clothes Г11 truss up round. 

And spread abroad my legs: eggs. 

Which I havc in my apron hcrc 
under my girdle tuckt; 

So shall I be most hne and brave, 
most rcady to bc-duckt. 

“Unto some pleasant springing wcll; 

for now its timc o£ thc усаг 
То dcck, and bathc, and trim oursclvcs 
both hcad, hands, feet and gcar." 

> 

A Maidenhead 

ANONVMOUS. BEFORE l 600 . PERCV’s FOLIO MSS. VOL. IV 

CoME, sit thee down by these Cool streams 
Ncvcr yct warmcd by Titans bcams! 

Му tcndcr youth thy waist shaU clip, 

And fix upon thy chcrry lip; 

And lay thcc down on this grcen bed, 

Whcre thou shalt lose thy maidenhead. 

See how thc litde Phillip Sparrow, 

Whosc joints do ovcr-flow with marrow, 

On yondcr bough how hc doth provc 
With his matc thc joys o£ lovc, 

And doth instruct thee, as he doth tread, 
How thou shalt losc thy maidenhead. 

O you younglings, be not nice! 

Coyness in maids is such a vicc, 

That if in youth you do not таггу, 

In age young men wiU let you tarry. 

Ву my persuasion then be led, 

And lose in time thy maidenhead. 

Clothes that embroidered be with gold, 

If never worn, wUl quickly mold; 

If in time you do not pluck 
Thc damisine or the Apricot, 

In pinching Autumn thce’U )x dead; 

Then lose in time thy maidenhead! 
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Wh€n Scorching Phoebus 

ANONVMOUS. BEFORE l6oO. PERCY*$ FOLIO MSS. VOL. IV. 

When scorching Phocbus hc diđ mount,— 
Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

Thcn Lady Vcnus wcnt to hunt, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

То whom Diana did rcsort, 

With ali thc Ladics of hills and vallcys, 
of springs and floods, 

То show whcrc ail thc princcly sport, 

With hound imbrucd, and hcarts pursued, 
through grovcs and woods. 

This tcndcr hcartcd lovcrs Quccn,— 

Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

Such wand’ring sports had scldom sccn, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

Shc took no plcasure in thc samc, 

То scc hounds тсггу, and poor hcarts wcary 
for want of brcath. 

Quoth shc, “I likc bctter that gamc 
Whcrc ladics bcautics do рау thcir dutics 
to lovc’s swcct dcath.” 

The air was hot, and shc was dry,— 

Tous-jour bon temps,— 

То Bacchus court shc fast did hie— 

Parmi lcs champs. 

Hcr faint and wcary hcart (to) chcrish, 

Which was so fircd, that shc dcsired 
То qucnch hcr thirst, 

And cricd, “Hclp Bacchus, or clsc I pcrishl” 

Who still did hold hcr, and plainly told hcr 
hc would kiss hcr first. 

Thcn Bacchus with a powcr divinc,— 

Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

Himsclf turncd to a butt of winc,— 

Parmi lcs champs,— 

And badc this lady drink her fill, 

And takc hcr plcasurc in апу mcasurc, 
and makc no wastc; 

And gavc hcr lcavc to suck the quill, 

Which was spritcful and dclightful 
unto her taste. 

At last this butt did run a tilt^ 

Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

Quoth she, ”One drop shall not bc spilt, 

Parmi ics champs, 

For it doth pleasing taste so well. 



Му heart doth will me for to Ш1 me 
of this sweet Winc; 

I would that I might always dwcll 
In this fair Arborl here's so good harbor, 
and plcasant wine/* 

She drank so long, erc shc had donc,— 
Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

Нег bclly swclled likc a tun, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

At last she fell in picccs twain; 

And being asundcr, appcared a wondcr, 

God Pryapus! 

Yet fain she would have drunk again; 

And oft did visit, and much solicit 
God Bacchus. 

His empty cask would yicld no morc,— 
Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

For shc had suckcd it full sorc, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

Quoth shc, “God Bacchus, changc thy shapc; 
For now thy rigour, and all thy vigour, 

Is clean dccayed. 

Behold thou here this new born babc, 

Who when he is proved, hcll bc bclovcd 
of wifc and maid.” 

This bclly god that would bc drunk— 
Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

And bcing a goddcss, provcd a punk, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

Hcr lusty bastard stiff and strong, 

Was madc and framcd, and also namcd, 
god Bacchus hcir. 

Не had a nose three handful Long, 

With onc сус blcarcd, and all besmcarcd 
about with hair. 

Нс is thc god of rich and poor— 

Tous-jour bon tcmps;— 

Нс opcncth cvcry woman’s door, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

Нс ccascth all dcbate and strife, 

And gcntly appcascth, and swcctly plcascth 
thc hungry womb. 

Нс is thc јоу twixt man and wifc; 

Не pleasure lasteth, and swccter Usteth 
than honcy comb. 

Now all you nicc and dainty dames,— 
Tous-jour bon tcmps,— 

То usc this god, think it no shame, 

Parmi lcs champs. 

Thcn lct my spccchcs not otfend, 
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Tho you be gaudy, and I be bawdy 
and want a rodi 

Good deeds shall spcechcs fault amend 
When you are willing for to be billing 
with this $wcct god. 

A Соигпу Hetv Ballad of the 
Prtncely Wooing of the Fair Maid 
of London by King Edtvard 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE ROXBURCHE BALLADS. VOL. I, 1874 

Fair Angc! of England! thy bcauty most bright 
Is all my hcart’s treasure, my јоу and delight; 

Thcn grant mc, swcct lađy, thy truc Lovc to bc, 

That I may say wclcomc, good fortune, to mc. 

The Turdc, so truc and chastc in hcr lovc, 

Ву gcntle pcrsuasions hcr fancy will movc; 

Thcn bc not intrcatcd, swcct Lady, in vain, 

For Naturc rcquircth what I would obtain. 

What Phocnix so fair, that livcth alonc, 

Is vowcd to chastity, bcing but onc; 

But bc not, my Darling, so chastc in dcsirc, 

Lcst thou, likc thc Phocnix, do pcnancc in firc. 

But alas! (gallant Lady) I pity thy statc, 

In bcing rcsolvcd to livc without matc; 

For if of our courting thc p!casurc you kncw 
You shall havc a liking thc samc to ensue. 

Long timc havc I sucd thc samc to obtain, 

Yct I am rcquitcd with scornful disdain; 

But if you will grant уоиг good will to mc, 

You shall bc advanccd to Princcly dcgrce. 

Promotions and honours may oftcn cnticc 
The chastest that livcth, though ncvcr so nicc: 

What woman so worthy but will bc contcnt 
То livc in thc Palacc whcrc Princes frcqucnt? 

Two brides, young and princcly, to Church have I lcd; 
Two Ladies most lovcly havc dcck^d my bcd; 

Yct hath thy lovc takcn morc root in my hcart 
Than а!1 their contcntmcnts whcrcof I had part. 

Your gcntlc hcarts cannot mcn’s tcars much abidc, 
And womcn lcast angry whcn most thcy do chide; 
Then yicld to mc kindly, and say that at lcngth 
Men do want тсгсу, and poor women strength. 
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I grant that fair Ladies may poor men resiit, 

But Princes will conquer and love whom they list; 

A King may command her to lie by his side» 

Whose feature deserveth to be a King's Bridc. 

In granting your love you shall purchase rcnown, 
Your hcad shall bc decked with England’s fair crown, 
Thy garment most gallant with gold shall bc wrought, 
If truc lovc for trcasurc o£ thcc may bc bought. 

Grcat Ladies of honour shall 4cnd on thy train, 

Most richly attircd with scarlct ingrain: 

Му chambcr most Princcly thy person shall kccp, 
Whcre Virgins with music shall rock thcc aslccp. 

If апу morc plcasurcs thy hcart can invcnt, 

Command thcm, swcct Lady, thy mind to contcnt; 
For Kings’ gallant Courts, whcrc Princcs do dwcll, 
Aflord such swcct pastimcs as Ladics lovc wcll. 

Thcn bc not rcsolvcd to dic a truc Maid, 

But print in thy bosom thc words I havc said; 

And grant a King favour thy truc lovc to bc, 

That I may say, wclcomc, swcct Virgin, to mc. 

/ 

THE FAIR MAID OF LONDON'S ANSWER 70 
KING EDWARD'S WANTON LOVE 

Oh, wanton King Edward, thy Labour is vain 
То follow thc plcasurc thou canst not aiiain, 

Which gctting, thou loscst, and having, dost wastc it, 
Thc which if thou purchasc, is spoilcd if thou hast it. 

But if thou obtainst it, thou nothing hast won; 

And I, losing nothing, yct quite am undone; 

But if of that Jcwcl a King do dcccivc mc, 

No King can rcstorc, though a Kingdom hc givc mc. 

Му colour is changcd, sincc you $aw mc last; 

Му favour is vanished, my beauty is past; 

The Rose's rcd blushcs that satc on my chccks 
То palencss arc turncd, which all men mislikes. 

I pass not what Princes for lovc do protcst, 

Thc namc of a Virgin contenteth mc bcst; 

I have not deserved to slecp by thy sidc, 

Nor to be accounted for King Edward’s bride. 

The name of a Princess I never did crave, 

No such tip of honour thy hand'maid will have; 

Му breast shall noc harbour so lofty a thought, 

Nor be with rich proBers to wantonnesi brought. 
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If wilđ wanton Rosamond, onc of our sort, 

Hađ ncvcr frcqucntcđ King Hcnry’s bravc Court, 
Such hcaps of dccp sorrow shc ncvcr had sccn, 

Nor tastcd the rage of a jcalous Quccn. 

AIl mcn havc thcir frccdom to shcw thcir intcnt, 
Thcy win not a woman cxcept shc conscnti 
Who, thcn, can imputc to a man апу fault, 

Who still gocs uprighdy whilc womcn do halt. 

’Tis countcd kindness in men for to try, 

And virtue in womcn thc same to deny; 

For women inconstant can ncvcr be proved, 

Until by their betters thercin they be moved. 

If womcn and modcsty once do but scvcr, 

Thcn farewell good name and credit for everl 
And, royal King Edward, let me be exiled 
Ere апу man knows my body’s defilcd. 

No, no, my old Fathcr’s rcvcrcnt tcars 
Тоо deep an imprcssion within my soul bears; 

Nor shall his bright honour that blot, by mc, havc 
То bring his grcy hairs with gricf to thc gravc. 

Thc hcavcns forbid that whcn I should die, 

That апу such sin upon my soul lie; 

If I have kept me from doing this sin, 

Му heart shall not yield with a Prince to begin. 

Come rathcr with pity to wecp on my Tomb, 

Thcn, for my birth, cursc my dcar mothcr’s Womb, 
That brought forth a blossom that staincd the trce 
With wanton dcsircs to shame hcr and me. 

Lcavc me (most noblc King), tcmpt not, in vain, 

Му milk-white affcctions with lcwdness to stain: 
Though England will givc mc no comfort at all, 

Yet I^gland shall yield me a sad buriall. 

/ 

Ап ЕхссИш Ballad 
Intitulcd; Thc Constancy of Susanna 

ANONVMOUS. FROM ТНБ ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. I, 1874 

There đwclt a man in Babylon, 
of rcputation grcat by famc; 

Не took to wife a fair woman, 

Susanna shc was call’d by name; 

A woman fair and virtuous: 

Lady, Lady, 

Why should we not of hcr lcarn thus 
to livc godly? 



Virtuously hcr life shc lcd, 

shc fearcd God, shc stood in awe, 

As in the storic wc havc rcad, 

was wcll brought up in Moses* Law. 

Hcr parcnts thcy wcre godly folk, 

Lady, Lady; 

Why should wc not thcn sing and talk 
of this Lady? 

That усаг two Judgcs thcrc was madc, 
which wcrc thc Eldcrs of Babylon; 

То Joachim’s housc was all thcir tradc, 
who was Susanna’s husband thcn; 

Joachim was a grcat rich man, 

Lady, Lady; 

Thcsc Eldcrs oft to his housc camc 
for this Lady. 

Joachim had an Orchard by, 

fast joyning to his housc or placc, 

Whcrcas Susanna commonly 
her sclf did daily thcrc solacc: 

And that thesc Eldcrs soon cspicd, 

Lady, Lady; 

And privily themselves did hidc 
for that Lady. 

Hcr chaste and constant lifc was tricd 
by these two Elders of BabyIon; 

A time convenicnt thcy cspicd 
to havc this Lady all alonc, 

In his Orchard it came to pass, 

Lady, Lady; 

Wherc shc alonc her self did wash 
hcr fair body. 

Thcse Elders camc to hcr anon, 

and thus thcy said, Fair damc, God spccd 

Thy doors arc fast, thy Maids arc gonc, 

Consent to us and do this dccd; 

For wc are mcn of no mistrust, 

Lady, Lady, 

And yct to thcc wc havc a lust, 

O fair Lady. 

If that to us thou dost say пау, 
a tcstimonial wc wiil bring; 

Wc will say that one with thcc lay, 

how canst thou then avoid thc thing? 

Thcrcfore conscnt, and to us turn, 

Lady, Lady; 

For we to thec in lust do burn, 

O fair Lady. 
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Then did ihe ligh, and laid, alai 
now woe ii me on every lide; 

Wai ever wretch in such a casc 
ihall I consent and do thii deed 

Whether 1 do ог do it not, 

Lady, Lady, 

It ii my death, right well I wot. 

O true Ladyl 

Better it were for me to fall 

into уоиг hands this day guiltless, 

Than that I should consent at all 
to this уоиг shameful wickedness. 

And even with that (whereas shc stood), 
Lady, Lady, 

Unto the Lord she cried aloud pitifully. 

These Elders both likewise again 
against Susanna loud they cried, 

Their filthy lust could not obtain, 

thcir wickcdncss they sought to hide; 

Unto her friends they thcn her brought, 
Lady, Lady, 

And with all speed the life they sought 
of that Lady. 

ТНВ SECOND PART 

On the morrow she was brought forth 
beforc the pcople there to stand, 

That they might hear and know the truth, 
how thcse two Elders Susanna found. 

The Eldcrs sworc, and thus did say, 

Lady, Lady, 

How that they saw a young man lay 
with that Lady. 

Judgment there was, for no offence, 
Susanna causcless then must dic; 

These Elders bore such cvidence, 
against hcr they did vcrify, 

Who wcrc bclievcd thcn indccd, 

Lady, Lady, 

Against Susanna to proceed, 
that she should die. 

Susanna’s firiends that stood her by, 
they did iament, and were full woe, 

When as they saw no remedy, 

but that to death she then muit do. 
Lady, Lady, 

In God was all her hope and trust 
to him did сгу. 
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Thc Lorđ hcr voicc hcard, and bchcld 
thc Daughtcr’s сгу of Israci; 

His spirit hc raised in a child, 

whosc namc was calicd young Danicl, 
Who cricd aloud whereas hc stood, 

Lady, Lady, 

I am clear of thc guildcss blood 
of this Lady. 

Arc you such fools? quoth Daniel thcn; 

in judgment you havc not donc wcll, 
Nor yct thc right way havc you gonc 
to judgc a daughtcr of Isracl 
Ву this witncss of falsc disdain; 

Lady, Lady, 

Whcrcforc to judgmcnt turn again, 
for that Lady. 

And whcn to juđgmcnt thcy wcrc sct, 
hc callcd for thosc wickcd mcn, 

And soon hc did thcm scparatc, 

putting thc onc from thc othcr, thcn 
Нс askcd thc first whcrc hc diđ scc 
that fair Lady; 

Нс said undcr a mulbcrry trcc; 
who licd falscly. 

Thou licst, said Danicl, on thy hcad 
thy scntcncc is bcforc thc Lord! 

Нс badc that forth hc might bc lcd, 
and bring thc othcr that borc rccord, 
То scc how thcy two did agrcc 
for this Lady; 

Не said undcr a pomcgranate trcc; 
who licd falscly. 

Said Daniel, as hc did bcforc, 

bchold thc mcsscngcr of thc Lord 
Stands waiting for you at the door, 
cvcn to cut thcc with a sword. 

And, cvcn with that, thc multitudc 
aloud did сгу, 

Givc thanks to God, so to concludc, 
for this Lady. 

Thcy dcalt likc with thcsc wickcd racn 
according as thc Scripture saith, 

Thcy did, a$ with thcir neighbour, thcn, 
by Moscs’ law wcrc put to dcath! 

Thc innoccnt prcscrvcd was, 

Lady, Lady, 

As God by Daniel brought to pass 
for this Lady. 
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Clods Carroll 

ANONTMOUS. РЖОМ THE KOEBUEOHB BALLADS. VOL. I 

Man. Now in thc Garden агс wc wcll mct, 

То crave our promise, for promise is a dcbt. 

Woman. G)me, sit thec down all by my side, and when that 
thou art set, say what thou wilt unto me. 

Man. Show mc unfcigncdly, and tcll mc thy mind, 

For one may have a young wench that is not over> 
kind. 

Woman. Seek all the world for such a onc, thcn hardly shall 
you ftnd a Lovc of such pcrfection. 

Man. This singlc life is wcarisomc: fain would I таггу, 

Đut fear of ill choosing makes me to tarry: 

Some say that flcsh is flcxiblc, and quickly it will 
vary, 

Woman. It’s vcry truc, God mend thcm. 

Man. Why spcak’st thou ill of woman, sith thou thy- 
sclf art onc? 

Woman. Would all thc rcst werc constant savc I mysclf 
alonc; 

Man. Faith, good ог bad, or howsoe’cr, I cannot livc 
alonc, but nccds I must bc marricd. 

Woman. То таггу with a young wcnch, shall makc thcc 
poor with pridc; 

То таггу with one of middlc age, pcrhaps shc hath 
bccn tricd: 

То таггу with an old onc, to freczc by firc sidc: 
both old and young агс faulty. 

Man. Г11 таггу with a young wcnch, of bcauty and of wit. 

Woman. It is bcttcr tamc a young Colt without a curbing bit. 

Man. But shc will throw hcr ridcr down. 

Woman. I, truc, hc cannot sit, whcn Fillics fall a wighing. 

Man. Г11 таггу onc of middle agc, for shc will lovc mc 
wcll. 

Woman. But if hcr middle much bc uscd, by hcavcn and by 
helll 

Thou shalt find morc gricfs than thousand tongues 
can tcll: Ah, silly man, God hclp thcc. 

Man. Г11 таггу with an old wcnch ihat knows not good 
from bad. 

Woman. But oncc within a fortnight shc’ll makc hcr husband 
mad. 

Man. Bcshrcw thcc for thy counsel, for thou hast madc me 
sad; but nccds I must bc married. 

Woman. То таггу with a young wcnch mc thinks it wcrc a 
bliss: 

То таггу one of middle agc it wcrc not much amiss: 

rd таггу onc of old agc, and match whcrc топсу 
is; thcrc’s nonc агс bad in choosing. 
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Man. Thcn thou, for all thy saying, commcndst thc sinirfc 
lifc. 

Woman. I, frccdom is a popish banishmcnt of strifc. 

Man. Hold thy tonguc, fond woman, for I must havc a 
wifc. 

Woman. A Cuckold in rcvcrsion. 

Whcn you arc oncc marricđ, all onc wholc усаг, 
Tcll mc of your fortunc, and mcct with mc hcrc; 
То think upon my counscl thou wilt shcd many a 
tcar; till which timc I will lcavc thcc. 

Man. Wcrc I but assurcd, and of a Bcggar’s lot, 

Still to livc in miscry and ncvcr worth a groat, 

То havc my hcad wcll furnishcd as апу horncd 
Goat: for all this would I таггу. 

Farcwcll, you lusty Bachclors, to marriagc I am 
bcnt; 

Whcn I havc tricd what marriagc is, Г11 tcll you thc 
cucnt, 

And tell thc causc, if causc thcrc bc, whcrcin I do 
rcpent that cvcr I did таггу. 


ТНЕ SECOND PART 

Woman. Good-morrow to thcc, ncw marricd man, how dost 
thou fare? 

Man. As onc quitc marr’d with marriagc, consumcd and 
killcd with care: 

Would I had ta’cn thy counscl. 

Woman. But thou wouldst not bcwarc. 

Man. Alasl it was my fortunc. 

Woman. What gricf doth most opprcss thcc may I rcqucst 
to know? 

Man. That I havc got a wanton. 

Woman. But is shc not a shrow? 

Man. Shc’s anything that cvil is, but I must not say so. 

Woman. For fcar that I should flout thcc. 

Man. Indced, to mock at miscry would add unto my gricf. 

Woman. But I will not tormcnt thcc, but rathcr lcnd rclicf: 

And thcrcforc in thy marriagc tcll mc what wocs 
аге chicf; good counsel yct may curc thcc. 

Is not thy houscwifc tcsty, too churlish and too 
sour? 

Man. Thc dcvil is not so waspish, shc’s ncvcr plcased 
an hour. 

Woman. Canst thou not tamc a dcvil? lics not it in thy 
powcr? 

Man. Alas! I cannot conjurc. 

Woman. What! gocth shc not a gossiping, to spcnd away 
thy storc? 

Man. Do what I can, I promisc you, shc’i evcr out of 
door; 
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That wcre I лс'ег so thnfty, yet she wouId ашке ше 
роог; woe*s mel I cannot mend it 
Womam How goeth sbe in apparcl? delights she not in pride? 
Man. No morc than birds do bushcs, or harts thc rivcr 
sidc,— 

Witncss to that, hcr looking-glass, whcre she hath 
stood in pridc a whoJc forc-noon togcther. 
Woman. How thinkst thou? was shc honcst, and loyal to 
thy bcd? 

Man. I think hcr Icgs do fall away, for springtimc kccp- 
ing hcad; 

And wcrc not horns invisiblc, I warrant you I wcrc 
jpcd with broad browcd Panthcrs; 

Woman. ТЋу gricf is past rccovcry; no salutc will hdp but 
this^ 

То takc thy fortunc patlcndy, and brook hcr what 
she is, 

Yet many things amended arc that have been long 
amtss, and so in time may she be. 

Man. I cannot stay here longer, my wife, or this, doth 
suy, 

And he that’s bound as I am bound, pcrforce must 
nccds obcy. 

Woman. Thcn farcwcll to thcc, ncW'marricd man, sincc you 
will nccds away; I can but gricvc lhy fortune. 

Man. All you that bc at liberty and would bc void of 
strifc: 

I spcak it on cxpericncc, nc’cr vcnlure on a wife; 

For if you match, you will bc matchcd to such a 
wcary lifc, that you will all rcpent you. 

> 

TheDiscontented Married Мап 

ANONVMOUS. PROM THE ROXBUROHE BALLADS. VOL. I, 1874 

A vouNO man Iatcly wcdded was 
То a fair and comdy creature, 

Shc was a blithc and bonny lass 
As crc was framed by Nature, 

With rolling сус 
And forehcad high, 

And all good parts Naturc coulđ givc hcr: 

But shc had lcarned such a note, 

Shc could not kecp hcr lcgs together. 

A lusty youth, of Cupid’s strain, 

That might thc Queen of Lovc contcntcd, 

Came unto her, her love to gain, 

And fredy she her love consented: 

But, to be short, 

In Cupid’t Court 



Whcn hcr Husband hc hcard tcll 
Of hcr tricks, with truc rclation, 

Нс complaincd to himsclf 
Vcry sadly in this fashion: 

Quoth hc, I would givc twcnty pound, 
That’s tcn morc than I had with hcr, 
Hcr mothcr wouId takc hcr homc again, 
And makc hcr kecp hcr lcgs togcthcr. 

Son, bc thou of paticnt mind, 

Let not thoughts thy fancics troublc; 
For I to thee will still provc kind, 

And hcr portion I will doublc, 

Timc and age 
Will assuagc, 

And the faircst flowcr will withcr, 

And I such counscl will hcr givc 
Shall makc hcr kecp her legs togcthcr. 

Hcnccforth, thcrcforc, ГП forsakc hcr, 
And her mother shall take her, 

And, for shamc! lct hcr bettcr makc hcr, 
Or I again will nevcr takc hcr, 

Purc modcsty shc doth dcfy, 

Besides, she’s ficklc as thc wcathcr, 

And hcr scolding plainly shows 
Shc cannot kccp hcr lcgs logcthcr. 

Thcn Г11 lcavc off to find anothcr, 
Though’t may add unto my lustrc, 

For bravc spacious England widc 
I am sure affords a cluster: 

Good and bad 
Are to had; 

Jove spccd mc wcll! though long I tarry, 
For, cre that Г11 havc such a Matc 
I ncvcr morc intcnd to таггу. 


ТНЕ SECOND PART 

Shc is gone a wand’ring forth 
Wanton wcnchc$ will bc ranging 
With two gallants of grcat worth: 
Such as they affect a changing. 
She is bent 
То conscnt 
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Fof to go shc knows not whcthcr: 

Thcy will teach hcr such a trick 
Shc will not kccp hcr lcgs togcthcr. 

То thc dancing-school shc gocs, 

There she spcnds hcr husband’s trcasurc, 
On each Shoe she wears a Rose, 

For to show she’s fit for pleasurc; 

And rcsort 
То Cupid’s Court, 

And no sooncr shc comcs thithcr, 

She lcarns so much of that samc sport, 

Shc cannot kccp hcr legs togethcr. 

То thc tavcrn shc rcpairs, 

Whilst hcr husband sits and muscs, 

Thcrc shc domineers and swcars, 

'Tis a thing shc oftcn uscs! 

And, being fine, 

Shc, for winc, 

Will both pawn her hat and fcathcr; 
Which doth show ihat it is truc 
She cannot kecp her legs togcther. 

Hc’s a Coxcomb that doth gricve 
And knows not how to court this creature, 
For hc may pin her to his slccvc, 

She is of $0 kind a nature: 

She will play 
Evcry way, 

And is as nimble as a feather) 

But shc will oftcn go astray, 

She cannot keep her legs together. 

Thou that hast a wife that’s civil, 

Love hcr weU and make much of her; 

For a woman that is cvU 
All thc town, thou sccst, will scoB hcr. 
Lovc thy wifc; 

A$ thy lifc, 

Let her not go thou know'st not whithcr, 
For you wiU always live in strifc 
If shc kecp not hcr lcgs togcther. 

Maidens fair, have a care 
Whom you love and whom you пааггу; 
Love not those that jcalous are, 

Longer you had lxttcr tarry; 

For ofience 
Sprin« from hence— 

You wifl go you know not whethcr, 

ТШ you lose both wit and sense, 

And cannot kecp your legs together. 
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А Рост of Str Waltcr Ralcigh*s 

FROM HARLEIAN MSS. 6917, FOL. 48 

Nature that wash’d her hands in milk 
And had forgot to dry them, 

Instead o£ carth took snow and silk 
At Lovc’s rcqucst to try thcm» 

If shc a mistrcss could composc 
То plcasc Lovc’s fancy out of thosc. 

Hcr cycs hc would should be of light; 

A violct breath, and lips of јсИу; 

Hcr hair not black, nor over-bright; 

And of thc softcst down hcr bclly: 

As for her insidc hc’ld havc it 
Only of wantonness and wit. 

At Love’s cntrcaty such a onc 
Naturc made, but with hcr bcauty 
Shc hath framcd a heart of stonc; 

So as Lovc, by ill destiny, 

Must dic for hcr whom Naturc gavc him, 
Đccausc her darling would not save him. 

But Timc, which Nature doth despisc, 

And rudcly givcs hcr lovc thc lic, 

Makes Норс a fool, and Sorrow wisc, 

His hands do (th) ncithcr wash nor dry; 
But bcing madc of stccl and rust, 

Turns $now and silk and milk to dust. 

Thc light, thc bclly, lips, and breath, 

Нс dims, discolours, and dcstroys; 

With thosc he fccds, but fills not, Dcath, 
Which somctimcs wcrc thc food of joys: 
Уса Timc doth dull cach livcly wit, 

And dries all wantonness with it. 

Oh, crucl Timc, which takcs in trust, 

Our youth, our joys, and all wc have, 

And pays us but with agc and dust; 

Who in the dark and silent gravc, 

Whcn wc havc wandcr’d all our way$, 

Shuts up the story of our days. 

> 

Mcnaphon*s Ecloguc 

BY ROBERT grrene: from menaphon: 1589 

Тоо weak the wit, too slender is the brain, 

That means to mark the power and worth of iove 
Not onc ihat livcs, cEcept hc hap to provc, 

Can tcll the swect, or tell the secret pain. 
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Yet I that havc bcen prcnticc to thc gricf, 

Likc to thc cunning ica-man, from afar, 

Ву guess will uke the beiuty of tlut 
Who3e inffueace tnust yield me chicf relicf. 

Уои censors of thc glory of my dcar, 

With rcvcrencc and lowly bcnt of kncc, 

Attcnd and mark what hcr pcrfcctions bc; 

For in my words my fancics shall аррсаг. 

Hcr locks arc pliahtcd likc thc flcccc of wool 
That Jason with nis Grccian matcs aclucv’d; 

As pufc as gold, yct not from gold dcriv’d; 

As full of swccts as swcct of swccts is full 

Hcr brows аге prctty tablcs of conccit, 

Thcrc Lovc his rccords of dclight doth quotc; 

On them her dallying locks do daily float, 

As Love full oft doth fccd upon the bait. 

Hcr cyes, fair cycs, likc to thc purcst lights 
That animatc thc sun ог chccr thc day; 

In whom the shining sunbeams brightly play, 

Whilcs Fancy doth on thcm divinc dclignts. 

Her cheeks like ripcn’d lilies stecp’d in wme, 

Or fair pomegranate-kernels wash’d in milk, 

Or snow-white threads in nets of crimson silk, 

Or gorgcous clouds upon the sun’s decline. 

Hcr lips агс roscs ovcr-wash’d with dcw, 

Or like the purple of Narcissus’ flowcr; 

No frost their fair, no wind doth wa$te their powcr, 

But by her breath her bcauties do renew. 

Her crystal chin like to thc purcst mould 
Enchas’d with dainty daisies soft and white, 

Whcrc Fancy’s fair pavilion oncc is pight, 

Whereas embrac’d his bcauties he doth hold. 

Her neck like to an ivory shining tower, 

Whcrc through with azurc vcins swcci ncctar nms, 

Or like the down of swans whcrc Senesse wons, 

Os like delight that doth itself devour. 

Her paps аге like fair apples in the prime, 

As round as orient pearls, as soft as down; 

Thcy nevcr vcil thcir fair through wintcr’s frown, 

But from their sweets Love sucks his summertime. 

Hcr body Bcauty’s best-esteemcd bowcr, 

Ddicious, comdy, dainty, without stain; 

The thot^t whcreof (not touch) hath wrought my ptin; 
Whoie шг all fair and beauties doth devour. 
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Her maiden mount, the dwelling*housc of Pleasure; 
Not iike, for why no like surpasscth wonder; 

0, blest is he may bring such beautics undcr, 

Or search by suit thc sccrcts of that trcasurcl 

Dcvour’d in thought, how wandcrs my dcvicc! 

What rcsts bchind I must divinc upon; 

Who talks thc bcst can say but “faircr nonc”; 

Fcw words wcll-couch’d do most contcnt thc wisc. 

Ali you that hcar, let not my silly style 
Condcmn my zcal; for what my tonguc should say 
Scrvcs to cnforce my thoughts to scck thc way 
Whcrcby my wocs and carcs I do beguile. 

Scld spcaketh Lovc, but sighs his sccrct pains; 
fcars arc his truchmcn, words do makc him trcmblc: 
How swcct is Lovc to thcm that can disscmblc 
In thoughts and looks till thcy havc rcap’d thc gainsl 

Aii lonely I complain, and what I say 
I think, yct what I think tonguc cannot tcll: 

Swcct ccnsors, takc my silly worst for wcll; 

Му faith is firm, though homcly bc my lay. 

A Blith and Воппу Country Lats 

BY THOMAS LODCE. FROM “rOSALVNDE,” I59O 

1. A blith and bonny Country Lass 
Sat sighing on thc tcndcr Grass, 

And wccptng said, will nonc comc woo hcr? 
A dappcr Воу, a lithcr Swain, 

That had a mind hcr lovc to gain, 

With smiling looks straight came unto her. 

2 . Whcn as thc wanton Girl espied 
Thc mcans to makc hcrsclf a Bridc, 

Shc simipcr’d much likc bonny Ncll. 

Thc Swain ihat saw hcr vcry kind, 

His arms about hcr body twin*d, 

And said, Fair Lass, how farc ус, wcll? 

3 . Thc G)untry Lass said, Wcll forsooth, 

But that I havc a longing tooth, 

A longing tooth, that makes me сгу. 

Alas, says he, what gars thy grief? 

A wound, says shc, without rdicf, 

I fear that I a Maid shall die. 

4 . If that bc all, the Shepherd said, 
lil makc thce Wivc it, gcntlc Maid, 

And so recure thy Malady: 

On which they kist, with many an Oatb, 

And ’fore God Pan did light thcir Troch; 

So to the Church away they hic. 
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5 * Anđ Jove lend ev^ ргеоу Peat, 

That feari to die ol thit conceit, 

So kind a Friend to help at last: 

Then Maidi ihall never lona again, 

Wheo they fiod ease for lucn a pain: 

And thui my Roundelay ii pait. 

A Counterlove 

ВГ JOHN LYLY. FIOM THI PHOBNUC NIST, I593 

Dbclare, O mind, from fond desires excluded, 

That thou didst find crcwhilc, by Lovc deluded 

An еуе, the plot, whercon Love sets his gin, 

Beauty, thc trap, whcrcin thc hccdlcss fall, 

A smile, the train, that draws the simple in, 

Swcct wofds, thc wily instrumcnt of all, 

Intreaties posts, fair promises are charms, 

Writing, the mcsscngcr, that woos our harms. 

Miitrcss, and servant, titlcs of mischance: 
Commandments done, the act of slavery, 

Thcir colors worn, a clownish cognizancc, 

And doublc duty, pctty drudgery, 

And when she twines and dallics with thy locks, 
Thy frcedom then ii brought into the stocks. 

То touch her hand, her hand binds thy desirc, 

То wcar hcr ring, hcr ring is Ncssus gift, 

То fccl hcr breast, hcr breast doth blow the fire, 

То see her bare, her bare a baleful drift, 

То bait thine eycs thereon, is loss of sight, 

То think of it, confounds thy senses quite. 

Kiisa the kcys, to swect consuming sin, 

Gosinn, Cleopatra’s adders at thy breast, 

Fainea resisunce thcn she will begin, 

And yet unsatiablc in all the rest, 

And when thou dost unto thc act proceed, 

Thc bcd doth groan, and trcmblc at thc dccd. 

Bcauty, a silver dew that falls in Мау, 

Lovc is an EggshcU, with that humor fillcd, 

Dcsirc, a win^ boy, coming that way, 

Delights and dallies with it in the field, 

The fiery Sun, draws up the shell on high, 

Beauty decays, Love dies, desirc doth fly. 

Unharmed give ear, that thing is hap1y caught, 
That coit some dear, if thou mayst W for nauaht. 



From William Sha\espeare 


I 

When my lovc swcars that shc is mađe of truth, 

I do believe her, though I know shc lics, 

That shc might think mc some untutor’d youth, 
Unskilful in thc world*s false forgcrics. 

Thus vainly thinking that shc thinks mc young. 
Although I know my years bc past thc bcst, 

I smiling crcdit hcr false-spcaking tongue, 

Outfacing faults in lovc with lovc’s ill rcst. 

But whercfore says my lovc that shc is young? 

And whcrcforc say not I that I am old.? 

O, love’s best habit is a soothing tongue, 

And age, in love, loves not to have ycars told. 
Therefore Г11 lie vvith lovc, and lovc with mc, 

Since ihat our faults in love thus smother’d bc. 

IV 

Swect Cythcrca, sitting by a brook 

With young Adonis, lovcly, frcsh and grcen, 

Did court the lad with many a lovcly look, 

Such looks as none could look but bcauty’s quccn. 
Shc told him stories to delight his ear, 

She show’d him favours to allurc his сус; 

То win his hcart, shc touch’d him herc and therc; 
Touches so soft still conquer chastity. 

But whethcr unripe years did want conccit, 

Or hc refused to takc her figurcd proffcr, 

The tender nibbler would not touch thc bait, 

But smilc and jcst at cvery gentlc offcr: 

Then fcll she on her back, fair quccn, and toward: 
Не rosc and ran away; ah, fool too froward. 

VI 

Scarce had thc sun dricd up the dcwy morn, 

And scarce thc herd gonc to thc hcdgc for shadc, 
Whcn Cytherea, all in love forlorn, 

A longing tarriancc for Adonis madc 
Under an osier growing by a brook, 

A brook wherc Adon uscd to cool his splccn; 

Hot was the day; shc holtcr that did look 
For his approach, that oftcn thcrc had bccn. 

Anon he comcs, and throws his mantle by, 

And stood stark nakcd on the brook’s green brim: 
The sun look’d on the world with glorious еуе, 

Yct not so wistly as this queen on him. 

Не spying her, bounced in, wherea5 he stood: 

O Jovc, quoth she, why was not 1 a floodl 
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Pair ii my love, but not so fair as fickle, 

Mild as a dove, but neither true nor tru$ty, 

Brighter than glass and yet, as glass is, brittle, 

So&r than wax and yet as iron rusty: 

A lily pale, with damask dye to grace her, 

None tairer, nor none falser to deface her. 

Her lips to mine how often hath she joined, 

Between each kiss her oaths of true love $wearingl 
How many tales to please me hath she coined, 
Dreading my love, the loss thereof still fearingl 
Yet in the midst of all her pure protestings, 

Her faith, her oaths, her tears, and all were jestings. 

She burn*d with love, as straw with iire flameth; 

She burn'd out love, is soon as straw out-burneth; 

She framed the love, and yet she foil’d the framing; 
She bade love last, and yet she fell a'turning. 

Wai this a lover, or a lecher whether? 

Bad in the best, though excellent in neither. 

IX 

Fair was the morn when the fair queen of love. 


Paler for sorrow than her milk-white dove, 

Adon’s sake, a youngster proud and wild; 

Her sund she takes upon a steep-up hill: 

Anon Adonis comes with horn and hounds, 

She, iilly queen, with more than love’s good will, 
Forbade the boy he should not pass those grounds: 

Once, quoth she, did I see a fair sweet youth 
Here in thcse brakes decp-wounded with a boar, 

Dccp in thc thigh, a spccudc of ruthl 
Sec, in my thigh, quoth shc, hcrc was thc sorc. 

Shc showed hers: hc saw morc wound than onc, 

And blushing fled, and left her all alone. 

л 

Venus, with young Adonis sitting by hcr 
Under a myrtle shade, began to woo him: 

She told thc voungling how god Mars did try hcr, 

Aiid as he fell to ner, so fcll she to him. 

“Even thus,” quoth shc, ”thc warlikc god embraced mc,” 
And then she dipp’d Adonis in her arms; 

”Evcn thus,” quoth shc, ‘‘he scizcd on my lips,” 

And with her lips on his did act the seizure: 

And u she fetched breath, away he skips, 

And would not take her meaning nor her pleasure. 

Ah, that I had my lady at this bay, 

То kiti and dip me tiU 1 run awayl 
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Ignoto 

BY CHRISTOPHER MARLOWE 

I LovE thcc not for sacrcd chastity. 

Who lovcs for that? nor for thy sprightly wit: 

I lovc thcc not for thy 8wcct mođcsty, 

Which makcs thcc in pcrfccdon’s thronc to sit. 

I lovc thcc not for thy cnchanting сус, 

Thy bcauty, ravishing pcrfcction: 

I lovc ihcc not for unchastc luxury, 

Nor for thy body’s fair proportion. 

I lovc thcc not for that my soul doth dancc, 

And lcap with plcasurc whcn thosc lips of thinc, 

Givc musical and graccful uttcrancc, 

То somc (by thec madc happy) poct’s linc. 

I lovc thcc not for voicc or slcndcr small, 

But wilt thou know whcrcforc? Fair swcct, for all. 

’Faith, wcnch! I cannot court thy sprightly eycs, 

With thc basc viol placcd bctwccn my thighs: 

I cannot lisp, nor to somc fiddlc sing, 

Nor run upon a high strctching minikin. 

I cannot whinc in puling clcgics. 

Entombing Cupid wi^ sad obsequics: 

I am not fashioncd for thcse amorous timcs, 

То court thy bcauty with lascivious rhymc8: 

I cannot da!ly, caper, dancc and sing, 

Oiling my saint with supplc sonncting: 

I cannot cross my arms, or sigh “Ah mc,” 

“Ah me forlorn!” cgrcgious foppcry! 

I cannot buss thy fill, p!ay with thy hair, 

Swcaring by Jovc, “Thou art most dcbonnairc!” 

Not I, by cock! but I sha!! tc!! thcc roundly, 

Hark in thinc car, zounds I can (-) thcc soundly. 

Swcct wcnch, I lovc thcc; yct I will not suc, 

Or show my lovc as musky courticrs do; 

Г11 not carouse a hcalth to honour thcc, 

In this samc bczzling drunkcn courtcsy: 

And whcn all’s quaffcd, cat up my bousinglass, 

In glory that I am thy scrvilc ass. 

Nor will I wcar a rottcn Bourbon lock, 

As somc sworn pcasant to a fcmalc mock. 

Wcll-fcaturcd lass, thou know’st I lovc thcc dcar, 

Yet for thy sakc I will not borc minc car, 

То hang thy dirty silkcn shoc-tires thcrc: 

Not for thy love will I once gnash a brick, 

Or somc pied colours in my bonnct ftick. 

But by the chaps of hell, to do thee good, 

111 £reely spend my thrice decocted blood. 

t >«3 3 



ANOTHIK OP THE SAME NATUEE, MADE SINCE 

G>me live with me, and be my dear, 

And we will revel all the уеаг, 

In plains and groves, on hills and dales: 
Where fragrant air hreeds 5weetest gales. 

There shall you have the beauteous Pine, 
The Cedar, and the spreading Vine, 

And all the woods to bc a screen; 

Least Phoebus kiss my Summer*s Queen. 

The seat for your disport shall be 
Over some River in a tree, 

Where silver sands and pebbles sing, 
Eternal ditties with the spring. 

There shall you see the Nymphs at play, 
And how the Satyrs spend thc day, 

The hshes gliding on the sands: 

Offering thcir bcllics to your hands. 

The birds with heavenly tuned throats, 
Possess woods Echos with swcct notcs, 
Which to your senscs will impart, 

A music to cnflamc the heart. 

Ж п thc barc and lcaf-lcss Oak, 
Ring-Dovcs wooings will provoke 
A coldcr blood than you posscss, 

То play with me and do no less. 

In bowers of Laurcl trimly dight, 

Wc will out'Wcar thc silcnt night, 

Whilc Flora busy is to spread: 

Hcr richcst trcasure on our bcd. 

Tcn thousand Glow-worms shall attcnd, 
And all this sparkling li^hts shall spcnd, 

All to adorn and bcautify; 

Your lodging with most majcsty. 

Thcn in minc arms will I cnclose 
Lilies’. fair mixturc with ihc Rosc, 

Whosc nicc pcrfcctions in lovc’s play: 

Shall tunc mc to the highcst кеу. 

Thus as wc pass thc wclcomc night, 

In sportful pleasures and delight, 

Thc nimble Fairies on thc grounds, 

Shall dance and sing mclodious sounds. 

If ihcsc may scrve for to cntice, 

Уоиг prescnce to Lovc’s Paradisc, 

Thcn comc with mc, and bc my Dcar; 

And we will then begin the усаг. 
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The Mcrie Ballad of Nash, His Dildo 

BY THOMAS nash; i6oi; rawlinson ms. poet. 216, lbaves 96-106; 
ALSO PETYT MS. [iNNEE TEMPLE], 238 VOL. 43, P. VIII, 295B)— 
HITHERTO unpublished: DEDICATED in petyt ms. “to the 
RiGHT honorable the lord s[[outhampton]’’ 

Paidon, ■weet flower of Mttchlets poesy, 
snd fairest bud thst ever red rose bsre, 
slthough my muse, divert from deepest csre, 
presents you with s wsnton elefy. 

Nsv blsme my verse of loose inchsstit^, 
for psintinf forth the things thst htdden be, 
only induced with variety, 
sith most men mark whst I in speech descrie. 

Complsints snd praises every msn csn write, 
snd psssion forth there love in atstdy rhyme: 
but of love's plessure none diđ e’er indite, 
thst hsve succeeded in this latter time. 

Accept of it, desr love, in gentle psrt, 
snd better far, ere large, shsll honor thee. 


NASH'S DILDO 

It was thc тсггу month o£ Fcbruary, 

Whcn young mcn in thcir bravcry, 

Rosc in thc morning, bcfore brcak o£ đay, 

То scck thcir valcntines so frcsh anđ gay. 

With whom thcy may consort in Summcr’s shcnc, 
And dancc thc high dcgrcc in our town grecn: 
And also at Eastcr, and at Pcnticost, 

Pcrambulate thc ficlds that flourish most: 

And go into somc villagc bordcring ncar, 

То tastc thc Cakcs and crcam and such good chccr, 
То scc a play o£ strangc morality, 

Choscn by thc bachclours o£ magnanimity, 

Whithcr our Country Franklins flockmcal swarm, 
And John and Joan comc marching arm in arm, 
Evcn on thc Hallowcs o£ that blcsscd Saint, 


That doth truc lovcrs with thosc joys acquaint, 

I wcnt, poor pilgrim, to my Lady’s shrinc, 

То scc i£ shc would bc my Valcntinc. 

But out, alas, shc was not to bc found, 

For shc was shiftcd to anothcr ground: 

Good Justicc Dudgcon, with his crabbcd facc, 

With bills and stavcs had scarcd her from that placc: 
And shc poor wench, compcllcd for sanctuary 
То fly into a housc o£ Vcncry. 

Thithcr wcnt I, and boldly madc inquire 
If thcy had hackncys to lct out to hirc, 

And what thcy cravcd by ordcr o£ thcir tradc, 

То lct mc ridc a јоигпсу on a jadc. 

With that, stcpt forth a foggy thrcc4:hinncd dame, 
That uscd to takc young wcnchcs for to tame, 

And asked mc, i£ soothc wcre my rcquest, 

Or only mouth a question but in jest? 

“In jcst,’’ quoth I, “that tcrm it as you will, 

I comc for game; thcrcforc givc mc my Jill.” 

“If that it bc,” quoth shc, “that you dcmand, 
Thcn givc mc first a godcs рспу in my hand; 
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Fof ш ouf ofatory, 5 iccafiy, 

Nonc enters т, to do bis devojj, 

But he must рау his sfhdmt first, 

And then perbsps ГН ease him of his thirst/* 

I, seeing her so earnest for thc box, 

I give her her due, and shc thc door unlocks, 

Now I am cntcrcđ, swcct Vcnus bc my spccdl 
But whcrc’s thc fcmalc that must do thc dccd? 
Thfough blind mcandcrs, and through crookcd ways. 
Shc lcads mc onward, as my author says, 

Until I camc unto a shady loft 

Whcrc Vcnus bouncing vcsturcs skirmish fought. 

And thcrc shc sct mc in a Lcathcr chair, 

And brought mc forth, of wcnchcs, straight a pair, 
And badc mc choosc which might contcnt my сус; 
But shc I sought, I could no way cspy. 

I spakc hcr fair, and wishcd hcr wcll to farc, 

“But so it is, I must havc frcshcr warc; 

Whcrcforc, damc bawd, so dainty as you bc, 

Fctch gcntlc Mistrcss Franccs unto mc.” 

“Ву HoIy Damc,” quoth shc, “and God's onc mother 
I wcll ’pcrccivc you arc a wily brothcr; 

For if thcrc bc a morccll of bcttcr pricc, 

You’lI find it out, though I bc now so nicc. 

As you dcsirc, so shall you swivc with hcr; 

But look, your pursC'Strings shall abidc it dcar; 

For hc who’ll fccd on quails, must lavish crowiis, 
And Mistrcss Franccs, in hcr vclvct gowns, 

Hcr ru^ and pcriwig so frcsh as Мау, 

Cannot bc kcpt for half a crown a day.” 

”Of price, good hostcss, we will not dcbate, 

Although you assize me at the highcst rate; 

Only conduct mc to this bonny bcllc, 

And ten good goblets unto thcc ГИ tcll, 

Of gold or silver, which shall like you best, 

So much I do hcr сотрапу rcqucst.” 

Away she went, so $wcct a word is gold, 

It makcs invasion in thc strongcst hold; 

Lo, hcre she comcs that hath my hcart in kecping, 
Sing lullaby, my cares and fall a slecping. 

Sweeping she comcs, as she would brush the ground: 
Her rattling silk my senscs do confound: 

Away I am ravishcd: “void thc chambcr straight, 

I must be straight upon her with my weight.” 

”Му Tomalyn,” quoth she, and then she smiled: 

”1,1,” quoth I, **So morc mcn arc bcguilcd 
With sighs and flattering words and tears, 

Whcn in уоиг decds much falschood still appcars.” 

“A$ how, my Tomalyn,” blushing she rcplicd, 
**Bccausc I in this dauncing ' shoidd abide? 
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If that bc it that brccds thy điscontcnt, 

Wc will rcmovc thc camp incontincnt: 

For ihcltcr only, swect hcart, camc I hithcr, 

And to avoid thc troublcsomc stormy wcathcr; 

And since the coast is clcar, I will bc gonc, 

For, but thy sclf, truc lovcrs I havc nonc.” 

With that shc sprung full lightly to my lips, 

And about my ncck shc hugs, shc culls, shc clips, 
She wanton faincs, and falls upon thc bcd, 

And oftcn tosscs to and fro hcr hcad; 

Shc shakcs hcr fcct, and wagglcs with hcr tonguc: 
Oh, who is ablc to forbcar so long? 

“I comc, I comc, swcct Lady, by thy lcavc'"; 

Softly my fingcrs up thc curtains hcavc, 

And scnd mc happy stcaling by dcgrccs, 

First unto thc fcct, and thcn unto thc knccs, 

And 80 asccnd unto hcr manly thigh— 

A рох on lingcring, whcn I comc so nigh! 

Smock, climb apacc, that I may scc my joys, 

AIl carthly plcasurcs sccm to this but toys, 

Comparcd bc thcsc dclights which I bchold, 

Which wcll might kccp a man from bcing old. 

A prctty rising womb without a wcnn, 

That shinc (s) as bright as апу crysta! gcm, 

And bcars out likc thc rising of a hill, 

At whose decline the (re) runs a fountain still, 
That hath hcr mouth bcsct with rugged bricrs, 
Rcscmbling much a dusky nct of wires: 

A lusty buttock, barrcd with azurc vcins, 

Whosc comcly swclling, whcn my hand rcstrains, 

Or harmlcss checkcth with a wanton grip, 

It makcs thc fruit thcrcof too soon bc ripc, 

A pleasurc plucked too timely from his spring 
It is, dies сгс it can епјоу the uscd thing. 

0*Gods, that ever апу thing so sweet, 

So suddenly should fade away, and ficetl 
Her arms and lcgs and all werc spread, ‘ 

But I was all unarmcd, 

Like one that Ovid’s curscd hcmlock charmed, 

(So arc my Limbs unwicldy for the fight,) 

That spcnt thcre strcngth in thought of your delight. 

What shall I do, to shcw mysclf a man? 

It will not be, for ought that beauty can: 

I kiss, I clip, I winch, I feel at will, 

Yet lies he dead, not feeling good or ill. 

**Ву Но1у damc (quoth shc), and wilt not stand? 
Now let me roll and rub it in my handl 
Perhaps the silly worm hath laboured sore, 

And worked so that it can do no more: 
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Which if it bc, as I do grcatly drcad, 

I wish tcn thousand timcs that I vvcrc dcad. 

What crc it bc, no means shail lack in mc, 

That may avail for his rccovery.” 

Which said, shc took and rollcd it on hcr thigh, 
And looking down on it, did groan and sigb; 

She handled it, and danccd it up and down, 

Not ccasing till shc raiscd it from (thc swounc); 
And thcn it flcw on hcr as it wcrc wood, 

And on hcr brccch labourcd and foam’d a good; 
Нс rubbcd and picrccd hcr evcr to thc bonc, 

Digging as dccp as hc could dig for stoncs; 

Now high, now low, now striking short and thick, 
And diving dccpcr, picrccd hcr to thc quick; 

Now with a gird hc would his coursc rcbatc, 

Thcn would he takc him to a statcly gatc. 

Play whcn hc list, and thrust hc ncrc so hard, 
Роог paticnt Grisscll lycth at his ward, 

And givcs and takcs as blith and frcsh as Мау, 

And cvcr mccts him in thc middlc of thc way. 

On hcr his cycs continually wcrc fixt; 

With his eyc-brows, hcr mclting cycs wcrc mixt, 
Which, like thc sun, bctwixt two glasscs plays, 
From the onc to thc othcr casting rcbounding rays. 
She likc a star, that, to requitc his beams, 

Sucks the influcncc of swcct Phocbus strcams, 

In bathcs the beams of his dcscending light 
In the deepest fountains of the purest light. 

She, fair as fairest planct in the sky, 

But purity to no man doth dcny; 

Thc vcry chamber that includcs hcr shinc, 

Sccms as thc palacc of thc gods divinc, 

Who lcads the day about the Zodiack; 

And in the even, sets of the ocean lake; 

So fierce and fervent in hcr radiance, 

Such flving breath she darts at every glancc 
As might inflamc the very napp of age, 

And cause pale death him suddenly t’assuage, 

And stand and gaze upon those orient lamps, 
Where Cupid all his joys incamps. 

(And sits and plays with evcry atomic 
That in hcr Sun-bcams swarm abundantly.) 

Thus striking, thus gazing, we pcrsevere: 

But nought so sure that will continue cver: 

"Flcct not so fast,” my ravishcd scnscs crics, 

"Sincc my Contcnt upon thy life relics, 

Which brought so soon from his delightful seats, 
Ме, unawares, o£ blissful hope defeats; 

(Together let our equal motion stir, 

Together let us live and die, my dear;) 

Together let us march with one content 
And be consum(e)d without languishment.” 
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Ai she prescribed, so keep we dock and time, 

And every stroke in order like a chime, 

So she that hcrc prcferrcd mc by hcr pity, 

Unto our music fram’d a groaning ditty: 

’*Alas, alas, that lovc should be a sinl 
Evcn now my joys and sorrows do bcgin; 

Hold widc thy lap, my lovcly Danae, 

And entcrtain this goldcn showcry sca, 

That drisling fall(s) into thy trcasury:” 

Swcct April flowcrs not half so plcasant bc, 

Nor Nilus overflowing Egypt plain, 

As in thc balm that all hcr womb dc$trcyn. 

“Now, oh now,” shc trickling movcs hcr lips, 

And oftcn to and fro she lightly surts and skips: 
Shc jcrks hcr lcgs, and frcskcth with hcr hccls: 

No tonguc can tell the plcasurcs that shc fcels. 

“I comc, I comc, swcct dcath, rock mc a-$lccpl 
Slccp, slccp, desire, intomb mc in thc dccpl” 

“Not so, my dear and dcarcst,” shc rcplicd: 

**From us two (? swcct) this pleasure must not glidc, 
Until thc sincwy Chambcrs of our blood 
Withhold thcmsclvcs from this ncw prisoned flood; 
And then wc will, that thcn will come so soon, 
Dissolvcd lie, as though our days wcrc donc.” 

Thc whilcst I spcak, my soul is stcaling hcncc, 

And lifc forsakcs his carthly rcsidcncc: 

‘‘Stay but one hour,—an hour is not so much, 

Nay, half an hour: and if thy hastc bc such, 

Nay, but a quartcr, I will ask no morc, 

That thy dcparturc, which tormcnts mc sorc, 

Мау now bc lcngthcncd by a litdc pause, 

And takc away this passion’s suddcn causc.” 

Нс hcars mc not; hard hearted as hc is, 

Нс is thc scorn of timc, and hath my bliss: 

Timc nc’cr looks back; thc river nc’cr rcturns; 

A sccond spring must hclp, or clsc I burn: 

(No, no, the wcll is dry that should rcfrcsh mc, 
Thc glass is run of all my destiny: 

Naturc, of wintcr lcancth, niggardizc, 

Who, as hc ovcrbcars the strcam with icc 

That man nor bcast may of thcir pleasance taste, 

So shuts she up her conduit all in hastc, 

And will not lct hcr Ncctar ovcrflow, 

Lcst mortal man immortal joys should know. 

Adieu, unconstant lovc, to thy disport; 

Adicu, false mirth, and melodics too short; 

Adieu, faint-hearted instrument o£ lust, 

That falscly hath bctraycd our cqual trust.) 
Henceforth I will no more implore thine aid, 

Or thcc for evcr of Cowardice shall upbraid: 
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Му little dildo sball supply your kind, 

A youth that is as light as lcavcs in wind: 

Нс bcndeth not, nor foldcth апу dcal, 

But stands as stiff as he wcre madc of stccl; 

(And plays at pcacock twixt my legs right blithc 
And docth my tickling swage with many a sigh;) 
And whcn I will, hc doth rcfrcsh mc wcll, 

And ncvcr makcs my tendcr bclly swcll.” 

Poor Priapus, thy kingdom nceds must fall, 

Exccpt thou thrust thus weakling to the wall; 

Behold how he usurps in bcd and bowcr, 

And undcrmincs thy kingdom cvcry hour: 

And slyly crccps bctwcen the bark and tree, 

And sucks thc sap whilc slccp dctaincth thec: 

Нс is my Mistrcss lakc^ at cvery sound, 

And soon will tcnt a deep intrenchcd wound; 

Нс waits on courtly nymphs that arc full соу, 

And bids thcm scorn thc blind alluring boy; 

(Нс givcs young girls their gamcsomc sustcnancc, 
And cvcry gaping mouth his full sufficiancc.) 

Не fortifics disdain with foreign arts, 

Whilc wantons chaste dcludc all loving hcarts. 

If апу wight a cruel Mistrcss scrve, 

And in dcspair full deeply pinc and stervc, 

(Cursc Eunuch dildo, scnscless countcrfeit, 

Who sooth may fill, but nevcr can beget: 

But if rcvcngc cnragcd with despair, 

That such a dwarf his wclfarc should impair,) 
Would fain this woman’s sccrctary know, 

Lct him attcnd the marks that I shall show: 

Нс is a youth almost two handfulls high; 

Straight, round, and plump, and having but onc суе, 
Whcrein the rhcum so fcrvcntly doth rain, 

Thc Stygian gulf can scarce his tcars contain; 
Running somctimcs in thick congealcd glass, 

Whcrc he morc likc, down into hcll would pass: 
An arm strong guidcr stcadfastly him guidcs; 
Upon a chariot of fivc whccls hc ridcs, 

Attircd in whitc vclvct or in silk, 

And nourisht with warm watcr ог with milk, 

And oftcn altcrs pace as ways grow dccp; 

For who, in placcs unknown, onc pacc can kecp? 
Sometimes hc smoothly slippeth down a hill; 

Somc othcr timcs, thc stones his fect do kill; 

In claycy ways hc trcadcth by and by, 

And placeth himself and all that standcth by: 

So farcs this гоуа! ridcr in his racc, 

Plunging and sowsing forward in likc casc, 
Bcdasht, bcspottcd, and bcplottcd foul— 

God givc thcc shamc, thou foul misshapcn owl! 


»Pige (?). 
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But frcc from gricf a lady’s chambcrlcync, 

And canst thou not thy tatding tonguc rcfrain? 

I tcll thc bcardlcss blabb, bcvvarc of stripcs, 

And bc advised what thou so vainly pipst; 

If Ilyian quccn know of thy bravcry hcrc, 

Thou shouldst bc whipt with ncttlcs for thy gccr. 

Saint Dcnnis shicld mc from such fcmalc sprights! 
Rcgard not, damcs, what Cupid’s poct writcs: 

I pcn this story only for mysclf; 

And, giving it to such an actual clf, 

Am quitc discouraging in my muscry, 

Since all my storc to hcr sccms miscry. 

I am not as was Hercules thc stout, 

That to thc scvcnth јоигпсу could hold out; 

I want those hcrbs and roots of Indian soil, 

That strcngthcn weary mcmbers in thcir toil, 

Or drugs or clcctuarics of ncw dcviscs, 

That shame my purse, and tremblc at thc priccs. 

I paid of both, (thc) scott and lott almost, 

Yet look as lank and lean as апу ghost; 

For that I alvvays had, I paid thc whole, 

Which, for a poor man, is a princcly dolc— 

What can be added more to my rcnown? 

Shc lieth brcathlcss; I am takcn down; 

The waves do swell, thc tidc climbs o’cr thc banks; 
Juđgc, gcntlcwomcn, doth this dcscrvc no thanks? 
And so, good night unto you cvcry onc; 

For lo, our thrcad is spun, our play’s donc. 

(Thus hath my pcn presum’d to pleasc my fricnd: 
Oh, mightst thou likcwise plcasc Apollo’s сус. 
No, Honor brooks no such impicty, 

Yct Ovid’s wanton musc did not offcnd. 

Нс is thc fountain whence my strcamcrs do flow— 
Forgivc mc if I spcak as I was taught, 

Alike to womcn uttcr all I know, 

As longing to unlade so bad a fraught. 

Му mind once purg’d of such lascivious wit, 

With purified words and halIowed vcrsc, 

Thy praiscs in largc volumcs shall rchcarsc 
That bcttcr may xhy gravcr vicw bcfit. 

Mcanwhilc it rcsts, you smilc at what I write 
Or for attempting banish me уоиг sight.) 

I Care Not for These Ladies 

BY THOMAS CAMPION FROM A ВООК OP AVRES, l6oi 

I CARE not for these ladies, 

That must bc woocd anđ prayed; 

Give me kind Amarillis, 

Thc wanton country maid. 
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Nature itrt disđđineth, 

Her beauty is her own, 

Her whcn wc court and kiss, 

Shc crics, 'Тог5ооЛ, Ict gol” 

But whcn wc comc wherc comfort is, 

Shc ncvcr will say “МоГ’ 

If I lovc Amarillis, 

Shc gives mc fruit and flowcrs: 

But if we lovc thcse ladics, 

We must give goldcn showcrs, 

Givc thcm gold, that scll love, 

Givc mc thc nut-brown lass, 

Who, whcn wc court and kiss, 

Shc crics, “Forsooth, lct go!“ 

But whcn wc come wherc comfort is, 

Shc nevcr will say “No!“ 

Thcsc ladies must havc piIIows, 

And bcds by strangcrs wrought; 

Givc me a bowcr of wiIlows, 

Of moss and lcaves unbought, 

And fresh Amarillis, 

With milk and honcy fcd; 

Who, whcn wc court and kiss, 

She crics, “Forsooth, lct go!” 

But whcn wc comc whcrc comfort is, 

She ncvcr will say “No!“ 

Follow Your Saint 

BY THOMAS CAMPION, l6oi 

My lovc hath vowcd hc wiU forsakc mc, 
And I am alrcady spcd; 

Far othcr promise he did makc mc 
Whcn hc had my maidcnhcad. 

If such danger be in playing 
And sport must to carncst turn, 

I will go no morc a-maying. 

Had 1 forescen what is ensupd, 

Anđ what now with pain I provc, 
Unhappy thcn I had eschewcd 
This unkind cvcnt of lovc: 

Maids foreknow their own undoing, 

But fear naught till all i$ done, 

When a man шопе is wooing. 

Dissembling wretch, to gain thy pleasurc, 
What didst thou not vow and $wcar? 

So didst thou rc^ me of the treasure 
Which so long I held so dear. 



Now thou provcst to mc a strangcr: 

Such is thc vile guisc of mcn 
Whcn a woman is in dangcr. 

That hcart is ncarcst to misfortunc 
That will trust a fcigncd tonguc; 

Whcn flatt’ring mcn our lovcs importunc 
Thcy intcnd us dccpcst wrong. 

If this shamc of lovc’s bctraying 
But this oncc I clcanly shun^ 

I will go no morc a*maying. 

Har\, All You Ladies That Do Sleep 

BY THOMAS CAMPION, l6oi 

Hark, all you ladies that do slecpt 
Thc fairy-quccn Proscrpina 
Bids you awake and pity thcm that wccp. 

You may do in the dark 
What thc day doth forbid; 

Fcar not thc dogs that bark, 

Night will have all hid. 

But if you lct your lovcrs moan, 

The fairy4iucen Proserpina 
Will scnd abroad hcr fairics cvcry onc, 

That shall pinch black and bluc 
Your whitc hands and fair arms 
That did not kindly rue 
Your paramours’ harms. 

In myrtlc arbours on the downs 
Thc fairy4}ueen Proscrpina, 

This night by moonshinc lcading тсггу rounds 
Holds a watch with swcct lovc, 

Down the dalc, up thc hill; 

No plaints or groans may movc 
Thcir holy vigil. 

All you that will hold watch with lovc, 

Thc fairy-qucen Proscrpina 
Will make you fairer than Dionc’s dovc; 

Roscs rcd, lilics whitc, 

And the clcar damask hue, 

Shall on your chceks alight: 

Love will adorn you. 

All you that lovc ог lovcd bcforc, 

The fairy-quccn Proscrpina 
Bids you increase that loving humour morc: 
Thcy that havc not fcd 
On delight amorous, 

She vows that they shall lead 
Apes in Avernus. 
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Who Is to Маггу Ме? 

BY THOMAS CAMPION, l6oi 

Young and simple though I am, 

I havc hcard of Cupid’s namc; 

Guess I can, what thing it is, 

Mcn dcsire whcn thcy do kiss. 

Smokc can ncvcr burn, thcy say; 

But thc flame that follows, may. 

I am not so foul or fair, 

То bc proud, or to despair; 

Yet my lips have oft observ’d, 

Men that kiss thcm, prcss them hard, 

As glad lovcrs usc to do 

Whcn thcir ncw mct lovcs thcy woo. 

Faith, ’tis but a foolish mind; 

Yct mcthinks, a hcat I find, 

Likc thirst longing, that doth bide 
Evcr on my wcakcr side, 

Whcrc thcy say my hcart doth movc: 
Vcnus grant it bc not love. 

If it be, alas what thcn, 

Wcrc not Womcn madc for Men ? 

As good ’tis, a thing were past, 

That must nccds bc donc at last, 

Roscs that arc ovcrblown, 

Grow less swcct, thcn fall alpnc. 

Yct no Churl nor silken Gull, 

Shall my maidcn blossom pull, 

Who shall not, I soon can tcll; 

Who shall, I would I could as wcll. 
This I know who сгс hc bc, 

Love hc must, or flattcr mc. 

Marricd wivcs may take and lcave; 
Whcrc thcy plcasc, rcfusc, rcccivc; 

Wc poor Maids must not do so; 

Wc must answcr уса with no; 

We sccm strangc, соу, and curst, 

And fain wc wouId do, if wc durst. 

// Апу Hath the Heart to Kill 

BY THOMAS CAMPION, l6oi 

Ip апу hath thc hcart to kill, 

G)mc rid me of this wocful painl 
For whilc I live I suffcr still 
This cracl torment all in vain; 

Yet none alive but one can guess 



Thanks be to heaven, no grlevom smart» 

No maladies my limbs аппоу; 

I bear a fond and sprightful heart, 

Yet live I quite deprived of јоу; 

Since wbat I bad in vain I crave, 

And wbat I had not oow 1 have. 

A love I bad, so fair, so swcet, 

As cver wanton сус did see: 

Oncc by appointmcnt wc did mcct: 

She would, but ah, it would not bel 
She gave her hcart, hcr hand shc gavc; 

AU did I give, shc nought could have. 

What hag did thcn my powcrs forspcak, 

That ncvcr yct such taint did fccl! 

Now shc rcjccts mc a$ onc wcak, 

Yct am I all composcd of stccl. 

Ah, tbis is it my hcart doth gricvc: 

Now though shc sccs, she’U not bclicvc. 

> 

Bcauty, Sincc Уои So Much Desire 

BY THOMAS CAMPION, l6oi 

Beautv, sincc you so much dcsire 
То know the place of Cupid’s firc, 

About you somcwhcre doth it rcst, 

Yct ncvcr harbour’d in your brcast, 

Nor gout-likc in your hccl or toc,— 

What fool would scck Lovc’s flame so low? 

But a little higher, but a little higher, 

Thcrc, thcrc, O thcrc lics Cupid’s fire. 

Think not, whcn Cupid most you scorn, 

Mcn judgc that you of ice wcrc born; 

For though you cast lovc at your heel, 

His fury yct somctimcs you fccl: 

And whcrcabouts if you would know, 

I teU you stUl not in your toe: 

But a little higher, but a littlc higher, 

Thcrc, thcrc, O thcre lics Cupid’s firc. 

Fain Would l Wed a Fair Young Мап 

BY THOMAS CAMPION, l6oi 

Fain would I wed a fair young man that day and night 
could please me. 

When my mind or body grieved that had the power to ease 
me. 
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Maidi are full of longing thoughts that breed a bloodleu 
iickness, 

And that, oh I hear men say, is only curcd by quickncss, 

Oft I havc been wooed and praycd, but ncvcr could bc movcd; 

Мапу for a day or so I havc most dcarly lovcd, 

But this foolish mind of minc straight loathcs thc thing 
rcsolvcd; 

If to love be sin in me that sin is soon absolved. 

Surc I think I shall ai last fly to somc holy ordcr; 

When I once am settled thcrc thcn can I fly no farther. 

Yet I would not die a maid, bccausc I had a mother; 

As I was by one brought forth I would bring forth another. 

The Courteous Knight 

DBUTEROMEUA [WITH MUSlc]; 1609; CF. “тНЕ BAFFLBD 
knioht: or the ladt’s policv’* [rokburghe ballads, 

II, 281] 

Yondbr comcs a courteous Knight, 

Lustily raking over the hay, 

Не was wcll ’ware of a bonny lass, 

As shc came wandering ovcr thc way: 

Then she sang down a down, 

Неу down derry. 

Then she sang down a down, 

Иеу down derry. 

Jove you speed, fair Lady, he said, 

Amongst the leavcs that be $o green; 

If I wcrc a King, and worc a Crown, 

Full soon, fair Lady, should thou be a Queen. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 

Also Jovc savc you, fair Lady, 

Among the Roscs that be so red; 

If 1 have not my wiil of you, 

Full soon, fair Lady, shall I be dead. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 

Thcn hc looked East, thcn hc lookcd Wcst, 

Не looked North, lo did he South: 

Не could not find a privy place, 

For all lay in thc Dcvil’s mouth. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 

If you will саггу mc, gcntlc Sir, 

A maid unto my father’s hall; 

'Theo you shall have your will of me 
Under purple and under Pall. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 
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Не set her upon a stecd, 

And himself upon another; 

And all the day he rode her by, 

As tho’ thcy had bccn sistcr and brother. 

Then she sang down a down, etc, 

Whcn shc camc to her fathcr’s hall, 

It was wcll wallcd round about; 

She rode in at the wicket gate, 

And shut thc four car’d fool without. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 

You had me (quoth she) abroad in the Hcld, 
Among the corn, amidst the hay, 

Whcre you might had your will of mc, 

For, in good faith, Sir, I nc’cr said пау. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 

You had mc also amid the heid, 

Among thc rushcs that wcrc so brown; 

Whcrc you might had your will of mc, 

But you had not the facc to lay mc down. 

Then she sang down a đown, etc. 

Нс pull’đ out his nut-brown sword, 

And wip’d the rust оН with his slccvc: 

And said: Jove’s Cursc comc to his hcart, 

That апу Woman would bclievc. 

Т hen she sang down a down, etc. 

Whcn you have your own truc lovc, 

A milc or twain out of thc Town, 

Sparc not for hcr gay clothing, 

But Iay her body flat on thc ground. 

Then she sang down a down, etc. 

Ccrtain Epigrams Concerning 
Marriage 

FROM EPITHALAMIA, OR NUPTIAL POEMS OF CEORCE WITHER, 
l6l2 

EPIGRAM I. 

’Tis said, in marriage abovc all thc rcst 
Thc childrcn of a king find comforts lcast, 
Bccausc without rcspcct of lovc ог hatc 
They must, and oft, bc rulcd by thc Siatc; 

But if contcntcd lovc, rcligion’s carc, 

Equality in statc, and ycars declare 
A happy match, as I supposc no less, 

Thcn гаге and great’s Eliza’s happiness. 
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BPIGIAM 2 , 

God was the Hrst that marriagc did ordain, 

Ву making one, two; and two, one again. 

EPiGRAM 3 . 

Soldicr, of thce I ask, for thou canst bcst, 

Having known sorrow, judgc of јоу and rest; 

What greatcr bliss than aftcr all thy harms 
То havc a wifc that’s fair and lawful thinc, 

And lying prison’d 'twixt hcr ivory arms, 

Thcrc tcll what ihou hast ’scapcd by powcrs divinc? 
How many round thcc thou hast murdcrcd scen, 

How oft thy soul hath bccn ncar-hand cxpiring, 

How many timcs lhy flcsh hath woundcd bccn: 

Whilst shc thy fortunc and thy worth admiring, 

With јоу of hcalth and pity of thy pain, 

Doth weep and kiss, and kiss and wccp again. 

EPIGRAM 4 . 

Fair Hclen having stain’d hcr husband’s bcd, 

And mortal hatred ’twixt two kingdoms brcd, 

Had stiil remaining in her so much good 
That hcrocs for hcr lost thcir dcarcst blood: 

Then if with all that ill such worth many last, 

Oh, what is shc worth that’s as fair—and chastcl 

EPicRAM 5 . 

Old Orphcus kncw a good wifc*s worth so wcll 
That whcn hc dicd hc followcd hcr to hcll, 

And for hcr loss at the £lysian grove 
Нс did not only ghosts to pity movc, 

But thc sad poct brcathcd his sighs so dccp, 

TTis said, thc devils could not choose but wccp. 

EPIGRAM 6. 

Long did I wondcr, and I wondcr much, 

Romc’s Church should from hcr clcrgy take that duc: 
Thought I, why should shc that contcntmcnt grutch? 
What, doth shc all with contincncc cndue? 

N 0 ; bul why thcn arc thcy dcbarr’d that statc? 

Is shc bccomc a foc unto hcr own? 

Doth she thcn mcmbcrs of hcr body hate, 

Or is it for somc othcr causc unshown? 

Oh ycs, thcy find a woman’s lips so dainty, 

Thcy tic thcmsclvcs from onc ’causc thcy’ll havc twcnty. 

EPIGRAM 7 . 

Women, as some men say, unconstant be; 

*Tis like enough, and so no doubt аге men: 

Nay, if their scapcs we could so plainly see, 

I fear that scarcc there will be one for ten. 
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Mcn have but thcir own lusts that tcmpt to ill: 

Womcn had lusts and mcn’s alturements too; 

Alas, if thcir strcngths cannot curb thcir will, 

What should poor womcn, that агс wcakcr, do? 

O, thcy had nccd bc chaste and look about ihem, 

That strivc ’gainst lust within and knives without thcm. 

Narcissus, Come Kiss Us! 

RAWLINSON MS. РОЕТ; C. [ihlO-^o]; ALSO ANE PLEASANT 
CARDEN 

As I was a walking, I cannot tcll whcrc, 

Nor whithcr, in vcrsc or in prosc; 

Nor know I thc meaning, altho’ thcy all satc, 

Evcn, as it werc, undcr my nosc. 

But cver and cvcr thc ladies all cricd, 

“Narcissus, comc kiss us, and lovc us bcsidc.’’ 

There camc in a lad from I cannot tcll whcre, 

With I cannot tcll what in his hand; 

It was a finc thing, tho’ it had littlc scnsc, 

But yct it would lustily stand. 

Thcn cvcr and cvcr thc ladics all cricd, 

“Narcissus, comc kiss us, and lovc us bcsidc.” 

Some shaked it, somc strokcd it, somc kiss’d it, 

’tis said, 

For it lookcd so lovcly indccd, 

All lovcd it as honcy, and nonc wcrc afraid, 

Bccausc of thcir bodily nccd. 

Thcn cvcr and cvcr thc ladics all cried, 

“Narcissus, comc kiss us, and lovc us bcsidc.” 

At Icngth hc did put his prctty finc toy 
(I cannot tcll whcrc ’twas) bcIow, 

Into onc of thcsc ladics, I cannot tell why, 

Nor whcrcforc, that hc should do so. 

Thcn cvcr and ever thc ladics all cricd, 

“Narcissus, comc kiss us, and lovc us bcsidc.” 

But whcn thcse fair ladics had sportcd all night, 

And riflcd Dame Naturc’s scant storc; 

And plcasured thcmsclvcs wiih Vcnus’ dclight, 

Till thc youth could hardly do morc. 

Thcn cvcr and cvcr thc ladics all cricd, 

“Narcissus, comc kiss us, and lovc us bcsidc.” 

The lad bcing tircd, bcgan to rctrcat, 

And hang down his hcad likc a flowcr; 

Thc ladics thc morc did dcsirc a ncw hcat, 

But alasl it was out of his power. 

But evcr and cver the ladics all cricd, 

“Narcissus, comc kiss us, and lovc us bcsidc.” 
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When full forty weeks wcrc eipircd, 

A pitiful story to tell, 

These ladies did get what they littlc dcsire, 

Por their bellies began for to swell. 

Still ever and ever the ladies all cried, 

**Narcissus, come kiss us, and love us beside.” 

Lucina in pity then scnt them her aid, 

То ccase thcm of all thcir sorrow; 

But whcn these fair ladics wcrc oncc brought 
to bed, 

Thcy still had thc samc mind tomorrow. 

And dandling thcir babics thcy rantingly4:ricd, 
“Narcissus, shan’t miss us, and bc by our sidcT 

The Description of Women 

FROM THE RAWLINSON MS. [c. r6lO-2o] ; POET. 2l6 

All you that lovcrs bc, 

And like thc amorous tradc, 

Come lcarn of mc, what womcn bc, 

And whercof thcy bc madc. 

Thcir hcads агс made of llash,^ 

Thcir tongucs arc madc of say, 

Thcir love, of silken changcablc, 

That lasteth but a day. 

Thcir wit, mockador is, 

Of durancc is thcir hatc, 

Thc food thcy fccd on most is caipc, 

Thcir gaming is chcckmatc. 

Of fustan thcir discoursc 
Their zeal is madc of frces, 

And thcy that on thcir favour wait, 

Gct most whcn most thcy lccsc. 

Their glory springs from sattcn, 

Thcir vanity from fcather, 

Thcir bcauty is stand furthcr of, 

Thcir conscicncc madc of lcathcr. 

Thcir humors watcr chamblctt, 

But canvas hts them best; 

Perpetuana is their fo)ly, 

Thcir carnest is but jcst. 

Thcif lifc is lovc in Hcucs, 

Their doings аге their pleasure; 

They lawlcss агс, yci all thcy wear, 

ТКеу buy standing measure. 
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Their eyes are made o£ iecke, 

Their lips of sops in wine: 

The worst of them the elder is, 

Their longing thoughts аге pine. 

Their foreparts аге of rue, 

Their hinder parts of docks; 

Of hardest brass are their hearts, 

Their hands are made of box. 

Their malice is of lcad, 

Their avarice of топеу, 

Thcir subtility of fox fur is, 

Their traffick is of сопсу. 

Or if, in plaincr tcrms, 

Thcy would with-all bc dcalt, 

Of bcavcr arc thcir snow-whitc thighs, 
Their limbs are made of fclt. 

Т he Bride^s First Night 

ВТ “w. C.”; FROM RAWLINSON MS. [c. l6l0-20] РОВТ. 
214, LEAF 71, BACK 

Being cntcrcd, and the bcd with all things sct, 
Upon thc sidc thcrcof a whilc thcy sit, 

When left alonc, thcy talk and toy and smilc, 

She, whilst she can, the timc sceks to bcguilc, 

Till suddcnly hcr chccks аге all bcwcpt, 

То loosc so soon what shc so long hath kcpt; 

And oft shc caslcs hcr cycs upon the placc 
Whcrc shc is to wrastlc; and shc hidcs hcr facc. 

Нс with such gentlc forcc compcls the Lass, 

As would not brcak hcr, wcrc shc made of glass, 

So loath hc is to hurt hcr; yct hc throws 
Hcr softly down, and to hcr sidc hc grows. 

Vcnus bcgins to tcach thcm a ncw tradc, 

Thc marriagc quccn hcrc plays thc chambcr-maid: 
Juno hcrsclf, whosc ncw affcctions grown, 

And thcrc attcnds to tcach ihcm Mars unknown, 
Thc whilst hc sccks for babies in hcr cycs, 

Fccls hcr whitc ncck and ivory brcasts that risc 
Likc two whitc snowy hills, and still doth praisc 
All that hc fccls or touchcs; thcn thus says: 

“O frcsh and flourishing Virgin now in bridc, 

And arc you grown at length so ncar my sidc; 

Of all my hopes thc storehouse and the trcasurc, 

Му long-cxpcctcd, now my grcatcst treasure; 

Му sweet and dcarest love, this could not be 
Nor happen thus, but by the gods’ dccrce; 

And will (you) now the power of love withsund?” 
At this shc turns, and suys his fonvard hand, 
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Trembling to think of that which was to cnstie, 

Or provc thc thing which yct shc ncvcr kncw; 

Twixt hopc and fear she thus replics; 

“O fair and lovcly youth, list t’ a Virgin's ргаусг! 

Of thc ingratc, by thosc which gave thce such, 

Thy parcnts bc, I only bcg thus much: 

Pity my tears, put mc to no affright, 

I only crave rcpricvc but for this night.” 

With (that) she seems intranced, and prostrate lies, 
And since he needs must, lets him act his will; 
Bctwixt them too, thcy qucnch lovc’s amorous fires, 
She what she fears, he what he long dcsircs. 

> 

The Courtic/s Good Morrow 
to His Mistris 

FROM THOMAS RAVENSCROPT’s MELISMATA, l6ll 

Canst thou lovc, and lic alone, 

Lovc is so, lovc is so disgraced: 

Plcasurc is bcst, whcrein is rcst 
In a heart embraced. 

Risc, risc, risc 
Day*Hght do not burn out, 

Bells do ring, 

And Birds do sing, 

Only I that mourn out. 

Morning Star doth not appcar, 

Winđ is hushed, and skics clear: 

Comc, comc away, come, comc away, 

Canst ihou lovc and burn out day? 

Risc, risc, risc, risc, 

Day-light do not burn out, 

Bclls do ring, 

Birds do sing, 

Only I that mourn out. 

/ 

A Cuc\old with a Witnesse 

BY RICHARD BRATHWAITE. FROM A STRAPPADO FOR THB 
DBVIL, 1615 

A W1LY wench thcrc was (as I havc read) 

Who us’d to capricorn hcr husband’s head, 

Which he suspccting, !ay in privatc wait, 

То catch thc knave, and kccp his wife morc straight. 
But all in vain: they day by day did matc it, 

Yet could his four eyes ncver take them at it. 
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This subtlc wcnch percciving how thcy should 
At last prcvcntcd bc, do all thcy could: 

For now Italian-likc hcr husband grcw, 

Horn-mađ I wist, and kcpt hcr in a Mcw 
Invcnt’d a trick, which to accomplish bcttcr, 

Unto hcr fricnd shc closcly scnt a lcttcr, 

And thus it was; Fricnd you shall know by mc, 
Му husband kccps mc far morc narrowly 
Then hc was wont, so as to tcll you truc, 

You cannot comc to mc; nor I to you. 

Yct spitc of his cycs anđ as many morc, 

We’ll usc thosc plcasures which wc uscd bcforc: 
Only bc wisc, and scconđ what I wish: 

Which to exprcss (my fricnd) know this it is, 

Му husband as hc hates thc horns to wcar, 

Of all thc Badgcs forth, so fcars hc’th Bcar, 

More than all other Bcasts which do frcqucnt 
Thc hcalthy Forcsts spacious contincnt. 

If thou wilt right me then, and pepp)er him, 

Covcr thy scrvant in a falsc Bcar’s skin. 

And comc tomorrow, as thou uscd bcforc, 

Tying thy servant to my chambcr door. 

Aftcr this quaint dircction he attired 

His man in bcar-skin as she had desir’d 

Entcring thc chamber hc rcccivcd is 

With many a smilc, back-fall, and swcctcncd kiss: 

For thcy’rc sccurc, of all that was bcfore, 

Having a Bcar that kept the Buss from door. 

Thc wittol fool no sooner inkling had, 

Thcn up thc stairs hc ran as hc wcrc mad. 

But sccing nonc but th’ Bcar to entcrtain him, 

Of Horns hc ncvcr after did complain him. 

Л 

Thc Maid's Comfort 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE ROXBURGHE BALLADS, VOL. II, 1874 

Down in a gardcn sits my dcarcst Lovc, 

Hcr skin morc whitc than is thc Down of Swan, 
Morc tendcr-hcartcd than thc Turtlc Dovc, 

And far more kind than is thc Pclican; 

1 courtcd hcr, shc blushing, rose and said, 

Why was I born to livc and dic a Maid? 

If that bc all your gricf, my Swccl, said I, 

I soon shall casc you of your сагс and pain, 

Yiclding a mcan to curc your miscry, 

That you no more shall cause havc to complain, 

Thcn bc content, Swceting, to hcr, I said, 

Ве ruled by me, thou shalt not die a Maid. 
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Anđ as they rodc togethcr, 

Along sidc by sidc, 

The Maidcn it so chanccd, 

Her Gartcr was unty’d; 

For fcar that shc should losc it, 
Look hcrc, Swcct-hcart, hc cry’d, 
Vour Gartcr is down a down, ctc. 

Good Sir, quoth shc, 

I ргау you takc thc Pain, 

То do so much for mc, 

As to takc it up again, 

With a goođ wili, quoth hc, 

Whcn I comc to yondcr Plain, 

I wiU takc you down, ctc. 

And whcn thcy camc unto thc placc, 
Upon thc Grass so grccn, 

Thc Maid she hcld hcr Lcgs so widc, 
Thc Voung man slipt bctwccn, 
Such tying of a Gartcr, 

You havc but scldom sccn. 

То comc đown, ctc. 

Then shc rosc up again, 

And thank’d him for his pain: 

Нс took hcr by thc middlc small, 
And Kiss’d hcr oncc again: 

Hcr Јоигпсу was to London, 

And hc from Highgatc came, 

То comc down, ctc. 

Thus Tibb of Tottingham, 

Shc lost hcr Maidcn-hcađ, 

But yct it is no mattcr, 

It stood hcr in small stcad, 

For it đid oftcn troublc hcr, 

As shc lay in hcr Bcd. 

То comc down, etc. 

But whcn all hcr Buttcr-milk 
And hcr Whcy was sold, 

TTic loss of her Maiden-head, 

It waxcd vcry cold: 

But that which will away, quoth shc, 
Is vcry hard to hold, 

То come, ctc. 

You Maids, you Wivcs, and Widows, 
That now đo hcar my Song, 

If апу young man proffcr Kindncss, 
Ргау ukc it short, ог long; 

For therc is no such Comfort 
As lying with a Man. 

То comc Down a down, 

То come Down, down a down a. 
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Room for a Jovial Tin^er; Old Brass 
to Mend 

ANONVMOUS. ROXBURGHE BALLADS: C. l6l6 

It was a lađy of thc North she lovcd a Gcntlcman, 

And kncw not wcll what coursc to takc, to usc him now 
and thcn. 

Whcrcforc she writ a Lcttcr, and sealcd it with hcr hand, 
And bid him bc a Tinkcr, to mcnd both pot and pan, 

With a hey ho, hey, dcrry derry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

And whcn the теггу Gcntleman thc Lcttcr hc did rcad, 

Нс got a budget on his back, and Apron with all spccd, 

His prctty shears and pincers, so well thcy did agrcc, 

With a long pike staff upon his back, camc tripping o’cr thc 
Lcc. 

With a hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, derry. 

When hc came to thc Lady’s housc, he knockcd at the gate, 
Thcn answcred this Lady gay, “Who knockcth thcrc so latc?” 

“ ’Tis I, Madam,” thc Tinkcr said, “I work for gold and fce; 
If you have апу broken pots or pans, comc bring thcm all 
to mc.” 

With a hey ho, hey, dcrry derry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

“I am the bravest Tinkcr that livcs ’ocncaih thc Sun, 

If you have апу work to do, you shall have it wcll đonc; 

I havc brass within my budget, and punching undcr my Apron, 
Гт comc unto your Ladyship, anđ mcan to mcnd your 
Coldron.” 

With a hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

“I prcthcc,” said thc Lady gay, “bring now thy budgct in, 

I have storc of work for thcc to do, if thou wilt oncc bcgin.” 
Now whcn thc Tinkcr hc came in, that did thc budgct ^аг, 
“God blcss,” quoth hc, “your Ladyship! God savc you, Madam 
fair.” * 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, derry. 

But whcn the Lady knew his facc, she then bcgan to wink, 
“Hastc, lusty Budcr!” thcn quoth shc, “to fctch thc man somc 
drink. 

Givc him such mcat as wc do cat, and drink as wc do usc, 
It is not for a Tinkcr’s Trade good liquor to rcfusc.” 

With a hcy ho, hey, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trey, down 
down, dcrry. 

But when that he had cat and drunk, the truth of all is to, 
The Lady took him by the sleeve, hcr work to him to show, 
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“Lct up thy Tooif, Tinkcr,” quoth shc, “and scc thcrc bc 
nonc lost, 

And mcnd my Kettle handsomcly, what сгс it doth mc cost.” 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry derry down; with hcy trey, d6wn 
down, dcrry. 

“Your work, Madam, shall hc wcll donc, if you will рау 
mc for’t; 

For cvcry nail that I do drivc, you shall givc mc a mark. 

If I do not drivc the nail to th’ hcad, ГИ havc nothing for 
my pain, 

And what I do rcccivc of you shall bc rcturn’d again.” 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

At last bcine comc into thc Room, where he thc work should 
do, 

Thc Lady lay down on thc bcd, so did thc Tinkcr too: 

Although thc Tinkcr knockcd amain, thc Lady was not of- 
fended, 

But bcforc that shc rosc from thc bcd, hcr Coldron was wcll 
fendcd, 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

But when his work was at an cnd, which he did in the dark, 

She put her hand into hcr pursc and gavc him twenty mark, 

“Hcrc’s топсу for thy work,” said shc, “and I thank thcc for 
thy pain, 

And whcn my Coldron mcnding lacks Г 11 scnd for thce again.” 

With hcy ho, hcy, derry dcrry down; with hcy trey, down 
down, dcrry. 

Thc Tinkcr hc was wcll contcnt for that which hc had donc, 

So took his budgct on his back, and quickly hc was gonc. 

Thcn thc Lady to her husband wcnt, “O my dcar Lord,” 
quoth she, 

“I havc sct thc bravcst Tinkcr at work that cvcr you did scc.” 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

“No fault at all this Tinkcr hath, but hc takcs dcar for his 
work, 

That littlc timc that hc wrought hcrc it cost mc twcnty mark.” 

“If you had becn so wisc,” quoth hc, “for to havc hcld your 
own, 

Before you sct him to this work thc pricc you might have 
known,” 

With hcy ho, ћсу, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

“Ргау hold your peace, my Lord,” quoth she, “and think it 
not too dcar. 

If you cou’d do’t so well ’twould save you forty pound a уеаг.” 
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With that thc Lord most lovingly, to makc all things amcnds, 

Нс kindly kist his Lady gay, and so thcy both wcrc fricnds. 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

You тсггу Tinkcrs, cvcry onc, that hcar this ncw-madc Sonnct, 

Whcn as you do a Lady's work bc surc you think upon it; 

Drivc homc your nails to thc vcry hcad, and do your work 
profoundly, 

And then no doubt your Mistrcsscs will рау you for it soundly. 

With hcy ho, hcy, dcrry dcrry down; with hcy trcy, down 
down, dcrry. 

> 

ANOTHER VERSION 

The Tinl^er^ 

ANONVMOUS. FROM MERRV DROLLERV, l66l 

There was a Lady in this Land 
That lovcd a Gentlcman, 

And could not havc him secrctly, 

As she would now and thcn, 

Till shc dcviscd to dress him likc 
A Tinkcr in Vocation: 

And thus, disguised, she bid him say, 

Не came to clout hcr Cauldron. 

His face fuU fair she smothcrs black 
That hc might not bc known, 

A leathcr Jcrkin on his back, 

His brcechcs rent and torn; 

With spccd hc passcd to thc placc, 

То knock hc did not spare: 

Who’s that, quoth the lady (’s Portcr) thcn, 

That raps so rashly thcrc? 

I am a Tinkcr, thcn quoth hc, 

That workcth for my Fcc, 

If you havc Vcsscls for to mcnd, 

Then bring thcm unto mc: 

For I havc brass within my bag, 

And targct in my Apron, 

And with my skill I can well clout, 

And mcnd a brokcn Cauldron. 

Quoth shc, our Cauldron hath most nccd, 

At it wc will bcgin, 

For it will hold you half an hour 
То trim it out and in: 

But hrst give ше a glass of drink, 

Thc bcst that wc do usc, 

For why il is a Tinkcr’s guuc 
No good drink to rcfusc. 
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Then to the BreW'hou5e hye(i they 6ut, 
This broken piecc to mcnd, 

Не said he would no сотрапу, 

His Craft should not bc kend, 

But only to your self, he said, 

That must рау mc my Fcc; 

I am no common Tinkcr, 

But work most curiously. 

And I also havc madc a Vow, 

Г11 kccp it if I may, 

Thcrc shall no mankind scc my work, 
That I may stop or stay: 

Thcn barrcd hc thc Brcw-housc door, 
Thc placc was vcry dark, 

Нс cast his Budgct from his back, 

And frankly fell to work. 

And whil$t hc play'd and madc hcr sport, 
Thcir craft thc morc to hidc, 

Shc with his hammcr strokc full hard 
Against thc Cauldron sidc: 

Which madc them all to think, anđ say, 
Thc Tinkcr wrought apace, 

And 80 bc surc hc did indccd, 

But in another place. 

Thc Portcr wcnt into thc house, 

Whcrc Scrvants uscd to dinc, 

Tclling his Lady, at thc Gatc 
Thcrc staycd a Tinkcr finc: 

Quoth hc, much Brass hc wears about, 
And Targct in his Apron, 

Saying, that hc hath pcrfcct skill 
То mcnđ уоиг brokcn Cauldron. 

Quoth shc, of him wc havc grcat nccd, 
Go Portcr, lct him in, 

If hc bc cunning in his Craft 
Нс shall much шопеу win: 

But wiscly wist she who hc was, 

Though nothing shc did say, 

For in that sort shc pointcd him 
То corac that vcry day. 

Whcn hc bcforc thc Lady camc, 

Disguiscd stood hc thcrc, 

Нс blinkcd blithly, and did say, 

God savc you Mistris fair; 

Thou’rt wclcomc, Тшксг, unto mc, 
Thou sccm’st a man of skill, 

All broken Vcsscls for to mend, 

Though thcy bc nc’er lo Ш: 
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I am the bcst man of my Tradc, 
Quoth hc, in all this Town, 

For апу Kcttle, Pot, or Pan, 

Or clouting of a Cauldron. 

Quoth he, fair Lady, unto her, 

Му busincss I havc cndcd, 

Go quickly now, and tell your Lord 
The Cauldron I havc mended: 

As for thc Pricc, that I refer 
Whatsocver hc do say, 

Then come again with diligence, 

I wouid I were away. 

The Lady wcnt unto hcr Lord, 
Whcrc hc walked up and down, 

Sir, I havc with thc Tinkcr bccn, 
Thc bcst in all thc Town: 

His work hc doth cxcccding wcll, 
Though hc bc wondrous dcar, 

Не asks no less than half a Mark 
For that hc hath done hcre. 

Quoth hc, that Targct is fuU dcar, 

I swear by God’s good Mothcr: 
Quoth shc, my Lord, I darc protcst, 
Tis worth fivc-hundrcd othcr; 

Не strook it in the speciai ptace, 
Whcre grcatest nccd was found, 
Spcnding his brass and targct both, 

То makc it safe and sound. 

Bcforc all Tinkcrs in the Land. 

That travcls up and down, 

Erc thcy should carn a Groat of mine, 
This man should earn a Crown: 

Or wcrc you of his Craft so good, 

And nonc but I it kend, 

Thcn would it savc mc many a Mark, 
Which I am fain to spend. 

Thc Lady to hcr Coffcr wcnt, 

And took a hundrcd Mark, 

And gavc thc Tinkcr for his pains, 
That did so wcll his work; 

Tinkcr, said shc, takc hcrc thy fcc, 
Sith hcrc you’ll not rcmain, 

But I must havc my Cauidron now 
Oncc scourcd o'cr again. 

Thcn to the former work they went, 
No man could them deny; 

The Lady said, good Tinkcr caU 
The next time thou com’st by: 
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For why, thou đost thy work so wcll, 

And with so good invcntion, 

If still thou hold thy hand alikc, 

Такс hcrc a усаг1у Pcnsion. 

And cv’ry quartcr of thc усаг 
Our Cauldron thou shalt vicw; 

Nay, by my faith, hcr Lord gan say, 

I’d rathcr buy a ncw; 

Thcn did thc Tinkcr takc his lcavc 
Both of the Lord and Lady; 

And said, such work as I can do, 

То you I will bc rcady, 

From all such Tinkcrs of thc tradc 
God kccp my Wife, I ргау, 

That comcs to clout hcr Cauldron so, 
ril swing him if I may. 

The Threc Меггу Travellers 

ANONVMOUS. IN BAGFORD BALLADS: C. 163O 

There was thrcc Travcllcrs, Travcllcrs thrcc, 

With a hye down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
And thcy wouId go Travcl thc North Country, 

Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

Thcy Travcllcd East, and thcy Travclled Wcst, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
Whcrevcr thcy camc still thcy drank of thc bcst, 
Without cver a stivcr of Мопсу. 

At length by good fortune thcy camc to an Inn, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
And they wcrc as Мсггу as c’cr thcy had bccn, 

Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

A Jolly young widow did smiling appear, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
Who drest thcm a Banquet of delicate chcer, 

Without evcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

Both Chicken and sparrow grass she did provide, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
Vou’re Wclcomc, kind Gcntlcmcn, wclcomc, (she cried) 
Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

They called for liquor both Bcer, Ale and Wine, 

With a hye down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
And evcry thing that was curious and fme, 

Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопеу. 



Thcy drank to thcir Hostcss a тсггу full bowl, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
Shc plcdgcd thcm in love, likc a generous Soul, 
Without cvcr a stivcr o£ Мопеу. 

Thc Hostcss, hcr Maid, and G)usin all thrcc, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
l’hcy kisscd and was тсггу, as тсггу could bc, 
Without evcr a stivcr o£ Мопсу. 

Full Bottlcs and Glasscs rcplcnishcd thc Board, 

Wiih a hye down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
No liquors was wanting the housc could aBord, 
Without cvcr a stivcr o£ Мопсу. 

Whcn thcy had been Мсггу good part of thc Day, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
Thcy called thcir Hostcss to know what’s to рау, 
Without cver a stivcr of Мопеу. 

There’s Thirty good shilling, and Six pcncc, (shc cricd) 
Wiih a hyc down, ho down, Lanktre down derry, 
They told her that she should be soon satisBcd, 

Without cver a stiver of Мопсу. 

Thc Handsomcst Man of thc thrcc up hc got, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
Не laid hcr on hcr Васк, and paid hcr the shot, 
Without ever a stivcr of Мопсу. 

Thc middlcmost Man to hcr Cousin hc went, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
Shc bcing handsomc, hc gavc hcr Contcnt, 

Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

Thc Last Man of all hc took up with thc Maid, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
And thus thc whole shot of it was Lovingly paid, 
Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

Thc Hostcss, thc Cousin, and Scrvant, wc find, 

With a hye down, ho down, Lanktre down dcrry, 
Madc courtcsics, and thankcd thcm for bcing so kind, 
Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопеу. 

Thc Hostcss said, Wclcomc, kind Gcndcmcn all, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 

If you chancc to come this way bc plcascd to Call, 
Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопсу. 

Thcn taking thcir lcavcs thcy wcnt mcrrily out, 

With a hyc down, ho down, Lanktrc down dcrry, 
And thcy’rc gonc for to Travcl thc Nation about, 
Without cvcr a stivcr of Мопеу. 
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А Good Throw for Three Maiden-Heađs 

BY MARTIN PARKER. 163I. PROM A PEPVSIAN CARLAND, 1^22 

Some iay that maiden-heads аге o£ high price, 

But here are three maids that have lost theirs at dice. 

Three maidcns did makc a mccting, 

With onc young man of latc, 

Wherc thcy had such a grccting, 

As passcs Peg and Kate. 

They taik of many mattcrs, 

Not htting to bc told; 

Also they drank strong watcrs, 

То hcat their stomachs cold. 
and whcn they had, 
drunk with the Lad, 

Until thcy wcrc тсггу all: 
between thcm thrce, 
thcy did agrcc, 

Into discoursc to fall. 


G>nccrning husbands gctting, 

Thc qucstion did arisc, 

And cach of thcm thcir sitting, 

Some reason did devise. 

Onc was a milkmaid bonny, 

The othcr ГИ not namc, 

But she did gct much топсу, 

Ву sclling of thc samc, 
hcr namc is Jone, 
as i$ wcll known, 

I hopc ’tis no offcncc: 
to tcll what thcy, 
did on that day, 

Bcforc thcy wcnt from thcncc. 

Thcy all did lovc this young man 
And cach for him did strive, 

It sccms hc was a strong man, 

That could his work contrive. 

Now which of thcm should havc him, 
Thcy neither of thcm kncw, 

But each of them did crave him, 

As her own proper due. 
now meeting, 
and grecting, 

As maids and young men use, 
with them he drank, 
his топеу was frank, 

Indeed hc could not choose. 
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And cithcr of thcm tclling, 

Нсг mind in full to him, 

Meanwhilc thc rcst were filling, 

Thcir cups up to ус brim. 

Becausc in cither of thcm, 

It secms he had a sharc, 

Unlcss hc mcant to scoff thcm, 

Нс now must choose his ware. 
and thcrcforc thcy, 
without dclay, 

Bcing on the теггу pin: 
with good advicc, 
did throw thc dicc, 

Who should thc young man win. 

Thc young man was contentcd, 

And so thc dice werc brought. 

The maids that this invcnted, 

Their lcssons werc well taught: 

For the young man а!1 lusted, 

And by this finc device, 

They severa!ly all trusted, 

То win him by the dicc. 
but hark now, 
and mark now, 

Thc manner of thcir play: 
in their behalf, 

I know you’ll laugh, 

Before you go away. 

ТНЕ SECOND PART 

If апу of the lassics, 

Do ovcrthrow the rest, 

On her thc vcrdict passcs, 

None should with hcr contcst, 

But she should have hcr lovcr, 

Cleaner from the othcr twain, 

If evcn not above her, 

Then thcy musi throw again. 
but of hc, 
all of thcm, three. 

Did win by throwing most: 
thcir maidcn-hcads all, 
to him must fall, 

Without апу pain or cost. 

То this thcy all replicd, 

Thcy joyntly wcrc agrccd, 

What words had testifycd, 

Should bc pcrform’d indccd. 

The first maid thrcw, tray catcr acc, 
Which is in all but cight, 

Shc hopcd from all thc maids in placc, 
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То wiii die lad b^r right, 
the lecond 1 think, 
thrcw tray duce cinque, 

There*s ten (quoth she) for me. 
the first was quell*d) 
for this excel*d, 

Full sorely vext was she. 

The third with courage lusty, 

Did take the dice in hand, 

Now dicc if you bc trusty, 

Quoth she, this cast shall stand, 

For I rcsolvc for bctter for worsc 
As fortune shall dispose, 

That either now Г11 win the horsc 
Or else the Saddle lose. 
she took them, 
and she shook them, 

And threw them without fear or wit, 
tray cater sice, 
етатегсу dice, 

Quoth she, for that is it. 

She thought herself most certain 
The young man now to have, 

But false deluding fortune, 

No such great favour gave. 

The young man took the dice up, 
Quoth he now have at all, 

Не threw sincke cater sice up, 

Which made her courage fall, 
who threw the last, 
for ’twas surpast, 

How now my girls, quoth he, 
you must resign, 
for thcy are mine, 

Your maiđcn-hcads to me. 

For I have fairly won them, 

As you yoursclvcs can tcll, 

The lots wcre cast upon them, 

Which you all likcd wcll. 

Thc maidcns all confcsscd, 

That what hc said was truc, 

And that they wcre distresscd, 

Should hc cxact his duc. 
we hope sir, 
some scope sir, 

You unto us will givc. 
if that we рау, 
what*s lost bv ^ау, 

Twcre pity we should livc. 
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Quoth hc, Г11 havc thcm all thrcc, 

For thcy by right arc minc, 

Or clsc in troth, thcy shall bc, 

All paintcd on my sign. 

Thc sign of thc onc maidcn-heađ, 

Hath oftcntimcs bccn sccn, 

But Г11 havc thrcc caus’t shall bc said 
Thc likc hath nevcr bccn. 
now whethcr this lad, 
his winnings had, 

I cannot nor will not say: 
but likcly ’tis, 
hc would not miss, 

What was won by fair play. 

Thcy thought thcy had bccn privatc 
Whcrc nonc had hcard their doing 
But onc did so contrivc it, 

That hc hcard all this wooing. 

Thought hc I havc hcard many hold, 
Their maidcn-hcads at high pricc, 

But now hercaftcr it may bc told, 

How thrce wcrc won at dicc. 
this man crc long, 
did cause this song, 

То bc madc on thc samc, 
that maidcns fair, 
might havc a carc, 

And play no such gamc. 

> 

The Marriage Song Called 
In and Out 

BY RICHARD BRATHWAIT£, 1615 

Ha, havc I catchcd you: prcthcc swcct-hcart show, 
If $0 thou canst, who is in Turn-ball now? 

Dost smilc my prccious onc? Nay I must know, 
Thcrc is no rcmcdy, thcn tcll mc how; 

What my ingcnuous chcat, dost laugh to scc, 

All formcr jars turn to an harmony, 

So gcncrally applaudcd ? truc thou may, 

Thc Night is past, and now appcars thc day, 

Full of truc jouisancc; long was thy suit, 

Erc ’twas cffcctcd, bcing in and oui, 

Vowing and brcaking, making many an oath, 
Which now I hopc’s conffrmcd by you both. 

O how I clip thcc for it! sincc thy namc, 

Is thcrc rcncwcd, which first dcfam’d thc samc, 

For (hcar mc Bridc-groom) thou by this shalt savc 
ThyMlf a Title: I will raze out knave, 
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Dishonest lover: vow infrioging swain, 

And say thou ceast to love, that thou again 
Might love more fervent, being taught to woo, 

And wooing do what SiIk'Worms use to do; 

Who does surceasc from labour now and then, 

That after rest the bettcr thcy might spin. 

Spin thcn (my prctty Cobwcb) lct mc scc, 

How wcll thy Bride likcs thy activity. 

That whcn shc secs thy cunning, shc may say; 

“Why now Гт plcas’d for all my long dclay; 

“Play that stroke still, thcrc’s nonc that hcre can lct thcc, 
“For none thcre is can bcttcr plcasc thy Bcttic. 

“O thcrc (my dcar) I hopc thou’ll nc’er givc o’cr, 

“Why might not this bccn donc so wcll bcforc? 

“Nay faint not man, was Bcttie so soon won, 

*That hcr short pleasurc should bc so soon donc? 

“Nay thcn comc up, агс marriagc joys so short, 

“That Maidcnhcads arc lost with such small sport?” 
This if shc say (as this she wcll may say) 

Likc a good Gamcstcr hold hcr still out р1ау. 

First night at lcast wisc, and it will be hard, 

But she will lovc thc better aftcrward. 

Whcnce is the Provcrb (as it hath been said) 

Maidens love them that have their maidenhcad: 

G)mc thcn, my lad, of mctal makc rcsort, 

Unto thc thronc of lovc thy Bcttic’s fort. 

There plant thy Cannon, sicge her round about. 

Ве sure (my Воу) she cannot long hold out. 

Ercct thy sundard, lct hcr tcndcr brcast, 

Вс thy pavilion: whcrc thou takes thy rest. 

Lct hcr swcct*rosy Brcath such joys bcstow, 

That in that valc of Paradise beiow, 

Thou may collcct thy joys to bc far morc, 

Than апу mortal ever had bcfore. 

Yct hcar mc fricnd, if thou sccurc wilt bc, 

Obscrvc thcsc rulcs which I prcscribc to thcc. 

Ве not horn jcalous, it will make thec mad, 

Womcn will havc it if it may bc had. 

Nor can a jcalous сус prcvcnt thcir sport, 

For if thcy lov’t far will thcy vcntcr for’t. 

Suppose hcr straying bcauty should bc lcd, 

То the embraccs of anothcr’s bed, 

Wilt thou Actcon’likc thy hour-glass spend, 

In moaning that thou ncver canst amend? 

No, my kind fricnd, if thou ’lt bc rulcd by mc, 
rd have thee wink at that which thou dost see, 

Shading thy wife’s defects with patient mind, 

Sccing, yet seeming to the world blind. 

For ^ me, friend, what harm is therc in it? 

If then being cloyd, another have a bit? 
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Which thou may sparc, and shc as frccly givc, 
Bclicvc mc, fricnd, thou hast no causc lo gricvc. 

For though another in thy saddle ride, 

Whcn hc is gonc, thcrc’s placc for thcc bcside, 
Which thou may usc at plcasurc, and it cnd, 
Rcscrvc a prctty morscl for thy fricnd. 

Lct not thy rcason thcn bc countcr-buflt, 

Nor think thy pillow with horn-shavings stuft, 

Ift bc thy destiny to bc a monstcr, 

Thou must bc onc, if no, how егс mcn constcr. 
rhou may rcmain sccurc, cxcmpt from shamc, 
Though mcagrc Envy aggravatc thc samc. 

For this has bccn ту firm positton sttll, 

Thc husband's horns bc in the womans wilL 

Bessie Bell 

BY RK'HARD BRATHWAITE. FROM BARNABEE’s JOURNAL, 1638 

DAMAETS. EUZ BELIA. 


Dam. Му Воппу Bcll. I lovc thec so wcll 
I would thou wad scud a lang hcthcr, 
That wc might hcrc in a Cellar dwcll, 
And blend our bows togcthcr! 

Dccr a’rt to mc as thy gccrc’s to thcc, 

The World will ncvcr suspect us, 

This placc it is private, ’tis folly to drivc it, 
Lovc’s Spics havc no cycs to dctcct us. 


Bel. Trust mc Damacts, youth will not lct us, 

Yct to bc sing’d with lovc’s tapcr, 

Воппу blith Swainlin intcnd thy Lambkin, 

То rcquitc both thy lays and thy labour. 

I lovc not thcc, why should’st thou lovc mc, 

Thc уокс, I cannot approvc it, 

Than lic still with onc, I’d rathcr havc nonc, 

Nor I lovc, nor am lov’d, nor havc lovcd. 

3- 

Dam. To lcad apcs in hcll, it will not do wcU, 

Tis an спету to procrcation, 

In thc world to tarry and ncvcr to таггу 
Would bnng it soon to dcsolation. 

Scc my countcnancc is тсггу, chccks rcd as chcrry, 
This Covcr will ncvcr suspcct us, 

This placc it is private, ’tis foUy to drivc it, 

Love’s Spics have no eycs to detect us. 
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4* 

Bel. *Las, maidcns must fain it, I lovc though 1 
lain it, 

1 would, but I will not confcss it, 

Му ycars arc consorting and fain would bc sporting, 
But bashfulncss shamcs to cxprcss it. 

I lovc not thcc, why should'st thou lovc mc, 

That уокс I cannot approvc it, 

Than lic still with onc, I’d rathcr havc nonc, 

Nor I lovc, nor am lov’d, nor havc lovcd. 


5* 

Dam. Му bcautcous Bcll, who stars dost схссП 
Scc minc cycs ncvcr drics but do wct mc, 

Somc comfort unbucklc, my swcct honcysucklc, 
Comc away, do not stay, I cntrcat thcc. 

Dclay would undo mc, hic quickly unto mc, 

This Rivcr will ncvcr suspcct us, 

This placc it is privatc, ’tis folly to drivc it, 

Lovc’s Spics havc no cycs to dctcct us. 

6 . 

Bbl. Comc on Damacts, ripc agc doth fit us, 

Таке asidc thy naked Bridc and спјоу hcr, 

So thou coil thy $wccting, lct ilocks fall a blccting, 
Му Maid’s wccd on thy mccd Г11 bcstow thcrc. 
Thus lovc I thcc, so bc thou lovc mc, 

Thc уокс is so swcct I approvc it, 

То lie still with onc is bcttcr than nonc, 

I do love, I am lov’d, and havc lov’d it. 

Strcet Songs 

BY BEAUMONT & FLETCHER. PROM THE LOYAL SUBJECT 

Ancient. Broom, broom, thc bonny brooml 
Comc, buy my birchcn broom! 

Г th’ wars wc havc no morc room, 

Виу all my bonny broom! 

For a kiss takc two; 

If thosc will not do, 

For a littlc, liidc plcasure, 

Такс all my wholc treasurc: 

If all thcsc will not do’t, 

Такс thc broom-man to boot. 

Broom, broom, thc bonny brooml 

Л 

I Soldier. Thc wars arc donc and gonc, 

And soldiers, now ncglected, pedlars агс. 
Come, maidens, comc along, 
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For I can shcw you handsomC) hanđsomc ware; 
Powdcrs for thc hcad, 

And drinks for уоиг bcd, 

То makc ус blithc and bonny; 

As well in the night 
Wc soldicrs can fight, 

And plcase a young wench as апу. 

> 

a Soidier, I have finc potatocs, 

Ripe potatocs! 

/ * 

3 Soldier. Will ус buy апу honcsty? comc away, 

I scll it opcnly by day; 

I bring no forced light, nor no candle 
То cozcn ус; comc buy and handlc: 

This will shcw thc grcat man good, 

Thc tradcsman whcrc hc swcars and lics, 

Each lady of a noblc blood, 

Thc city damc to rulc hcr cycs. 

Vc’rc rich mcn now: Comc buy, and thcn 
Г11 makc ус richcr, honcst mcn. 

/ 

4 Soldier. Havc ус апу crack’d maidcnhcads, to ncw- 

lcach or mcnd ? 

Havc ус апу old maidcnhcads to scll or changc? 
Bring em to mc, with a liitle pretty gin, 

I’ll clout ’cm, Г11 mcnd ’cm, Г11 knock in a pin, 

Shall make ’cm as good maids again, 

As evcr thcy have becn. 

л 

I Soldier. If your daughters on thcir bcds, 

Havc bowcd or crack’d thcir maidcnheads; 

If, in a coach, wiih too much tumbling, 

Thcy chancc to сгу, fy, fo, what fumbling! 

If hcr foot slip, and down fall shc, 

And brcak hcr lcg abovc thc kncc; 

Thc onc and thirticth of Fcbruary lct this bc ta’cn, 
And thcy shall bc arrant maids again. 

> 

A Song 

BY BEAUMONT k FLETCHER. FROM VALENTINIAN 

Now the lu$ty spring is secn; 

Goldcn ycllow, gaudy bluc, 

Daintily invite thc view. 

Evcry whcrC, on evcry grccn, 
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Roses biushing a$ they blow, 

And enticing mcn to pull; 

Lilies whitcr than thc snow, 

Woodbincs of swcct honey full: 

All lovc*s emblcms, and all сгу, 
“Ladies, if not pluck’d, wc dic.” 

Yct the Iusty spring hath staid; 

Đlushing rcd, and purcst whitc, 

Daintily to lovc invitc 
Evcry woman, cvcry maid. 

Chcrries kissing as thcy grow, 

And inviting mcn to tastc; 

Applcs cvcn ripe below. 

Winding gcntly to thc waist: 

All lovc’s emblcms, and all сгу, 
“Ladics, if not pluck’d, we dic.” 

Hcar уе, ladics that dcspisc, 

What thc mighty Lovc has done; 

Fcar examplcs, and bc wisc: 

Fair Calisto was a nun; 

Lcda, sailing, on the strcam 
То dcccivc thc hopcs of man, 

Lovc accounting but a drcam, 

Doted on a silvcr swan; 

Dana: in a brazcn tower, 

Whcre no lovc wa8, lovcd a showcr. 

Hcar ус, ladies that arc соу, 

What thc mighty Lovc can do; 

Fear thc ficrccncss of thc boy: 

Thc chastc moon hc makcs to woo; 
Vcsta, kindling holy fircs, 

Circlcd round about with spics, 

Ncvcr dreaming loosc dcsircs, 

Doting at thc altar dics; 

Ilion, in a short hour, highcr 
Нс can build, and oncc morc firc. 

Three Songs 

BY BEAUMONT h FLETCHER. FROM THE MAID’s TRAGEDV 

CvNTHiA, to thy powcr and thcc, 

Wc obcy. 

Јоу to this grcat сотрапу! 

And no day 

Come to steal this night away, 

Till thc ritcs of lovc arc ended; 

And the lusty bridegroom say, 

Wclcomc, light, of all befriended. 



Расе out, you watery powers bclow; 

Lct your feet, 

Like thc gallics whcn thcy row, 

Even bcat. 

Let уоиг unknown mcasures, sct 
То thc still winds, tcll to all, 

That gods arc comc, immortal, grcat, 

То honour this great nuptial. 

Л 

HoLD back thy hours, dark Night, till wc havc donc, 
Thc day will comc too soon; 

Young maids will curse thcc if thou steal’st away, 
And leav’st thcir losses opcn to thc day: 

Slay, stay, and hide 
The blushcs of the bride. 

Stay, gcntlc Night, and with thy darkness covcr 
The kisscs of her lover. 

Stay, and confounđ hcr tcars, and hcr shrill cryings, 
Her wcak dcnials, vows, and often dyings; 

Stay, and hide all: 

Bui hclp not, though she call. 

> 

То bcd, to bed; comc, Нутеп, lead thc bridc, 

And lay hcr by her husband’s sidc; 

Bring in thc virgins cvcry onc, 

That grieve to lie alonc: 

That thcy may kiss whilc thcy may say, a maid; 
To'morrow, ’twill be othcr, kiss’d, and said. 
Hcsperus be long a-shining. 

Whilst those lovcrs arc a-twining. 

> 

”Weep No More, Nor Sigh Nor Groan” 

A SONG BY BEAUMONT & FLETCHER. FROM THE OUEEN OP 
CORINTH 

Weep no morc, nor sigh nor groan, 

Sorrow calls no time that’s gonc; 

Violcts pluck’d, thc swectcst rain 
Makes not frcsh nor grow again; 

Trim thy locks, look checrfully, 

Fatc’s hidden cnds cycs cannot scc. 

Joys as wingcd drcams ву fast, 

Why should sadncss longcr last.? 

Gricf is but a wound to woc; 

Gcntlest fair, mourn, mourn no moc. 
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Court^idiei« laugh and woDder. Here is one 
That weeps because her maidcnhead is gone; 
Whilst you do ncvcr £rct, nor chafc, nor сгу, 

But whcn too long it kceps you сотрапу, 

Тоо well you know, maids агс likc town8 on fire, 
Wasting thcmsclvcs, if no man quench desire. 

Weep men по more, fooll A new maidenhead 
Thou su£fcr*st loss of, in each chaste tear shed. 

> 

Ап Elegy on the Lady Маг1фат 

BY PRANCIS BEAUMONT 

As unthrifts groan in straw for their pawn*d bcds, 

As womcn wccp for thcir lost maidcnhcads, 

Whcn both arc without hopc ог rcmcdy, 

Such an untimcly gricf I havc for thcc. 

I ncvcr saw thy facc, nor did my hcart 
Urgc forth minc cycs unto it whilst thou wcrt; 

But being lifted hcncc, that, which to thcc 
Was dcath’s sad dart, provcd Cupid’s shaft to mc. 
Whocvcr thinks mc foolish that thc foncc 
Of a rcport can make mc lovc a corpsc, 

Know hc that whcn with this I do comparc 
Thc lovc I do a living woman bcar, 

I find mysclf most happy: now I know 
Wherc I can find my mistrcss, and can go 
Unto hcr trimm’d bcd, and can lift away 
Her grass'grccn mantlc, and hcr shcct display; 

And touch hcr nakcd: and though th’ cnvious mold 
In which shc lics uncovcr’d, moist, and cold, 

Strivc to comipt hcr, shc will not abide 
With апу art hcr blcmishcs to hidc, 

As many living do, and know thcir nced; 

Yct cannot thcy in swectnes$ hcr cxcecd, 

But make a stink with all thcir art and skill, 
Which thcir physicians warrant with a bill; 

Nor at her door doth hcaps of coaches stay, 

Footmen and midwives to bar up my way; 

Nor nccds shc апу maid ог pagc to kccp, 

То knock mc carly from my golden slccp, 

With letters that hcr honour all is gone, 

If I not right her cause on such a one. 

Her heart is not so hard to make me рау 
For evcry kiss a suppcr and a pUy; 

Nor will she cvcr opcn hcr purc lips 
То utter oaths, cnough to drown our ships, 

То bring a plaguc, a faminc, or the sword, 

Upon the land, though she should keep her word; 
Yet, ere an hour be past, in some new vein 
Break them, and swear thcm double o’er again. 
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Parđon me, that with thy West тетогу 
I mingle mine own former misery: 

Yet dare I not excuse the fate that brought 
Thesc crosscs on me, for then cvery thought 
That tended to thy love was black and foul, 

Now all as pure as a new>baptiz’d soul: 

For I protcst, for all that I can scc, 

I would not lie one night in bcd with thec; 

Nor am I jealous, but could weli abide 
Му foe to lic in quict by thy side. 

You worms, my rivals, whilst shc was alivc, 

How many thousands werc thcrc that did strivc 
То havc уоиг frccdom? for thcir sakc forbcar 
Unseemly holes in her soft skin to wcar; 

But if you must (as what worms can abstain 
То taste hcr tcndcr body?) yct rcfrain 
With your disordercd eatings to dcfacc hcr, 

But fccd yoursclvcs so as you most may gracc hcr. 
First, through her car-tips scc you makc a pair 
Of holcs, which, as the moist inclosed air 
Turns into watcr, may thc clcan drops takc, 

And in her cars a pair of jcwcls makc. 

Havc уе not yet enough o£ that whitc skin, 

Thc touch whcrcof, in timcs past, would havc bccn 
Enough to havc ransom’d many a thousand soul 
Captivc to love? If not, thcn upward roll 
Your little bodics, whcrc I woulđ you havc 
This Epitaph upon hcr forchcad gravc: 

“Living, shc was young, fair, and full of wit; 

Dcad, all hcr faults arc in hcr forehead writ.” 

> 

'Notv Руе on Dreams 

FROM THE PERCV FOLIO MANUSCRIPT, 162O-50 

Now fyc on dreams and fond dclights 
That оссиру thc mind! 

’Tis worscr for to drcam by nights 
Than оссиру by kindl 
For if Cupid thy heart doth strike 
With lcad or golden flighi, 

O thcn, O then, O then, in drcams 
Thy thoughts strangc things do writc! 

Mcthought it was my Chancc to Clip 
Thc Creaturc I lovcd bcst, 

And all along the Bclds to trip, 

То movc somc sport or jcst, 

And then and then, my (suit) I ’gan to plead 
Unto that faircst maid; 

But shc, but she, would nought believc, 

Which made me sore afraid. 
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But yet by ргауег and earnest suit 
I moved her at the Last; 

Yet could I not епјоу the fruit 
That hath so pleasing tastc. 

But whcn, but whcn, that motion I betraycd; 

She still this answer said, 

“O no! O nol O no! I wiU die 
Ere I loosc my maidcn-hcad!" 

Yct did shc givc mc Icavc to touch 
Hcr foot, hcr lcg, hcr kncc; 

A litdc furthcr was not much, 

Thc way I wcnt was frce. 

“O fyc! O fyc! you arc to blamc!*’ she said, 
“Thus to undo a maid; 

But yct, but yct, thc timc is so mcct, 

(That I am not afraid). 

Not Jovc himsclf morc jovial was 
Whcn hc bright Diana won; 

Nor Hcrculcs, that all men did pass, 

Whcn he with distaff spun, 

Than I, than I, all fears when I had past, 
And scalcd thc fort at Last, 

And on, and on, and on the same 
Му signs o£ victory placcd. 

But when Aurora, goddess bright, 

Appearcd from the cast, 

And Morpheus, that drow8y wight, 
Withdrawn him to his rcst; 

O thcn, O thcn, my joys wcrc altcred clcan! 

Which makcs mc still Complain; 

For I awaked, for 1 awakcd, for I awaked; and 
I fo (und) 

All this was but a dreaml 

л 

Comc Wanton Wenches 

PERCV FOLIO MANUSCRIPT [162O-50], PACE 4O4 OF MS. 

CoME all you wanton wenches 
That long to be in trading, 

Comc lcarn of mc, lovcs Mistress 
То kecp youf sclvcs from Jadeingl 
Whcn you expose уоиг faces, 

All baitcs for to entrap mcn, 

Then have a care to husband your warc, 
That you prove not bankrout chapmen, 
Ве not at Brst too nice nor соу 
Wheo gamesten you are courting, 

Nor forward to be sporting; 

In speeches free, not in action be, 

For fear of las resorting. 
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Lct not your outward gesture 
Betray your inward passion; 

But secm to ncglcct, when most you do aBect, 

In a cunning scornful fashion. 

Вс sparing of your favors 
Whcn men’s love grows most cagcr; 

Yct kccp good guard, ог clsc all is marrcd. 

Whcn thcy your fort bclcagar; 

Grant but a touch or a kiss for a tastc, 

And sccm not to bc willing 
Always for 10 bc billing. 

With a touch or a pinch, ог a nip ог a wrcnch, 
Disappoint thcir hopcs fulhlling. 

If oncc you grow too lavish, 

And all your wcalth discovcr, 

You cast off hopc; for thcn with too much scopc 
You do dull your Eagcr lovcr. 

Thcn ordcr so your treasurc, 

And so dispcnd your storc, 

That iho’ mcn do tastc, thcir lovcs may ncvcr waste, 
But thcy still may hopc for morc. 

And if by chance, bcing wrapt in a trance, 

You yield thcm full fruition 
Won by strong opposition, 

Yct nip and tcar, and with pouting swcar 
’Twas against your disposition. 

Thus secming much displcascd 
With that did most contcnt, 

You whet dcsirc, and daily add fire 
То a spirit almost spcnt. 

Вс surc at thc ncxt cncounter 
You put your lovc to strivc; 

Yct bc not rudc, if necd hc will intrudc, 

So shall your trading thrivc, 

So shall you still bc frcshly woocd, 

Likc to a pcrfcct maid. 

And do as I have said, 

Your faining sccms truc, 

And likc Vcnus cvcr ncw, 

And your trading is not bctraycd. 

/ 

When Phcrbus Addrest 

PERCV POLIO MANUSCRIPT [c. 162O-50], PAGE 96 OP MS.; 

PROBABLV THE EARLIEST COPY KNOWN 

When Phcebus adđrcst himsclf to thc wc$t, 

And set up his rest below, 

Cynthia agrced in her glittcring weed 
Hcr bcauty on me to bestow; 

C "7 ] 



And wallung alone, attended by none, 

Ву chance I heard one сгу 

“O do not, do not, kiil me yet, 

For I am not preparcd to сИсГ' 

With that I drcw ncar to scc and to hcar, 

And strange did appcar such a show; 

The Moon it was bright, and gave such a iight 
As fits not cach wight to know: 

A man and a maid, together were iaid, 

And cvcr thc maid shc did сгу, 

“O do not, do not, kill mc yct, I, 

For I am not rcsolvcd to dicl” 

The Vouih was rough, hc took up hcr stuff, 

And to biindman’s buff thcy did go; 

Нс kept such a coil, he gave her the foil, 

So grcat thc broil it did grow. 

But she was so young, and he was so strong, 
And he left her not tili she did сгу, 

”0 do not, do not, kill mc yct, 

For I am not rcsolvcd to dicl” 

With that he gavc o’cr, and soicmniy sworc 
Не wouid kiil her no more that night, 

But badc hcr adicu: full littlc hc knew 
Shc would tcmpt him to morc dclight. 

But whcn thcy should part, it went to her hcart, 
And gavc hcr morc causc for to сгу, 

“O kill mc, kill me, oncc again, 

For now I am willing to diel” 

> 

0 Nayl 0 Nay! Not Y€t 

FROM THE PERCY FOLIO MANUSCRIPT, 162O-5O 

A YouNC man walking alonc, 

Abroad to takc thc air, 

It was his chancc for him to mcct 
A maidcn passing fair. 

Dcsiring her of courtcsy 
Awhilc wilh him down sit; 

She answcrcd him most modcstly, 

”0 nayl O nayl not ус^Г’ 

“Forty crowns I will givc thcc, 

Swccthcart, in good rcd gold, 

If that I may thy favour havc, 

Thy bcauty to bchold.” 

And thcn shc spokc now rcadily 
And with a ready wit, 

“I wiU not sell my honestv 
O nayl O nayl not yctl” 
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“Gold and топеу is but dross, 
And worldly vanity; 

I do esteem more o£ the loss 
0£ my virginity! 

But dost thou think I am so mad, 
Ог o£ so little wit 
As £or to sell my honesty? 

O пау! O пау! not yet!” 


The way to win a woman’i hcart, 

Is quickly to be brie£, 

And givc hcr that with-in £ew words 
That wili soon ease hcr gric£. 

“O £ye! O £yc! away!” shc’il сгу, 

That iovcs a dainty bit, 

“I wiii not yicld to Cupid’s laws! 

O пау! O пау! not yct!” 

> 

Blame Not a Woman 

PROM THE PERCV FOLIO MANUSCRIPT, PAGE 446 OF MS. 

Blame not a woman aithough she be iewd, 

And that hcr £aults thcy havc bccn known. 

Although shc do oflcnd, yct in timc shc may amend; 
Thcn biamc hcr not £or using o£ hcr own, 


But rathcr givc thcm praisc, as thcy dcscrvc, 

Whcn vice is banishcd quitc, and virtuc in thcm grown, 
For that's thcir oniy trcasurc, and for to fly vain plcasurc. 
Thcn biamc them not for using of thcir own. 


Thcrc is many now a days that womcn wiil dispraisc: 

Out of a dru(n)kcn humor whcn as ihcir wits arc flown, 
Out o£ an idlc brain, with spccchcs lcwd and vain 
Thcy’il biamc thcm still for using of her own. 


But i£ woman should not tradc, how should thc worid incrcasc? 

I£ women ali wcrc nicc, what sccd shouid thcn bc sown? 

I£ womcn all wcrc соу, thcy would brccd mcn’s аппоу; 

Thcn blamc thcm not £or using o£ thcir own. 


I£ апу takc offcnce at this my song, 

I think that no good manners he hath known. 

Wc ail from womcn came: why should wc womcn blame, 
And £ог a litdc using o£ thcir own? 
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Ue Alone 

FROM THE PERCY POLIO MANUSCRIPT, PAGE 200 OF MS. 

Can апу one tell what I ail? 

That I look so lcan, so wan, so palc. 

If I may bc thcir Juclge, Г think thcrc is none 
That can апу longer lic alonc. 

Was cvcr woman’s casc like minc 
At fiftccn ycars (I) bcgan to pine; 

So unto this plight now I am grown, 

I can, nor will, no longcr lic alone. 

If drcams bc truc, thcn Ridc I can; 

I lack nothing but a man, 

For ’tis onIy he can casc my moan. 

I can, nor will, бсс. 

Whcn day is come, I wish for night; 

Whcn night is comc, I wish for light; 

Thus all my time I sigh and moan. 

I can, nor will, &c. 

То woo thc first, ashamcd am I; 

For and if hc ask I will not deny; 

For the casc is such I must necds havc one. 

I can, nor will, &c. 

Thcrcforc my ргаусг, it shall bc still 
That I may havc onc that will work my will; 
For it is only hc can case mc anon, 

And thercfore Г11 no longer lie alone. 

k 

I Dreamed Му Love 

FROM THE PERCY FOLIO MANUSCRIPT, 162 O- 5 O 

I DREAMED my lovc lay in hcr bcd: 

It was my Chancc to take her: 

Hcr Icgs and arme abroad wcrc sprcad; 

Shc slcpt; I durst not wakc hcr. 

O pity it wcrc, that onc so fair 
Should Crown hcr lovc with willow; 

Thc trcsscs of her goldcn hair 
Did kiss hc(r) lovcly pillow. 

Methought hcr bclly was a hill 
Much likc a mount of plcasurc, 

Under whose hcight thcrc grows a wcll; 

The depth no man can measure. 
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About the plea(s)ant mountaui*s top 
There grows a lovely thickct, 

Whcrein two beagles tramplcđ, 

And raised a lively pricket. 

They hunted thcrc with plcasant noisc 
About the pleasant mountain, 

Till he by heat was forccd to fly, 

And skip into thc fountain. 

Thc beagles followcd to thc brink, 

And thcre at him they barkcd; 

Не plunged about, but would not shrink; 
His G)ming forth they waitcd. 

Thcn forth hc Came as one half lamc, 
Wcrc wcary, faint, and tircd; 

And laiđ him down betwixt hcr lcgs, 

As hclp he had rcquircd. 

Thc bcaglcs bcing rcfrcsht again, 

Му Lovc from slccp bcrcavcd; 

Shc dreamcd she had mc in hcr arms, 
And shc was not dcccivcd. 

> 

Do You Меап 

FROM THE PERCV FOLIO MANUSCRIPT, idlO'^O 

Do you mcan to overthrow mc? 

Out! alas! I am bctraycdl 

What! is this thc lovc you show mc? 

То undo a silly Maid. 

Alas! I dic! my hcart doth brcak! 

I darc not сгу, I cannot spcak! 

What! all a!onc? пау thcn I find 

Mcn arc too strong for womcn kind. 

Out upon thc maid that put mc 
In this room to be alonc! 

Yet she was no fool to shui mc 
Whcrc I should bc sccn of Nonc. 

Hark! Hark! alack! what Noise is that? 

O, now I scc it is thc Cat. 

Comc gcntlc puss, thou wilt not tcll; 

If all do so thou shalt not tcll. 

Silly fool! why doubts thou telling 
Whcre thou didst not doubt to trust? 

If thy bclly fall a swclling, 

Thcrc’s no hclp, but out it must. 

Alas the spitc! a!as the shamc! 

For then 1 quite lose my good namc; 

But yet the worst of Maids disgraccd, 

I am not first nor shall be last. 
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Оосе agaio to tiy your forcei, 

Thus I dare thee to the field; 

Hme is lost that time divorces 
From the pleasurcs love doth yield. 

Ah ha! fye, fyel it comes yet stiU! 

It comes, I, li do what you wiil! 

Му breath doth pass, my blood doth tricklc? 
Was ever lass in such a pickle? 

Му Days, Му Months, Му Years 

PROM JOHN ATTEV’S FIRST ВООК OF AIRS, l 622 

My days, my months, my ycars 
I spcnđ about a momcnt’s gain, 

A јоу that in th’ cnjoying cnds, 

A fury quickly slain; 

A frail dclight, likc that wasp’s lifc 
Which now both frisks and flics, 

And in a momcnt’s wanton strife 
It faints, it pants, it dies. 

And whcn I chargc, my lancc in rcst, 

I triumph in delight, 

And whcn I havc the ring transpicrced 
I languish in despitc; 

Or like one in a lukcwarm bath, 
Light-wounded in a vein, 

Spurts out the spirits of his lifc 
And faintcth without pain. 

Yes, I Could Love If I Could Find 

FROM MALONE MS. l6 

Yes, I could love if 1 could find 
A mistrcss fitting to my mind; 

Whom neither pridc nor gold could move 
То buy hcr bcauty, scll hcr lovc; 

Wcrc ncat, yct carcd not to bc finc, 

And lovcd mc for myself, not minc; 

Wcrc rathcr comcly than too fair, 

Whitc skinn’d and of a lovcly hair; 

Not cvcr-blushing, nor too bold; 

Nol cvcr-fond, nor yct too cold; 

Not sullen-silcnt, nor all tongue; 

Nor puling walk, nor manlike strong; 
Modestly fuU of pleasing mirth, 

Yet close as centre of the earth; 
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In whom you no passion scc 

But when she looks or speaks of me; 

Who calls to bcd with mclting cycs; 

As swcct and frcsh as morn, doth risc: 

If such a one you chance to Bnd, 

She is a mistress to my mind, 

The Resolution 

FROM RAWLINSON MS., POET. 94 

Nay, Silvia, now you*re crucl grown; 

ГИ swcar you most unjustly frown. 

I only askcd (in vain) to tastc 
What you dcnicd wiih mighty haste; 

I askcd—but Гт ashamcd to tell 
What ’twas you took so wondrous ill— 

A kiss. But with a соу disdain 
You view’d my sighings and my pain: 

’Twas but a civil small rcquest, 

Yet with proud looks and hand on brcast, 

You cricd “Гт not so cagcr to bc kiss’d.” 

But casc that I had looscd your gown, 

And then by forcc had laid you down, 

And with unruly hands had tcascd you,— 

Тоо justly thcn I had displcased you. 

Or had I (big with wanton joys) 

Engaged you for a bracc of boys, 

Then basely left you full of naturc,— 

This would havc bcen provoking mattcr. 

But I, poor harmlcss civil f, 

Bcgg’d for thc meanest coolcst јоу, 

And saw đcnial in your сус; 

For with a squcamish glancc you cricd, 

“I hatc thc nauscous bliss.” 

‘‘ ’Tis wcll,” said I; “sincc Гт dcnied, 

For rocks of diamonds Г11 not kiss.” 

/ 

A Scene 

FROM THE ANONVMOUS PLAY ENTITLED NERO, 1624 

{Enter Petronius) 

Herb waits Poppaca hcr Ninphidius’ coming, 

And hath this gardcn and grcen walks chosc out 
То blcss thcm with morc plcasurcs than thcir own. 

Not only arras hangings and silk bcds 
Агс guilty of thc faults wc blamc thcm for: 

Somewhat these arbours and уоп trces do know, 

Whiist your kind shades you to these night sports show. 
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А heaven'like Mahomet*s paradise; and though 
Ili spirits walk in white, we easily know 
Ву this these angels from an evil sprite; 

Tiiose set our hairs, but these our flesh upright. 

License my roving hands, and let them go 
Before, behind, betwcen, above, bclow. 

Oh, my Amcrica, my Ncwfoundland, 

Му kingdom, safcst whcn with onc man mann’d, 
Му mine of prccious stoncs, my стрсгу; 

How am I blcst in thus discovcring thccl 
То cntcr in thcse bonds, is to bc frcc; 

Thcn, whcrc my hand is sct, my soul shall bc. 

Full nakcdncss! All joys arc duc to thcc; 

As souls cmbodicd, bodics unclothcd must bc 
То taste wholc joys. Gcms which you womcn usc 
Arc like Atlanta’s ball cast in mcn’s vicws; 

That, whcn a fool’s сус lightcth on a gcm, 

His carthly soul might court that, not thcm. 

Likc picturcs, or likc books’ gay covcrings madc 
For laymen, arc all womcn thus array’d. 

Thcmsclvcs arc only mystic books, which we 
—Whom thcir impuicd gracc will dignify— 

Must sce rcvcal’d. Thcn, since that I may know, 

As liberally as to thy midwife show 
Thysclf; cast all, уса, this white linen hcncc; 

Thcre is no penance duc to innoccncc: 

То tcach thcc, I am nakcd first; why thcn, 

What nccdst thou havc morc covcring than a man? 

> 

A Lovc Song 

FROM THE TRIUMPHS OF THE PRINCE d’aMOUR, 1635 

Unarm, unarml no morc your fights 
Must causc thc virgins tcars, 

But such as in thc silcnt nights 
Spring rathcr from thcir fcars. 

“Such diff’rcncc as whcn dovcs do bill 
Must now bc all your strifc; 

For all thc blood that you shall spill 
Will ushcr in a lifc. 

**And whcn your ladics, falscly соу, 

Shall timorous арреаг, 

Bclicvc ihcy thcn would fain епјоу 
What thcy prctcnd to fcar. 

“Breathc thcn each othcr’s breath, and kiss 
Your souls to union; 

Anđ whilst ihcy shall спјоу this bliss, 

Your bodies, too, are one. 
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*To-morrow will thc hasty sun 
Ве fearcd morc of cach lover 

For hind’ring to repeat what’s done 
Than what it may discover.” 

> 

A Dialoguc Bctwixt Castadorus and 
Arabclla in Bcd 

FROM THOMAS JORDAn’s POETICAL VARIETIES, 1637 

Arabella. Dcar Castadorus, lct mc risc, 
Aurora ’gins to jccr mc: 

Shc tcUs mc I do wantonisc. 

CASTADORUS. I prithcc, swcct, Hc ncar mc. 

Lct rcd Aurora blush, my dcar, 

And Phocbus laughing foUow; 

'Thou only art Aurora hcrc, 

Lct mc bc thy Apollo. 

It i$ to envy at our bliss 
That thcy do risc bcforc us: 

Is thcre such hurt in this or this.? 

ARABELLA. Nay, fic! why, Castadorusl 

CASTADORUS. What, Arabclla, can onc night 

Of wanton dalliancc tirc you? 

I could bc cvcr if I might: 

Onc hour lct mc dcsirc you. 

ARABELLA. Fic, fic, you hurt mc; lct mc gol 

If you so roughIy usc mc, 

What can I $ay or think of you. 

CASTADORUS. I prithcc, LoVC, CRCUSC mc. 

Thy bcauty and my lovc dcfcnd 
I should ungcntly movc thcc: 

’Tis kisses swect that I intend: 

Is it not I that love thee? 

ARABELLA. I do coufcss it is, but then— 

Since you do so importune 
That I should oncc lic down again— 
Vouchsafc to draw thc curtain. 

Aurora and Apollo, too, 

Мау visit silent fields; 

Ву my conscnt thcy nc’cr shall know 
The bliu our pleasurc yields. 
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Тће Song of Lais 

ВТ THOMAS H£YW00 D: from елхтн and age: c. 1637 

Ip лау fablcs havc bccn sung in praisc 
Qf Prostitutcs, what famc thcir shapcs could raisc; 

I, thc Corinthian Lais, choicc and bcst, 

Havc bccn thc crown and gracc to all thc rcst. 

Му chin thc ivory stained, lilics my brow, 

То match minc cycs, thc worId knew not thcn how; 
Му ncck was long and straight, and my vcins bluc, 
Soft lips, in my clcar chccks frcsh roscs grcw; 

Му nosc was neither crookcd, long nor flat, 

Му visagc it bccamc, it graccd that: 

Му wanton paps likc two round hillocks grcw, 

From which moist springs two milky rivcrs flow, 

Му bclly comely swcllcd, for it bccame 
Likc a plump Pcacock’s, soft as thc young lamb: 

Му stomach likc thc tcmpcratc turtlcs fecding; 

Modcst my dict and no surfcits brccding; 

Му arms much whitcr than thc lilics showing, 

• Or flowcrs, Alcinous, in thy gardcn growing. 

Who that my lcg did look upon, but did think 
Не burnt in flames, or in the scas did sink? 

Or who my back parts did behold, but said, 

O that I wcrc a flca in Lais bcd. 

Or who my foot, but wished himsclf a stone, 

With upturned cycs, for mc to trcad upon. 

And yct this face, thcsc chceks, thcsc lips, thesc cycs, 
This ncck, thesc hairs, thcsc temples, legs and thighs, 
This stomach, bclly, back, arms, hands and fect 
Are worms’ meat now, and with corruption mcct. 
Lcarn, woman, then, that which we trust in most 
Ii dust and filth: In agc arc all things lost. 

> 

Proffcred Love Rejected 

BY SIR JOHN SUCKLINO. POEMS, 1638 

It is not four ycars ago, 

I offercd forty crowns 
То lic with hcr a night or so: 

Shc answer*d me in frowns. 

Not two ycars sincc, she mceting mc 
Did whispcr in my car, 

TTiat shc would at my scrvicc bc, 

If I contcnted werc. 

I told hcr I was cold as snow, 

And had no great desire; 

But should be well content to go 
То twenty, but no highcr. 
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Some thtee motidis tmce ot thete&boot, 

Shc that so соу had БесП) 

Bethought herself and found me out, 

And was content to sin. 

I smiled at that, and told her I 
Did think it something late, 

And that I’d not repentance buy 
At above half the rate. 

This present morning carly shc 
Forsooth came to my bcd, 

And gratis thcre shc offcrcd mc 
Нсг high-prizcđ maidcnhcad. 

I told hcr that I thought it thcn 
Far dearer than I did, 

Whcn I at first thc forty crowns 
For one night’s lodging bid. 

> 

His Dream 

BY SIR JOHN SUCKLING. POEMS, 1638 

On a still, silcnt night, scarce could I numbcr 
Onc of thc clock, but that a golden slumbcr 
Had lockcd my senses fast, and carricd me 
Into a world of blcst fclicity, 

I know not how: first to a gardcn, whcrc 
Thc apricot, thc chcrry, and thc pcar, 

Thc strawbcrry and plum, wcrc faircr far 
Than that cyc-plcasing fruit that caused thc јаг 
Betwixt thc goddcsscs, and tcmptcd morc 
Than fair Atlanta’s ball, though gildcd o’cr, 

I gazed awhilc on thcsc, and prcscntly 
A silver stream ran softly gliding by, 

Upon whosc banks lilics morc whitc than snow, 

Ncw fallcn from hcavcn, with violcts mixcd, did grow 
Whosc sccnt so chafcd thc ncighbour-air, that you 
Would sofdy swcar that Arabic spices grcw 
Not far from thcncc, or that thc placc had bccn 
With musk prcparcd, to cnicrtain Lovc's quccn. 
Whilst I admircd, thc rivcr passcd away, 

And up a grovc did spring, grccn as in Мау 
When April had bccn moist; upon whosc bushcs 
Thc prctty robins, nightingalcs, and thrushci 
Warblcd thcir notcs so swcctly, that my cars 
Did judgc at lcast thc music of thc sphcrcs. 

But hcrc my gcntlc drcam convcycd mc 
loto the placc wherc I most longed to sec, 



Му miftress* bed; who, some few blushes past 
And smiling frowns, contcnted was at last 
То Ict mc touch hcr ncck; I, not contcnt 
With that, slippcd to hcr brcast, thcncc lower wcnt, 
And thcn I—awaked. 


/ 

So/ig 

BY SIR W 1 LLIAM d'aVENANT FROM THE DISTRESSES, 1639 

None but mysclf my hcart did kecp, 

When I on cowsIips bcd did slcep 
Ncar to a plcasant bog: 

Whilst you, my prctty roguc, 

With knucklc knocking at my breast, 

Did ask for my thrcc-corncr’d guest. 

And whispering soft, as soft as voicc could bc, 
Didst say comc out thou littlc hcart to mc! 

A thousand ficnds as black as soot, 

With all thcir dirty dams to boot, 

Таке thcc, O takc thec cvcry day 
For tcmpting my poor heart away. 

This heart for јоу, from me did lcap, 

And folIowed thcc cvcn stcp by stcp, 

Till tircd it tskcd to rest 
A while within thy brcast. 

Twas thick and fat, and plump bcfore, 
Wcighing a full pound and morc, 

But now alas, ’tis wastcd to thc skin, 

And grow$ no biggcr than thc hcad of pin. 

A ^ousand fiends a$ black as soot, 

With all thcir dirty dams to boot, 

Такс thec, O takc thcc cvcry đay 
For tcmpting my роог heart away. 

Secrecy Protested 

FROM ТНВ POEMS OF THOMAS CAREW. LONDON, 164O. 
BDITED EY J. W. BBB$WORTH. LONDON, 1893 

Fbar not, dcar Lovc, that Г11 rcvcal 
Thosc hours of {Jeasure wc two steal; 

N 0 суе shali sce, nor yct the Sun 
Deacry, what thou and I have done. 
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No ear shall hear our love, but we 
As siient as the night wili be; 

The God o( Love himseif (whose dart 
Did first wound mine, and then thy heart), 

Shaii never know that we can tcii 
What sweets in stoi'n embraces dweii. 

This only mcans may find it out: 

If, when I die, physicians doubt 

What caused my death, and thcrc to view 
Of ali thcir judgmcnts which was truc,— 

Rip up my hcart, oh! thcn, I fcar, 

Thc worid will sce thy picture thcrc. 

> 

A Rapture 

FROM THE POEMS OF THOMAS CAEEW, 164O. EDITED BY 
J. W. EBBSWORTH. LONDON, 1893 

I wiLL спјоу thcc now, my Cclia, comc, 

And fly with me to Lovc’s Elysium, 
llie Giant, Honour, that kceps cowards out, 

Is but a masquer, and the serviie rout 
Of bascr subjects only bend in vain 
То thc vast Idol; whil$t the nobler train 
Of valiant Lovers daiiy saii betwecn 
The huge Coiossus’ legs, and pass unscen 
Unto the blissful shore. Вс boid and wise, 

And wc shall entcr: the grim Swiss' denies 
Oniy to fools a passage, that not know 
Не is but form, and only frights in show. 

Let duiler eyes that iook from far, draw near, 

And thcy shaii scorn what thcy wcrc wont to fcar. 
We shaii see how the staiking Pagcant gocs 
With borrow’d icgs, a heavy ioad to those 
That made and bcar him: not, as we oncc thought, 
The seed of gods, but a weak model, wrought 
Ву grcedy men, that seek to enciose the common, 
Aud withio privatc arms impaie free Woman. 

Come, then, and mounted on the wings of Love 
^еИ cut the fleeting air, and soar above 
The Monster’s head, and in the noblcst scat 
Of those blest shades quench and reDew our heat. 
There shall the Queens of Love and limocence, 
Beauty and Nature, banish aii oRence 
From our close Ivy twines: there 111 behoid 
Thy bared snow and thy unbraided goid; 
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Therc my enfranchtsed hand on every side 
Shall o*er thy naked polish’d ivory slide. 

No curtain there, though of transparent lawn, 

Shall bc beforc thy virgin-treasure drawn; 

But thc rich Mine, to the cnquiring суе 
£xpo$ed. shall геас!у still for mintage iie: 

And wc will coin young Cupids. There a bcd 
Of roscs and fresh myrtlc$ shall bc sprcad, 

Undcr the coolcr shadcs of Cyprcss groves; 

Our pillows, of thc down of Vcnus’ dovcs; 

Whcreon our panting limbs wc’ll gcndy lay, 

In the faint respites of our amorous play: 

That so our slumbcrs may in drcams havc lcisure 
То tcll thc nimblc fancy our past plcasurc, 

And so our souls—that cannot bc cmbraccd— 

Shall the cmbraccs of our bodics tastc. 

Meanwhilc thc babbling strcam shall court the shore, 
Th* cnamour'd chirping Wood-choir shall adore 
In varicd tuncs thc Dcity of Lovc; 

Thc gentle blasts of Wcstcrn wind shall movc 

The trembling lcavcs, and thro* thc closc boughs breathe 

Still music, whilst wc rcst oursclves bcncath 

Thcir dancing shadc: till a soft murmur, scnt 

Fiom souls cntranccd in amorous languishmcnt, 

Rousc us, and shoot into our vcins frcsh firc, 

Till we in thcir swcct ccstasy cxpirc. 

Thcn, as ihc cmpty Всс, that latcly bore 
Into the common treasure all her store, 

Flics ’bout the paintcd ficld with nimblc wing, 
Dcflow’ring thc frcsh virgins of thc Spring— 

So will I riflc all thc $wccts that dwcU 
In thy delicious Paradisc, and swell 
Му bag with honey, drawn forth by the power 
Of fcrvcnt kisscs from cach spicy flowcr. 

Г11 Kizc thc Rosc-buds in thcir pcrfumcd bcd, 

The violet knots, like curious mazes spread 
O’er all the garden; taste the ripcned cherries, 

The warm firm applc, tipp’d with coral berries. 

Then will I visit with a wand’ring kiss 
Thc Valc of lilics, and thc Bowcr of bliss; 

And wherc the bcauteous region doth divide 
Into two milky ways, my lip shall slidc 
Down thosc smooth alleys, wcaring as they go 
A track for lovers on thc printed snow; 

Thcn climing o’cr thc swclling Apcnninc, 

Rctirc into thc grovc of Eglantine: 

Whcrc I wUl all thosc ravishcd swects distil 
Through Lovc’s alcmbic, and with chymic skill 
From thc mixcd mass onc sovcrcign balm dcrivc, 
Thcii bring thc ^eat Elixir to thy hivc. 
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Now in morc subđc wrcaths I wUl cntwinc 
Му sincwy limbs, my arms and lcgs, with thinc. 
Thou likc a sca of milk shalt lie display*d, 

Whilst I thc smooth calm occan wiU invade, 

With such a tcmpcst, as whcn Jovc of old 
Fcll down on Danac in a stream of gold; 

Yet my tall pinnace shall in the Сурпап strait 
Ride safe at anchor, and unload her frcight; 

Му rudder with thy bold hand, like a tricd 
And skilful pilot, thou shalt steer, and guidc 

Му Bark into Love’s channcl, whcrc it shall 

Dancc, as thc bounding waves do rise or fall. 

Thcn shall thy circling arms cmbracc and clip 
Му nakcd body, and thy balmy lip 
Bathe mc in juice of kisses, whose pcrfume 
Like a religious incense shall consume, 

And scnd up hoIy vapours to thosc powers 
That blcss our lovcs and crown our sportful hours: 
That wiih such HaIcyon calmncss fix our souls 
In stcadfast pcacc, that no аппоу controuls. 

Thcrc no rude sounds fright us with sudden starts; 
No jcalous cars, whcn we unrip our hcarts, 

Suck our discoursc in; no obscrving spics 
This blush, that glancc traduce; no cnvious cycs 
Watch our closc mcctings: nor arc wc bctraycd 
То rivals, by thc bribcd Chambcrmaid. 

No wcdIock bonds unwrcath our twistcd lovc; 

Wc scck no midnight Arbour nor dark grovc, 

То hidc our kisscs: thcrc thc hatcd namc 
Of husband, wifc, chasic, modcst, lust ог shamc, 

Arc vain and cmpty words, whosc vcry sound 
Was ncvcr hcard in thc EIysian ground. 

All things arc Iawful there, that may dclight 
Nature or unrcstraincd appctitc: 

Like and спјоу: to will and act is one: 

Wc only sin whcn Lovc’s ritcs arc not donc. 

Thc Roman Lucrcce thcre rcads thc divinc 
Lectures of Lovc’s grcat master, Arctinc, 

And knows as wcll as Lais how lo movc 
Hcr pliant body in thc act of lovc. 

То quench the burning Ravishcr,^ shc hurls 
Hcr limbs into a thousand winding curls, 

And studics artful postures, such as bc 
Carved on the bark of every neighbouring trce, 

Ву learned hands, that so adorncd the rind 
Of thosc fair plants, which, as they lay cotwincd, 
Havc fann’d thcir glowing fires. Thc Grecian damc,* 
That in her endlcss Wcb toil'd for a name, 

As fruitlcss as hcr work, doih now dispUy 
Hcr sclf before the youth of Ithaca, 

' Tirquin. * Pcodope. 
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Afid th* amorous sport o£ gamesome nights prefer 
Before dull dreams of the lost Traveller ‘ 

Daphoe hath broke her bark, and that swift foot 
Which th* angry Gods had fast'ned with a root 
То the fix'd earth, doth now unfetter’d run 
То meet th* embraces of the youthful Sun.* 

She hangs upon him, like his Dclphic Lyrc; 

Her kisses bIow the old, and brcathe new, fire; 

Full of hcr God, shc sings inspircđ Iays, 

Swect Odcs of lovc, such as đcscrvc the Bays, 

Which shc hcrsclf was. Ncxt hcr, Laura lics 
In Pctrarch's icarncd arms, drying thosc cycs 
That did in such swcct smooth-paccd numbcrs flow, 
As made thc world enamour’d of his woc. 

Thcsc, and tcn thousand Bcautics morc, that dicd 
Siavc to thc Tyrant, now cnlarged dcridc 
His canccird Laws, and for thcir timc mis-spent 
Рау unto Lovc’s Exchcqucr double rcnt. 

Come, thcn, my Cclia, wc’ll no morc for-bcar 
То taste our joys, struck with a Panic fcar, 

But will deposc from his imperious sway 
This proud Usurpcr, and walk frce as thcy, 

With nccks unyokcd; nor is it just that hc 
Should fcttcr уоиг soft scx with chastity, 

Whom Naturc madc unapt for abstincncc; 

Whcn yct this falsc Impostor can dispcnsc 
With human Justicc and with sacrcd Right, 

And (maugre both thcir laws) command mc fight 
With Rivals, ог whcn cmulous Lovcrs darc 
Equal with thinc thcir Mistrcss’ cyes ог hair. 

If thou complain’st of wrong, and call my sword 
То carvc out thy rcvcngc, upon that worcl 
Нс bids mc fight and kill; ог clsc hc brands 
With marks of infamy my coward hands. 

And yct Religion bids from blood-shed fly, 

And daunts me for that act. Thcn tcll mc why 
This goblin ‘‘Honour,’* whom thc world cnshrincd, 
Should makc mcn Atheists, and not women Kind? 

The Sccond Rapture 

ВТ THOMAS CA]11W 

No, worldling, no; ’iis not thy gold, 

Which thou dost usc but to behold, 

Nor fortune, honour, nor long lifc, 

Children, or friends, or a good wifc, 

That makes thee happy: these things bc 
But #hadows o£ felicity. 

^Шумев. »PhodHit. 
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Givc mc a wcnch abovc thirtccn, 

Alrcady votcd to thc Quccn 
Of Lovc, and lovcrs; whosc soft hair, 

Fann’d with thc brcath of gcnde air, 
O’er-sprcads hcr shouldcrs likc a tcnt, 

And is hcr vcil and ornamcnt; 

Whosc tcndcr touch will makc thc bloođ 
Wild in ihc agcd and thc good; 

Whosc kisscs, fast’ncd to thc mouth 
Of ihrcc'scorc ycars and longcr slouth, 

Rcncw thc agc; and whosc bright сус 
Obscurcs thosc ‘lcsscr lights’ of sky; 

Whosc sno^^ brcasis (if wc may call 
That snow, that ncvcr mclts at all,) 

Makcs Jovc invcnt a ncw disguisc, 

In spitc of Juno’s jcalousics; 

Whosc cvcry part doth rc*invile 
Thc old dccaycd appctitc: 

And in whosc swcct cmbraccs I 
Мау mclt mysclf to lovc, and dic. 

This is truc bliss, and I confcss 
Thcrc is no othcr happincss. 

A 

Loves Compliment 

FROM ТНВ POEMS OF THOMAS CAREW, 164O 

0 MY Dcarcst, I shall gricvc thce, 

When I swear (ycl, Swcct, bclicvc mc:) 

Ву thine cycs, thc tcmpting book 
On which cvcn crabbcd old mcn look,— 

I swcar to thcc, though nonc abhor thcm, 
Yct I do not lovc thcc for thcm, 

I do not lovc thcc for that fair 
Rich fan of thy most curious hair; 

Though thc wircs ihcrcof bc drawn 
Fincr than thc thrcads of lawn, 

And arc soficr than thc lcavcs 
On which thc subtlc spinncr wcavcs. 

I do not lovc thcc for thosc flowcrs 
Growing on thy chccks—Lx)vc’s bowcrs; 

Though such cunning hath thcm sprcad, 

Nonc can part thcir white and rcd; 

La)vc’s goldcn arrows thcnce arc shot: 

Yct for thcm I lovc thcc not. 

I do not love thce for those soft 
Rcd coral lips l’ve kiss’d so oft; 

Nor tecth of pcarl, the doublc guard 
То speech, whcnce music still is heard: 

Though from those lips a kUs bejng takcn 
Would Tyrants melt, and Dcath awaken. 
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I do Dot love thee, O ту fairestf 
For that richest->for that rarest 
Silver pillar which stands uoder 
Thy round head, that globe of wonder; 
Though that neck be whiter far 
Than towers of polish'd ivory are. 


I do not love thee for thosc mountains 
Hill'd with snow; whcnce milky fountains 
(Sugar’d sweets, as sirup’d bcrries,) 

Must one day run, through pipes of cherrics: 
O how much those brcasts do n|ove mel 
Yet for them I do not love thee. 


I do not love thec for that bclly, 

Slcek as satin, soft as jelly; 

Though within that crystal Mound 
Heaps of treasurc may hc found, 

So rich, that for thc lcast of thcm 
A king might leave his diadem. 

I do not lovc thee for thosc thighs, 

Whose alabaster rocks do rise 
So high and cven, that they stand 
Like sea'marks to somc happy land: 

Нарру thcy, whosc cycs havc sccn thcm, 
But happier hc that sails bctwcen them. 


I lovc thce not for thy moist palm, 
Though thc dcw thcrcof bc balm; 

Nor for thy prctty lcg and foot, 
Although it bc thc precious root 

On which this goodly cedar grows: 
Swccl, I lovc thcc not for thoie. 


Nor for thy wit, though purc and quick, 
Whosc substancc no arithmciic 
Can numbcr down; nor for thc charms 
Thou makcst with thy embracing arms: 
Though in thcm onc night to lic, 
Dearcst, I would gladly dic 


I lovc not for thosc cyes, nor hair, 

Nor cheeks, nor lips, nor tccth so rarc, 

Nor for ihy spccch, thy ncck, nor brcast, 

Nor for thy bclly, nor thc rcst; 

Nor for ihy hand nor foot so small: 

But, would’st thou know, dcar swectP—^for AUI 
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LoveforEnjoying 

BY JAMES SHIRLEV. PROM POEMS, ETC., 1646 

Fair lady, what's your facc to mc.^ 

I was not only madc to scc; 

Evcry silcnt standcr'by 
Мау thus спјоу so much as I. 

That blooming naturc on your chcck, 

Is still inviting mc to scck 

For unknown wcalth; within thc ground 

Arc all thc royal mctals found. 

Lcavc mc to scarch; I havc a thread 
Through all thc labyrinth shall lead, 

And through cvcry winding vcin 
Conduct mc to thc goldcn minc; 

Which oncc cnjoyed, will give me powcr 
То makc ncw Indics cvcry hour. 

Look on those jewels that abound 
Upon your drcss; that diamond 
N0 flamc, no lustrc could impart, 

Should not the lapidary’s art 
Contributc hcrc and thcre a star; 

And just such things ус womcn arc, 

Who do not in rudc quarrics shinc, 

Bul mccting us, you’rc madc divinc. 

Comc lct us mix oursclvcs, and provc 
That action is thc soul of lovc. 

Why do wc coward*gazing stand, 

Likc armics in thc Ncthcrland: 

Contracting fcar at cithcr’s sight, 

Till wc both grow too wcak to fight? 

Lct’s chargc for shamc, and choosc you whcthcr 
Onc shall fall, or boih togcthcr. 

This is lovc’s war, whocvcr dics, 

If thc survivor bc but wi$c, 

Нс may rcducc thc spirit flcd, 

For t’othcr kiss will curc thc dcad, 

> 

Songs 

FROM HESPERIDES, BY ROBERT HERRICK, 1648 

ТО PERENNA 

When I thy parts run o’cr, I can't cspy 
In апу onc thc lcasi indcccncy; 

But cvcry linc and limb diffuscd thencc 
A fair and unfamiliar ехссПепсе: 

So that the more I look the more I prove 
Therc's still morc causc why I thc morc should love. 
П "9 3 



ТО HIS MISTRESSES 
Help mcl hclp mc! now I call 
То my prctty witchcrafts all; 

Old I am, and cannot do 
That 1 was accustomcd to. 

Bring your magics, spells, and charms, 
То enflcsh my thighs and arms; 

Is therc no way to bcgct 
In my limbs thcir formcr hcat? 

Aeson had, as pocts fcign, 

Baths that madc him young again: 

Find that mcdicinc, if you can, 

For your dry, dccrcpit man 
Who wouId fain his strcngth rcncw, 

Wcrc it but to plcasurc you. 

/ 

UPON JUUA'S FALL 
JuLiA was carclcss, and withal 
Shc rathcr took than got a fall; 

Thc wanton amblcr chanc’d to scc 
Part of hcr lcgs* sinccrity: 

And ravish’d thus, it camc to pass, 

Thc nag (like to the prophct’s ass) 

Bcgan to spcak, and would havc bccn 
A-tclling what rarc sights he’d sccn: 

And had told all; but did rcfrain 
Bccause his tongue was tied again. 

A 

THE VISION OF ELECTRA 
I DREAMED wc both wcrc in a bcd 
Of roscs, almost smothcrcd: 

Thc warmth and swccincss had mc thcrc 
Madc lovingly familiar; 

But that I hcard thy swcct brcath say, 
Faults donc by night will blush by day; 

I kisscd thcc, paniing, and I call 
Night to thc rccord! that was all. 

But, ah! if cmpty drcams so plcasc, 

Lovc, givc mc morc such nights as thcsc. 

THE VISION 

SiTTiNo alonc, as onc forsook, 

CIosc by a silvcr-shcdding brook, 

With hands hcld up to lovc, I wcpt; 

And after sorrows spent I slept; 
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Then in a vision I did sce 
A glorious form appear to me: 

A virgin’s face she had; her drcss 
Was like a sprightiy Spartancss. 

A silvcr bow, with grccn silk strung, 
Down from her comcly shoulders hung: 
And as she stood, the wanton air 
Danglcd thc ringlets of her hair. 

Her lcgs wcre such Diana shows 
When, tuckcd up, shc a-hunting gocs; 
With buskins shortencd to đcscry 
Thc happy dawning of hcr thigh: 

Which whcn I saw, I madc acccss 
То kiss that tcmpting nakcdncss: 

But she forbadc mc with a wand 
Of myrtlc shc had in hcr hand: 

And, chiding mc, said: Hcncc, rcmovc, 
Hcrrick, thou art too coarsc to lovc. 

AN EPITHALAMV ТО SIR THOUAS SOUTHWELL 
AND HIS LADV 


Now, now’s thc timc, so oft by truth 
Promis’d should comc to crown уоиг youth 
Thcn, fair oncs, do not wrong 
Your joys by staying long; 

Or lct lovc’s fire go out, 

Ву lingcring thus in doubt; 

But lcarn that time oncc lost 
Is nc’cr rcdccm’d by cost. 

Then away; comc, Нутсп, guidc 
То ihc bcd thc bashful bridc. 

II 

Is it, swcct maid, your fault thcsc hoIy 
Bridal ritcs go on so slowIy? 

Dcar, is it this you drcad, 

The loss of maidcnhcad? 

Bclicvc mc, you will most 
Estccm it whcn ’tis lost; 

Thcn it no longcr kccp, 

Lcst issuc lic aslcep. 

Thcn, away; comc, Нутсп, guidc 
То ihc bcd thc bashful bridc. 

ш 

Thcre precious, pearly, purling tears 
But spring from ceremonious fcars. 

And ’tis but nativc shame 
That hides the loving flamc, 
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And may a while control 
The soft and am’rous soul; 

But yet love’s fire will waste 
Such bashfulness at last. 

Then, away; come, Нутеп, guide 
То the bed the bashful bride. 

IV 

Night now hath watch’d hcrself half blind, 
Yet not a maidcnhcad rcsign’dl 
’Tis strange, уе will not fly 
То lovc’s swcct mystcry. 

Might уоп full moon the swects 
Havc, promiscd to уоиг shcets 
Shc soon would lcavc hcr spherc, 

То bc admittcd thcrc. 

Thcn, away; comc, Нутсп, guidc 
То thc bcd thc bashful bridc. 

V 

On, on dcvoutly, makc no stay: 

Whilc Domiduca lcads thc way. 

And Gcnius, who attcnds 
The bcd for lucky cnds. 

With funo goes thc Hours 
And Graces strcwing flowcrs. 

And the boys with $wcct tuncs sing: 
Нутсп, 0 Нутсп, bring 
Homc thc turtles! Нутсп, guidc 
То thc bcd ihc bashful bridc. 

VI 

Bchold! how Hymcn’s tapcr-light 
Shows you how much is spcnt of night. 
Scc, scc thc bridcgroom’s torch 
Half wastcd in thc porch. 

And now thosc tapcrs fivc, 

That show thc womb shall thrive, 
Thcir $ilv’ry flamcs advancc, 

То tcll all prosp’rous chancc 
Still shall crown thc happy lifc 
Of thc goodman and thc wifc. 


Movc forward thcn уоиг rosy fcct, 

And makc whatc’cr they touch turn sweet. 
Мау all, like flowery meads, 

Smcll whcre your loft foot trcads; 

And everything assume 
То it the likc pcrfumc, 



As 2 ^phyrus whcn hc *sptrcs 
Through woodbinc and swcetbriars. 
Thcn, away; comc, Нутсп, guidc 
То thc bcd thc bashful bridc. 

VIII 

And now thc ycllow vcil at last 
Ovcr hcr fragrant chcck is cast. 

Now sccms shc to cxprcss 
A bashful willingncss: 

Showing a hcart conscnting, 

As with a will rcpcnting. 

Thcn gcntly Icad hcr on 
With wisc suspicion; 

For that, matrons say, a measurc 
Of that passion swcctens pleasure. 

m 

You, you that bc of hcr nearcst kin, 
Now o’cr the thrcshold forcc hcr in. 

But to avcrt thc worst 
Lct hcr hcr fillcts first 
Knit to the posts, this point 
Rcmcmbcring, to anoint 
Thc sidcs, for ’tis a charm 
Strong against future harm; 

And thc cvil decds, thc which 
Thcrc was hiddcn by thc witch, 

X 

O Venus! thou to whom is known 
The best way how to loosc thc zonc 
Of virgins, tcll thc maid 
Shc nccd not bc afraid, 

And bid thc youth apply 
Closc kisscs if shc сгу, 

And charge hc not forbcars 
Hcr though shc woo with tcars. 

Tcll thcm now thcy must advcnturc, 
Sincc that lovc and nighi bid cntcr. 

n 

No fatal owI thc bedstead kecps, 

With direful notes to fright уоиг slccpt; 
No furies here about 
То put thc tapers out, 

Watch or did makc the bed: 

Tis omcn full of dread: 

But all fair signs арреаг 
Within thc chambcr hcrc, 

Juno hcrc far off doth sund, 

Cooing sleep with charming wand. 
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XII 

Virgins, wccp not; *twill comc whcn, 
As shc, so you*ll be ripc for mcn. 
Thcn gricvc hcr not with saying 
Shc must no morc a-maying, 

Or by roscbuds divinc 
VVho’ll bc hcr valcntinc. 

Nor namc thosc wanton rcaks 
You’vc had at barlc^-brcaks, 

But now kiss hcr and thus say, 

“Такс timc, lady, whilc ус may.” 


XIII 

Now bar thc doors; thc bridcgroom puts 
Thc eagcr boys to gathcr nuts. 

And now both lovc and timc 
То thcir full hcight do climb: 

Oh! givc thcm activc hcat 
And moisturc both complctc: 

Fit organs for incrcasc, 

То kccp and to rclcasc 
That which may thc honour’d stem 
Circlc with a diadcm. 


XIV 

And now, bchold! ihc bcd or couch 
That nc’cr kncw bridc’s or bridegroom’s touch, 
Fccls in itsclf a firc; 

And, ticklcd with dcsirc, 

Pants with a downy brcast, 

As with a hcart posscsst, 

Shrugging as it did movc 
Evcn with thc soul of lovc. 

And, oh! had it but a tonguc, 

Dovcs, ’t would say, ус bill too long. 


XV 

O cnlcr ihcn! bul scc ус shun 
A slccp until thc act bc donc. 

Lct kisscs in their closc 
Brcathe as thc damask rosc, 
Or swcct as is that gum 
Doth from Panchaia comc. 
Tcach naturc now to know 
Lips can makc chcrrics grow 
Sooncr ihan shc cvcr yct 
In hcr wisdom could bcget. 
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XVI 


On your minutes, hours, days, months, yetrt, 
Drop the fat blessing of the sphcres. 

That good which heav’n can givc 
То makc you bravcly livc 
Fall like a spangling dew 
Ву day and night on you. 

Мау fortunc’s lily*hand 
Opcn at your command; 

With all lucky birds to sidc 
With ihc bridcgroom and the bridc. 


XVII 

Lct bountcous Fatc(s) your spindles full 
Fill, and wind up with whitcst wool. 

Lct thcm not cut thc thrcad 
Of lifc until ус bid. 

Мау dcath yct comc at last, 

And not with desp’ratc hastc, 

But whcn ус both can say 
“Comc, lct us now away,“ 

Вс ус to thc barn ihcn bornc, 

Two, likc two ripc shocks of corn. 




CLOTHES DO BUT CHEAT AND COZEN US 

Away with silks, away with lawn, 

Г11 havc no sccncs or curtains drawn; 
Givc mc my mistrcss as shc is, 

Drcss’d in hcr nak’d simplicitics: 

For as my hcart c’cn so minc сус 
Is won with 6csh, nol drapery. 


/ 


ro DIANEME 

Show me thy fect: show mc thy lcgs, thy thighs 
Show mc those fleshly principalitics; 

Show mc that hill whcrc smiling lovc doth sit, 
Having a living fountain under it; 

Show me thy waist, then let me cherewithal, 
Ву thc assenution of thy lawn, see all. 
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ТНЕ РОЕТ LOVES А MI5TRESS, BUT 
NOT ТО MARRY 

I Do noe lovc to wed, 

Though 1 do like to woo; 

And tor a maidenhead 
П1 beg itnd buy it too. 

П1 praise and ГП approvc 
Thosc maids thai ncvcr vary; 
And fcrvcndy Г11 lovc, 

But yct I would not таггу. 

Г11 hug, ГИ kiss, Г11 play, 
And, cock'likc, hcns Г11 trcad, 
And sport in апу way 
But in the bridal bcd. 

For why? that man is роог 
Who hath but onc of many, 
But crown'd hc is with storc 
That, singlc, may have апу. 

Why, thcn, say, what is hc, 

То frccdom so unknown, 
Who, having two or threc, 
Will bc contcnt with onc ? 




LOVE DISLIKES NOTHING 

Whatsoever thing I scc, 

Rich or роог although it be; 

Tis a mistress unto mc. 

Вс my girl ог fair or brown, 
Does shc smilc or docs shc frown, 
Still I writc a swccthcart down. 

Ве shc rough or smooth of skin; 
Whcn I touch I then bcgin 
For to lct affcction in. 

Ве she bald, or does she wear 
Locks incurl'd of ocher hair, 

I shall hnd enchantmcnt thcre. 

Вс shc whole, ог bc shc rcnt, 

So my fancy be contcnt, 

She's to me most excellent. 
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Ве she £at, or be she lean, 

Ве she sluttish, be she clean, 

Гт a man for ev’ry scene. 

ТО ANTHEA 

Let’s call for Нутсп, if agreed thou art; 

Dclays in love but crucify thc hcart. 

Lovc’s thorny tapcrs yet ncglccteđ lic: 

Speak thou thc word, thcy’ll kindly by*and*byc. 

Thc nimblc hours woo us on to wcd, 

And Gcnius waits to havc us both to bcd. 

Bchold, for us thc nakcd Graccs stay 
With maunds of roscs for to strcw thc way: 
Bcsides, thc most rcligious prophct stands 
Ready to join, as wcll our hearts as hands. 

Juno yet smilcs; but if shc chancc to chidc, 

III luck ’twill bodc to th’ bridcgroom and thc bridc. 
Tcll mc, Anthca, dost thou fondly dread 
Thc loss of that wc call a maidcnhcad? 

G)mc, Г11 instruct thcc. Know, the vcstal fire 
Is not by marriage quench’d, but flames the higher. 

/ 

THE VINE 

I dream’d this mortal part of mine 
Was Mctamorphos’d to a Vine; 

Which crawling onc and cvcry way, 

Enthrall’d my dainty Lucia. 

Ме thought, hcr long small legs and thighs 
I with my Tendrils did surprise; 

Her ВсИу, Buttocks, and her Waist 
Ву my soft Ncrv’Icits wcrc embrac’d: 

About hcr hcad I writhing hung, 

And with rich clusters (hid among 
The lcavcs) hcr tcmples I bchung: 

So that my Lucia sccm’d to mc 
Young Bacchus ravisht by his tree. 

Му curlcs about hcr n^k did crawl, 

And arms and hands they did enthrall: 

So that shc could not frccly stir, 

(All parts there made one prisoner.) 

But when I crept with leaves to hidc 
Those parts, which maids keep unespy’d, 

Such fleeting pleasures there I took, 

That with tne fancy I awoke; 

And found (Ah mel) this fleih of minc 
More like a Stock, than like a Vine. 
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Thc Description of Woman 

BY ROBERT HERRICK. RAWLINSON MS. l 6 o POET. FOL8. 105-6 

Whose hcađ bcfringcd with bcscattcrcd trcsscs 
Sccms likc Apollo’s when the morn hc blesses 
Or like unto Aurora whcn shc scts 
Her long dishcvcl’d rosc<rown*d tramalctts; 

Hcr forchead smooth full polishcd bright and high 
Bares in itself a graccful majcsty. 

Undcr thc which two crawling cycbrows twine 
Likc to thc tcndrils of a flat’ring vine, 

Undcr whosc shadc two starry sparkling cycs 
Arc bcautifl’d with fair fring’d canopies. 

Hcr comcly nosc with uniformal gracc 
Likc purest whitc stands in thc middle place 
Parting thc pair, as wc may wcll suppose 
Each chcck rcscmbling still a damask rosc, 

Which likc a gardcn manifestly show 
How roses, lilics and carnations grow, 

Which swcctly mixcd both with white and rcd 
Likc rosc Icavcs, whitc and rcd sccm minglcd. 

Thcn naturc for a swcct allurcmcnt scts 
Two smclling swclling (bashful) chcrrylcts, 

Thc which with ruby rcdncss bcing tipp’d, 

Do spcak a virgin тсггу chcrry-lipp’d. 

Ovcr thc which a ncat sweet skin is drawn 
Which makcs thcm shcw like roscs undcr Iawn. 
Thcsc bc thc Ruby portals and divine 
Which ope thcmsclvcs to shcw ап holy shrine 
Whosc brcath is rich pcrfumc, that to thc scnsc 
Smells likc thc burnt Sabacan frankincensc 
In which thc tonguc, though but a mcmbcr small, 
Stands guardcd with rosy hilly wall, 

And hcr whitc tccth which in thc gums arc sct 
Likc pcarl and gold makc one rich Cabinct. 

Next doth hcr chin with dimplcd beauty strivc 
For his plump whitc and smooth prcrogativc, 

At whosc fair top to plcase thc sight thcrc grows 
The blesscd Imagc of a blushing rosc 
Mov’d by thc chin whosc motion causcth this 
That both hcr lips do part, do mcct, do kiss; 

Her cars, which likc two Labyrinths arc plac’d 
On eithcr sidc with rich rarc Jcwcls grac’d, 

Moving a qucstion whcther that by thcm 
Thc gcm is grac’d or thcy grac’d by thc Gcm? 

But thc foundation of this Architcct 
Is thc swan-staining fair rare, statcly ncck 
Which with ambitious humblcness stands under 
Bearing aloft this rich round world of wonder. 

In which thc vcins implantcd sccm to lic 
Likc loving vincs hid undcr Ivory, 



So full of claret that who so pricks a vine 
Мау see it sprout forth streams of muscađinc. 

Нсг brcast (a placc for bcauty’s thronc most fit) 
Bcars up two globcs whcrc lovc and plcasurc sit, 
Which hcadcđ with two rich round rubics show 
Likc wanton rosc buds growing out of snow, 

And in thc milky vallcy that’s bctwccn 
Sits Cupid kissing of his mothcr Quccn, 
(Fing’ring) thc paps that fccl likc slccdcd silk 
And prcst a litdc thcy wiil wccp ncw milk. 

Thcn comcs thc bclly scatcd ncxt bclow 
Likc a fair mountain in Riphcan snow, 

Whcrc naturc in a whitcncss without spot 
Hath in thc middlc ticd a Gordian knot 
Or clsc that shc on that whitc waxcn hill 
Hath scal’d thc promisc of hcr utmost skill. 

But now my musc hath spy’d a dark dcsccnt 
From this so pcerlcss prccious pcrmancnt, 

A milky high way that dircction yields 
Unto thc port mouth of th’ Elysian ficlds, 

A placc dcsir’d of all but got by thesc 
Whom lovc admits to this Hcspcridcs. 

Hcrc’s goldcn fruit that far cxcccds all pricc 
Growing in this lovc guardcd paradisc. 

Abovc thc entrancc thcrc is writtcn this 
This is thc portal to thc bowcr of bliss. 

Through mid’st thcrcof a crystal stream thcrc flows 
Passing the swcct swcct of a musky rosc. 

Now lovc invitcs mc to survcy hcr thighs 
Swclling in likcncss likc two cry$tal skics 
With plump soft flcsh of mcttlc purc and finc 
Rcscmbling shiclds both smooth and crystallinc. 
Hcncc risc thosc two ambitious hills that look 
Into thc middlc (most) sight plcasing crook 
Which for thc bcttcr bcautifying shrouds 
Its humblc sclf ’twixt two aspiring clouds, 

Which to thc knccs by naturc fastcncd on 
Dcrivc thcir ovcrwcll grac’d motion. 

Her lcgs with two clcar calvcs likc silvcr tridc 
Kindly swcll up wiih littlc prctty pridc, 

Leaving a distance for the beauteous small 
То bcautify thc leg and foot withal. 

Thcn lowly yct most lovcly stand thc fcct, 

Round short and clcar, like pounded spices swect 
And whatsocvcr thing thcy trcad upon 
Thcy makc it sccnt likc bruisid Cinnamon. 

Thc lovcly shouldcrs now allure thc сус 

То scc two tablcts of purc Ivory 

From which two arms likc branches scem to sprcad 

With tcndcr rind and silvcr coloured, 

With littlc hands and fingers long and small 
То gracc a Lutc, a vial, Virginal. 
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Each richly headed with a pearly ihell 
Richer than that fair prccioui virtuous horn 
That arms the forchcad of thc Unicorn. 


Thus cvcry part in contraricty 

Meets in thc wholc and makcs a harmony 

Ai divcrs strings do $ingly disagrce 

But form'd by numbcr makc swect melody. 

Unto the Idol of ус work divinc 
I consecrate this loving work of minc, 

Bowing my lips unto ус stately root 
Whencc beauty springs, and thus I kiss thy foot. 




''A Nymph When As the Summer*s 
Beams** 

раом ACADIMV OP COMPLIMENTS, 165 O; p. 197 

A NVMPH when as thc Summer’s beams 
Made hot thc coldcr air, 

Into a founuin’s Crystal strcams, 

То bathc hcr did rcpair: 

And by degrees she boldly did at length 
Thosc parts unhide: 

Which to bc bashful, nature made 
So curious to be spied. 

Oft downward would shc cast hcr head, 
And blushing look away; 

Then twist hcr arms, and twine hcr thighs, 
As fearful to bctray 
Her self unto her fearful self: 

Thui frightcd she at last, 

Into the fountains swiftest streams, 

Her purest body cast. 

The waves did proudly bcar her up, 

And as shc wadcd in thc silvcr-brook, 
Scem'd not to dcanse her as she swam, 

But from hcr purifying took. 

And undcrneath the Crystal strcams, 

As she did gliding pass, 

She seemed like a Lily fair, 

That's sunk into a glass. 

And as she did her dainty arms 
In sundry sort display, 

Ofttimes she would Narcissus-like 
With hcr own $hadow play. 
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Oft would $hc lic upon hcr back: 

With lcgs and arms both spread, 
And imitate those wanton joys, 
That womcn usc in bed. 


Women thcir modcsty forgct 
And oftcn lay aside; 

This Nymph, that thought hersclf unsccn, 
Was by a Shcphcrd spy’d: 

Who ravishcd with thc sight hc saw, 

No longcr staid to woo hcr, 

But flung away his hook and scrip, 

And lwldly stcpt unto hcr. 

She shrieking dived, thought to havc hid 
Hcrsclf, but all in vain, 

Thc Waters to prcscrvc hcr lifc, 

Did bcar hcr up again; 

Thc Shcphcrd caught hcr in his arms, 

Anđ laid hcr on thc brink, 

And what hc did without dclay, 

You know, or clsc may think. 

''As I Traverid То and Fro*' 

FROM THE ACADEMV OF COMPLEMENTS [c. 1650 ] 

As I travcrs’d to and fro, 

And in ihc ficlds was walking, 

I chanc’d to hcar two Sistcrs 
That sccrctly wcrc talking: 

Thc youngcr to thc cldcr said, 

Prithcc why do’st not таггу? 

In faith, quoth shc, Г11 tcll to thcc, 

I mcan not long to tarry. 


Whcn I was fiftccn ycars of agc, 
Then I had suitors many: 

But, I a wanton pccvish wcnch 
Would not sport with апу: 

Till at the last I sleeping fast, 
Cupid came to woo me, 

And, like a lad that was surk mad, 
Нс sworc hc would undo mc. 

And then he lay down by my side 
And sprcad his arms upon me, 

And I, bcing ’twixt slccp and wake, 
Did strivc to thrust him from me, 
But he with all the power hc had, 
Did lic the harder on me. 
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And then he did so play with me, 

As I was played with never; 

The wanton boy so plcascd mc, 

I would havc slcpt forcvcr. 

And thcn mcthought the world turn’d round, 
And Phocbus fcll a*skipping, 

And all thc Nymphs and Goddcsscs 
About us two wcrc tripping. 

Thcn sccmcd Ncptunc as hc had pour’d 
His Ocean strcams upon us, 

But Borcas with his blust’ring blasts 
Did strivc to kccp him from us. 

Limping Vulcan hc came, 

As if he had bccn jealous, 

Vcnus folIow’d aftcr him, 

And swore shc’d blow thc bcllows. 

Mars called Cupid Jackanapcs, 

And sworc hc would him smothcr, 

Quoth Cupid, Said I so to thcc 
Whcn thou lay’st with my mothcr? 

Juno thcn, and Jupitcr, 

Camc marching with Apollo; 

Pan came in with Мегсигу, 

And thcn bcgan hc hollo; 

Cupid ran and hid himsclf, 

And so of joys bcrcft mc: 

For suddenly I did awake, 

And all thcsc fancics lcft mc. 

The Епјоутеш 

BY THOMAS OTWAY 

Clasped in thc arms of hcr I lovc 
In vain, alas! for lifc I strovc: 

Му fluttcring spirits, wrappcd in firc 
Ву Lovc's mysterious art, 

Bornc on thc wings of ficrcc dcsirc, 

Flcw from my flaming hcart. 

Thus lying in a trancc for dcad, 

Hcr swclling brcasts borc up my hcad; 

When waking from a plcasant drcam, 

I saw hcr killing cycs, 

Which did in ficry glanccs sccm 
То say, now, Cclia dics. 

Fainting, shc prcsscd mc in hcr arms, 

And trcmbling lay, dissolvcd in charms; 
Whcn with a shivcring voicc shc cricd, 

Must I alone, then die? 

No, no, I languishing replied, 
rii bear thce сотрапу. 



Melting our souls thus into one, 

Swift joys our wishes did out-run; 

Then launched in rolling seas o£ bliss, 
We bid the world adieu; 

Swearing by every charming kiss, 

То be forevcr truc. 

> 

The Соу Shepherdess 

КОХВиаСНЕ BALLADS, И. 85; 164174 

Fair Phillu in a wanton posture lics, 

Not thinking to be seen by mortal cycs 
Till accidentally Amintas came, 

And secn hcr lie, which made hcr blush for shame; 
Не cast himself down by hcr on thc Нау, 

And woo hcr lovc beforc hc wcnt away. 

Phillis on thc ncw mađc hay 
On a plcasant Summcr’s day 
Shc in a wanton posturc lay 
Thinking no Shcphcrd nigh hcr 
Till Amintas camc that way 
Anđ thrcw himsclf down by hcr. 

At the hrst she was amaz’d 
And with blushcs on him gaz’d 
Hcr bcauty bright did him invitc 
Her shapc he did admirc, 

Hcr wanton drcss could do no lcss, 

Thcn sct his hcart on firc. 

Thcn Amintas mildly said, 

Phillis, bc not now afraid 
But cntcrtain lhy shcphcrd swain, 

Now wc arc mct logcthcr, 

Thcn I shall prize thy sparkling eyes 
That did invitc mc hithcr. 

I have rang’d thc Plains about 
For to find my Phillis out 
Му flocks I lcft, of joyf bercft, 

Whil$t I for thee did languish; 

Tis in thy will my hcart to fill 
With јоу, ог clsc with anguish. 

Then fair Phillis frowning said, 

Му privacy thou hast betrayed; 

Therefore bc gonc, lct mc alone, 

Do not disturb mv pleasure, 

Nor do not movc thy suit of Love, 

But icave me to my leisure. 
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Ncvcr yct did Shephcrd Swain 
On thit imooth Sicilian plain 
Once darc to move my dcep disdain 
Ву such like bold intrmion, 

Then cease thy suit, ’tis but in vain, 

I scorn such fond delusion. 

When Amintas sces hcr frown 
Hoping still his joys to crown 
Quoth hc, “Му dcar, as I am hcrc 
I like not this behaviour; 

*Tis lover’s bliss, to toy and kiss, 

It wins a Maidcn’s favour. 

Let us likc thc Ivy twine 
And our lovcs in onc combine 
Grim Pluto loved Proscrpine 
Hcr beauty did him fcttcr; 

When thou art minc, and I am thine, 
Г11 please thcc tcn timcs bcttcr.” 

“Fic! for shamc, fond boy,*’ shc said, 
‘Tm rcsolv’d to livc a Maid, 

Thou art too young, to do mc wrong 
Вс not so bold to vcnturc,” 

Whilst hc poor youth, to spcak thc truth, 
Still aimtfd at thc ccntcr. 

Phillis blushed as rcd as blood 
When his mind shc understood 
His bold intcnt for to prcvcnt, 

Shc uscd hcr bcst cndeavour, 

His rcsolution it was bcnt 
For hc was loath to lcavc hcr. 

Hotly hc pursued thc Gamc, 

Whilst his Hcart was on a flamc 
She cry’d Pish пау fic for shamc 
In faith you shall not do it 
But thc youth hcr ovcrcamc 
And cagcrly fcll to it. 

Thus shc strivcd all in vain 
Whilst shc felt a pleasing pain, 

Yct hc by no mcans would refrain 
But kindly did cmbrace hcr, 

Нс kissed his lovc and told hcr plain 
Нс ncvcr would disgracc hcr. 

In grcat ragc shc flung away 
Tumbling o’cr thc new-made hay 
Whilst hc ashamcd and brcathless lav 



Although he theo displeasM her; 

Не rallied and renewed the fray, 

And manfuily appeased her. 

Thus they spcnt this crystal day 
In such wanton sports and play, 

Amintas therc, embrac’d his Dear, 

And bid her be lighthearted; 

But night being come they hasted home, 

And kindly kissed and parted. 

> 

The GreenSicl^ness ВеаШу 

BY LORD нжаввжт OF CHEIBUIIV, i6o8>i644 

Though the pale white within your cheeks compos’d, 
And doubtful light unto your еуе confin’d, 

Though your short breath not from itsclf unloosed, 
And careless motions of your equal mind, 

Arguc your beauties are not all disclosed. 

Yet as a rising bcam, when first ’tis 8hown, 

Points fairer, than when it ascends more red, 

Or a$ a budding rose, when first ’tis blown, 

Smells sweeter far, than when it is more spread, 

As all things best by principles arc known, 

So in уоиг green and flourishing estate 
A beauty i$ discern’d more worthy love 
Than that which furthcr doth itself dilate, 

And thosc dcgrccs of variation provc, 

Our vulgar wits so much do celebratc. 

Thus though your cyes dart not that picrcing blaze, 
Which doth in bu$y Lovcrs’ looks appcar, 

It is because you do not necd to gazc 
On othcr objects than your proper spherc, 

Nor wandcr further than to run that maze. 

So, if you want that blood which must succccd, 

And givc at last a tincture to your skin, 

It is, bccausc ncithcr in outward dced, 

Nor inward thought, you yct admit that sin, 

For which your cheeks a guilty blush should nccd. 

So if your brcath do not so frcely flow, 

It i$ because you love not to consume 
That vital trcasurc, which you do bcstow 
As wcll to vcgeute as to perfume 
Your Virgin leaves, as fast as they do grow. 
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You werc not born to scrvc уоиг only will, 
Nor can your bcauty bc pcrpctual. 

’Tis your pcrfcction for to ripcn still, 

And to bc gathcrcd, rathcr than to fall. 

A Description 

BY LORD HERBERT OF CHERBURV 

I siNo hcr worth and praiscs, I, 

Of whom a Poct cannot lic. 

Thc littlc World, thc Grcat shall blazc, 

Sca, Earth, hcr Body; Hcavcn, hcr Facc, 

Hcr Hair, Sunbcams, whosc cvcry part 
Lightcns, inflamcs cach Lovcr’s Hcart, 

That thus you provc thc Axiom truc, 

Whilst thc Sun hclpcd Naturc in you. 

Hcr Front, thc whitc and azurc sky 
In Light and Glory raiscd high, 

Bcing o’crcast by a cloudy frown, 

All Hcarts and Eycs dcjcctcth down; 

Hcr cach Brow, a cclcstial Bow 
Which through this Sky hcr Light doth show, 
Which doublcd, if it strange appcar 
Thc Sun’s likcwise i$ doublcd thcre; 

Hcr cithcr Chcek, a blushing Morn, 

Which, on thc Wings of Beauty born, 

Doth nevcr sct, but only fair 
Shincth cxaltcd in her hair; 

Within hcr Mouth Hcavcn’s Hcav’n reside; 
Нсг words thc souls thcrc Glorifi’d; 

Нсг Nosc, th’ Equator of this Globc, 

Whcrc Nakcdncss, Bcauty’s bcst Robc, 
Prcscnls a form all Hcarts to winl 
Last Naiurc madc that Dainty Chin, 

Which that il might in cvcry fashion 
Answcr thc rcst, a Constcllation 
Likc to a Dcsk, Shc thcrc did place 
То write thc Wondcr$ of hcr Face. 

In this Cclestial Frontispiccc, 

Whcrc Happincss ctcrnal lics, 

First arrangcd stand threc Scnscs,— 

This Hcavcn’s Intclligcnccs, 

Whosc scvcral Motions swcct combined 
Comc from thc first Movc, hcr Mind. 

The wcight of this Harmoniquc Sphcrc 
Thc Atlas of hcr Ncck doth bcar, 

Whosc favours Day to Us imparts 
When Frowns makc Night in Lovcrs’ Hearts. 
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Two foaming Billows аге hcr Breasts, 

Thai саггу rais’đ upon thcir Crests 
Thc Tyrian Fish: Могс whitc’s thcir Foam 
Thcn that whcncc Vcnus oncc điđ comc. 

Hcrc takc hcr by thc Hand, my Musc, 

With that Swcct Foc, to make my Trucc, 

То compact Manna bcst compar’d, 

Whosc dcwy insidc’s not full hard. 

Hcr Waist’s an cnvcrs’d Pyramis 
Upon whosc Cone Lovc’s Trophy is. 

Нсг ВсПу is that Magazinc 
At whose pecp Nature did resign 
That prccious Mould by which alonc 
Thcrc can bc framcd such a Onc: 

At th’ cntrancc of which hiddcn Trcasurc, 
Нарру making abovc mcasurc, 

Two Alabastcr Pillars stand, 

То warn all passagc from that Land, 

At foot whcrcof cngravcd is 
Thc sad Non Ultra of Man’s Bliss. 

Thc back of this most prccious Framc 
Holds up in Majcsty thc Samc; 

Whcrc to makc Music of hcr parts. 

Though all this Bcauty’$ Tcmplc bc 
Thcrc’s known within no Dcity 
Savc Virtucs shrin’d within her WiII. 

As I bcgan, so say I still, 

I sing hcr Worth and Praiscs, I, 

Of whom a Poct cannot lic. 

The Dainty Damsers Dream 

BY LAURENCE PRICE []c. 1654]; ROX. BALLADS, III, 22б 

The Maid saw such strangc Visions in hcr »lccp, 

Whcn shc awakcd it forccd hcr for to wecp; 

She dreaming lay, and thought her Lovc lay by, 

But he alasl was not at that time nigh. 

Then list and you shall hcar the Damsel's Drcam, 

And aftcrwards what followed thc samc. 

PAKT ONE 

As I lay on my lovcly bcd, I fcll into a drcam, 

God Cupid he attended mc, and straight upon the same, 
Thc Chambcr whcrc I lodgcd in, mcthought was all on firc, 
Thcn Mars and Jupitcr camc in, with wrath and furious irc. 

Aftcr came Vcnus with hcr train of Nymphs most fair and 
bright, 

And prickt my heart in every vein, much like to кШ me quite; 
I knew no reason why their rage and anger should be so, 
'*Why thcn,” quoth Vcnus, “to thysclf, thou art a morul foe. 
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“Thcrc i$ a young man lovcs thcc dcar, and now is likc to dic, 
Bccausc for him thou dost nol carc; that is thc reason why, 
That thou art punished so sorc, hcre in thy naked bed, 

And if thou wili not yicld to lovc, wc mcan to kill thcc dcad.” 

“Fair Qucen,” quoth I, “grant mc this boon I may so happy bc, 
For to present him to my vicw that I thc man may scc: 

And if that I can fancy him, thcre is no morc to do, 

But I will yicld to bc his lovc, and kiss and hug him too.” 

With that the flames all qucnchcd was, and all the coast was 
clear, 

And thcn a propcr hanđsomc youth did in my sight appcar; 
Like young Adonis in his primc this gallant scem'd to bc, 

Of courage bold, and valour brave, and fortitude was he. 


PART TWO 

His facc like an AngcPs was, his cycs like stars did shinc, 

In every part from top to toe, he seemed a Saint divine, 

His swcct pcrfum^d honicd brcath did bcar so rarc a smcll, 
Thc richcst odours in thc world for sccnt it did excel. 

With courtIy words and complimcnis hc did mc kindly grcct, 
Crossing my lips ten thousand times with Kisscs soft and 
swcct; 

In his right hand a pursc of gold he had, and did me give, 
And told mc I should ncvcr want such Coin whilst I did livc. 

It ravishcd my scnscs all, and sct my hcart on firc, 

His countenance for to behold it madc me to admirc! 

So that I much dcsircd thcn to havc his сотрапу, 

His comcly person to cmbrace as I in bcd did lic. 

His hose and doublet he stript off, and camc into my bed, 
Saying that hc must master bc, and have my maidenhead; 
Good lack; how willing then was I his love to entertain: 

The thought of action movcd me in evcry limb and vein. 

Whcn all my vitals thus wcrc rais’d, and rcady for thc sport, 
Cupid and Venus stolc away and so brokc up ihc sport, 

Even so departed atl the Nymphs, and straight upon the same 
I wak’d and wcpt, bccausc I saw all things were but a dream. 

Fie upon dreams, and fond delights, which thus disturb the 
mind! 

*Tis bcttcr far to bc awaked, and cxcrcisc by kind. 

When as I dreamed, I had a love, and gold, and pleasure store; 
But when I waked, I saw nonc such, which makes mc grieve 
thc more. 
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То His Mistress Desirous to Go to Bed 

РЖОМ JOHN COTCRAVE*S WIT’s INTERPRETEE, 1655 

Sleept, my đcar? yes, ycs, I sce 
Morphcus is fallcn in lovc with thcc; 

Morphcus, my worst of rivals, trics 
То draw the curtains of thinc cyes, 

And fans them with his wing aslecp; 

Makes drowsy lovc to play bo-pccp. 

How prcttily his fcathcrs blow 
Thosc flcshy shuttings to and frol 
O how hc makcs mc tantalisc 
With those fair applcs of thine cyest 
Equivocatcs and cheats mc still, 

Opening and shutting at his wili, 

Now both, now oncl thc doting god 
Plays with thinc cycs at cvcn or odd. 

Му stammering tongue doubts which it might 
Bid thcc, good-morrow or good-night. 

So thy cycs twinklc brightcr far 
Than thc bright trcmbling evcning star; 

So a wax tapcr, burnt within 
Thc sockct, plays at out and in. 

Thus doth Morphcus court thinc сус, 

Mcaning thcrc all night to lic: 

Cupid and hc play Whoop, All-Hidl 
Thc сус, thcir bcd and coverlid. 

Faircst, lct mc thy night<lothcs air; 

Comc, Г11 unlacc thy stomachcr. 

Макс mc thy maidcn chamber-man, 

Or lct mc bc thy warming-pan. 

O that l might but lay my hcad 
At thy bcd’s fcct i’th trundlc-bcd. 

> 

Ве Not Afraid 

ANONVMOUS. C. 1650. FROM PERCv’s POLIO MSS. VOL. IV 

Be not afraid thou fairest, thou rarcst 
that cvcr was madc! dcny mc not a kiss; 

Thcn thou shalt scc thc Mcasurc of pleasure 
that I will havc from thcc. What hurts thcre 
in this? 

Then lct’s cmbracc, and lct pleasure bc frec, 

Thc world shall nc’cr ukc noticc how delightful 
(wc bc.) 

“I scc that spics, both pecping and creeping, 
in each corner lies to hinder all our joys; 

But Cupid shall sce, and flnd thcm, and blind them 
that hindrancc wiU bc to thc gctting of Воув. 
Then let’s, ctc.: 



‘*Vcnus, Jupiter, fair naturc, Dame creature, 

Made thce for dclight, but yct for none but I; 

Thcn lct’s cmbrace, and rifle and triflc, 
lcavc a jcwcl in thc placc, but kcpt till you dic. 

Thcn Ict’s, ctc. 

“Nay pishf пау fic! you’ll vcnturc to cntcrl 
a trespass $o high, you’ll wish t’were undonc; 

Should апу spic, thcy’ll wondcr, look yondcr; 
but you’Il not fly thc placc you havc begun. 

Thcn Ict’s, ctc. 

“Now you havc cnjoycd thc Mcasurc of plcasure, 
indccd I’m dcstroycd if you spcak of it again; 

For womcn do provc ncglcctcd, rcjcctcd, 
whcn frccdom of lovc is known to othcr mcn. 

Now you havc cnjoycd mc, and all things bc frcc, 

In faith you’lI undo mc if a tclltalc you bc. 

“Thcn hcrc’s my hcart! Г11 cvcr cndcavour 
that wc will ncvcr part till dcath assigns thc timc. 

Wcre it not you, bclicvc me it would gricvc mc 
to do what I do; that lovc should bc a crimc; 

But it is a fault of so swcct a dcgrcc, 

That surc I am pcrsuadcd, court nor country bc 
frce.” 


A Creature for Feature 

ANONVMOUS. BEFORE 165O. FROM PERCv’s FOLIO MSS. VOL. IV 

A CREATURE, for fcaturc I ncvcr saw faircr, 

So witty, so prctty, I ncvcr kncw a rarcr; 

Shc so kinđ, and I so blind, 

That I may say anothcr day 
“I did complain, and I mct a swain, 

But hc kncw not how to woo mc nor do mc, 

Не was so dull conccitcd. 

I gave a smilc him to bcguilc, 

I made a show to makc him know, 

I pincht his chcck to makc him scck 
And find somc furthcr plcasure, whosc treasure 
nceds not to bc Expccted. 

“I staid him, and praycd him, and proffcrcd him a 
favour; 

Не kist mc, and wisht mc to bcar with his bc- 
haviour; 

But hic tro lolly loIly, lo silly willy could not doc. 

AIl content with him was spent 

Whcn hc had clipt and kist mc, and mist mc, 

And could not wiss . . . kiss mc . . . {line cut off) 
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Then thought I, and thought no lie, 

Perhaps his pipe is not yet ripe; 

Yet an hour may have the power 

То make it grow in full length and fuU strength; 

But fools are lcd in blindncss. 

*'But woc me, and woe me! alas, I could not raise! 

It would not, nor could not, doc all I could to please. 
His ink was run, his pen was done. 

Jack! art thou dead? hold up thy headl 
I will littcr thec and water thcc, 

And fecd thcc with my ncct, 

And bcttcr, if thou wilt lic bcsidc mc. 

But all in vain I did complain, 

His Jack was tircd, hc'd not bc hired 
For all my praycrs and all my tcars." 

> 

Of a Puritan 

ANONVMOUS. C. l600. FROM PERCV's FOLIO MSS. VOL. IV 

It was a puritanical lad 
that was callcd Mathyas, 

And hc would go to Amstcrdam 
to spcak with Ananyas. 

Нс had not gonc past half a milc, 
but hc mct his holy sistcr* 

Нс laid his biblc undcr hcr brccch, 
and mcrrily hc kist hcr. 

“Alas! what would thcy wickcd say?” 

quoth shc, “if thcy had sccn it! 

Му buttocks thcy Iyc too low: I wisht 
apocrypha wcrc in it!” 

“But pcacc, Swccthcart, or crc wc part,— 

I spcak it out of purc devotion.— 

Ву уеа and пау 111 not away 
till thou fccl my spirit’s motion." 

Thcy huft and puft with many hucs, 
till that thcy both wcre tired, 

“Alasl” quoth shc, “you’ll spoil thc Icaves; 

my pctticoats all Mircd! 

If we professors should bc known 
to the English congregation 
Eithcr at Lcydcn or Amsicrdam, 
it wouId disgrace our nation; 

“But since it is, that pait we must, 
thou I am much unwilling, 

Good brother, let’s have the t’other thnist, 
and ukc thee this fme shilling 
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То bear thy charges as thou goes, 
and paisage o er the осеал.” 

Hien aown shc Laid, and since 'tis said, 
ihe quencht his spirit’s motion. 

Wal{ing in a Meadotv Grcen 

ANONVMOUS. C. 1660. FROM PEICv’s FOLIO MSS. VOL. IV 

Walkinc in a meadowe greene, 
fayre fk)wcrs for to gathcr, 
where primrose rankcs did stand on bankes 
to welcome comcrs thither, 

I heard a voicc which madc a Noisc, 
which caused mc to attcnđ it, 

I heard a lasse say to a Ladd, 

“Oncc morc, & nonc can mcnd it.” 

Thcy lay soc closc togcthcr, 
thcy madc mc much to wonđcr; 

I know not which was wcthcr, 
until I saw hcr undcr. 
thcn off hcr came, & blusht for shame 
soc soonc that hc had cndit; 
yet still shc lycs, & to him crycs, 

“Oncc morc, & nonc can mcnd it.” 

His lookcs wcrc dull & vcry sad, 
his couragc shc had tamcd; 
shc badc him play thc lusty lad 
or clsc hc quitc was shamed; 

“thcn stiffly thrust, hc hit mc just, 
fcar not, but frccly spcnd it, 

& play about at in & out; 
oncc morc, 8t nonc can mend it.” 

And thcn hc thought to vcntcr hcr, 
thinking thc fit was on him; 
but whcn hc camc to cntcr hcr, 
thc point turncd back upon him. 

Yct shc said, ”stay! go not away 
although thc point he bcnded! 
but toot again, & hit the vaine! 
oncc morc, & nonc can Mend it.” 

Then in hcr Armcs shc did him fold, 

8c oftcntimes shc kist him, 
yct still his couragc was but cold 
for all thc good shc wisht him; 
yct with her hand shc made it stand 
so stiff shc could not bend it, 
fc then anon she crics ”comc on 
once more, & nonc can mend it!” 
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“Adicu, adku, swccl \\cart,” quod\ ћс, 
“for in faith l must bc gonc.** 

“Nay, thcn you do mc wrong,’* quoth shc, 
“to leavc me thus alonc.” 

Away hc wcnt whcn all was spcnt, 
whcrcat shc was o^eodecl; 

Like a Trojan true shc made a vow 
she would have one should mend it. 

> 

In Praise of a Dcformed Woman 

ANONVMOUS. FROM CHOVCE DROLLERV, 1656 


I LOVE thcc for thy curlcd hair, 

As rcd as апу Fox, 

Our forcfathcrs did still commcnd 
Thc Iovcly goldcn locks. 

Vcnus hcr sclf might comclicr bc, 
Yct hath no such varicty. 


I lovc thce for thy squinting cycs, 

It hrccds no jcalousic, 

But whcn thou do’st on othcrs look, 
Mcthinks thou look’st on mc, 

Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 

3 

I lovc thcc for thy coppcr nosc, 

Thy fortunc’s nc’cr thc worsc, 

If shcws thc mctal in thy facc 
Thou shouldst havc in thy puric, 
Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 

4 

I lovc thcc for thy chcstnut skin, 

Thy insidc’s whitc to mc, 

That colour should be most approved, 
That will least changW bc, 

Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 

5 

I lovc thcc for thy splay mouth, 

For on that amorous close 
Thcrc’s room on eithcr sidc to kiss, 
And nc’cr offcnd thc nosc. 

Vcnus her self, etc. 
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I lovc thcc for thy roticn gums, 

In good timc it may hap, 

When olhcr wivc8 arc costIy fcd, 

Г11 kccp ihy chaps on pap. 

Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 

7 

I lovc thcc for thy blobbcr lips, 

’Tis good thrift I supposc, 

Thcy’rc dripping-pans unto thy cycs, 
And savc-alls to thy nosc. 

Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 


I lovc thcc for thy hunch^d back, 

’Tis bowcd although not brokcn, 

For 1 bclicvc thc gods did scnd 
Мс to Thcc for a Tokcn. 

Venus hcr sclf, ctc. 

9 

I lovc thcc for thy pudding waist, 

If a Taylor thou do’st lack, 

Thou nccd’st not scnd to Francc for onc, 
Г11 fit thec with a sack, 

Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 

10 

I lovc thcc for thy lusty thighs 
For tressels thou must boast, 

Sweet'heart, thou hast a ^ater-mill, 

And these arc thc mill-posts. 

Vcnus hcr sclf, ctc. 

II 

I lovc thcc for thy splay fcct, 

Thcy’rc fools that thcc dcridc, 

Womcn arc always most cstccmcd, 

Whcn thcir fcct агс most widc, 

Vcnus her sclf may comclicr bc, ctc. 

/ 

A Sonnct 

ANONVMOUS. FROM СНОУСЕ DROLLERV, 1656 

What ill luck had I, silly Maid that I am, 
То be tied to a lasting vow; 

Or ere to be laid by the side of a man, 
That woocd, and cannot tell how; 
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Down dtddle down, down diddle me. 

Oh that I had a Ciown that he might down diddle me, 
With a courage to take mine down. 


What punishment is that man worthy to have, 
That thus will presume to wed, 

Не deservcs to be laid alive in his grave, 

That wooed and cannot in bed; 

Down diddlc down, down diddle mc. 

Oh that I had a Lad that hc might down diddlc mc 
For I fear I shall run mad. 


Thc Insatiatc Lover 

ANONVMOUS. FROM MERRV DROLLIRV, l66l 

CoME hithcr my own swect duck, 

And sit upon my kncc, 

That thou and I may truck 
For thy Commodity, 

If you wilt bc my honcy, 

Thcn I will be thine own, 

Thou shalt not want for топсу 
If thou wilt makc it known; 

With hcy ho my honcy, 

Му hcart shall ncvcr ruc, 

For I have bccn spcnding топсу 
And amongst thc jovial Crcw. 


I prithcc lcavc lhy scorning, 
Which our truc lovc bcguilcs, 
Thy cycs arc bright as morning, 
The Sun shincs in thy smilcs, 
Thy gcsturc is so prudcnt, 

Thy languagc is so frcc, 

That hc is thc bcst Studcnt 
Which can study thcc; 

With hey, ho, ctc. 


Thc Mcrchant would rcfuse 
His Indics and his Gold 
If hc thy love might chusc, 

And havc thy lovc in hold: 
Thy bcauty yiclds morc plcasurc 
Than rich men keep in siorc, 
And he that hath such treasurc 
Nevcr can bc poor; 

With hcy ho, cic. 



The Lawyer would forsake 
His wit and pleading strong; 

The Ruler and Judge would take 
Thy part wer't right ог wrong; 
Should men thy beauty see 
Amongst the learn^d throngs 
Thy very eyes would be 
Тоо hard for all their tongues; 
With hey ho, etc. 

Thy kisses to thy friend 
The Surgeon’s skill out-strips, 

For nothing can transcend 
The balsam of thy Lips, 

There is such vital powcr 
Containcd in thy brcath, 

That at thc lattcr hour 
*Twould raisc a man from dcath; 
With hcy ho, ctc. 

Astronomers would not 
Lie gazing in thc skies 
Had thcy thy bcauty got, 

No Stars shine likc thinc cycs: 

For hc that may importunc 
Thy lovc to an cmbracc, 

Can read no better fortune 
Than what is in thy face. 

With hcy ho, ctc. 

Thc Soldicr would throw down 
His Pistols and Carbine, 

And frccly would bc bound 
То wcar no arms but thinc: 

If thou wert but cngaged 
То mcct him in thc ficld, 

Though ncvcr so much cnraged 
Though couldst make him yield, 
With hcy ho, ctc. 

Thc seaman would rejcct 
То sail upon thc Sca, 

And his good ship neglcct 
То bc aboard of thcc: 

Whcn thou licst on thy pillows 
Нс surcly could not fail 
То makc thy brcast his billows, 
And to hoist up sail; 

With hcy ho, etc. 

The greatest Kings alive 
WoiUd wish thou wcrt thcir own, 
And every one would strive 
То make thy Lap thcir Throne, 
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For thou hast all the merit 
That love and liking bringt; 

Besides a nobler spirit, 

Which may conquer Kingt; 

With hey ho, etc. 

Wcre Rosamond on earth 
I surcly would abhor her, 

Though ne er so greac by birth 
I should not change thee for her; 
Though Kings and Queens are gallant, 
And bear a royal sway, 

The poor man hath his Talent, 

And loves as wcll as they, 

With hey ho, ctc. 

Thcn prichee come and kiss me, 

And say thou art minc own, 

I vow I would not miss thec 
Not for a Princc’s Thronc; 

Lct Love and I persuade thee 
Му gcntle suit to hear: 

If thou wilt be my Lady, 

Then I wiU be thy dear; 

With hey ho, etc. 

I ncvcr will dcccivc thec, 

But cvcr will be truc, 

Till dcath I shall not lcavc thcc, 

Or changc thcc for a ncw; 

^сИ live as mild as may be, 

If thou wilt but agrce, 

And gct a prctty baby 
With a facc likc thcc. 

With hcy ho, ctc. 


Lct thcsc pcrsuasions movc thcc 
Kindly to comply, 

Therc’s no man that can love thee 
With so much zeal as I; 

Do thou but yield me pleasurc, 
And takc from me this pain, 
Г11 givc thcc all thc Trcasurc 
Horsc and man can gain; 

With hcy ho, ctc. 

111 fight in forty duels 
То c^in thy grace, 
m givc thce precious }ewels 
ShaU adorn thy face; 
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E'er thou £or want of топеу 
Ве to destruction hurl’d, 

For to support my honey 
П1 plunder all the world; 

With hey ho, etc. 

That smile doth show conscnting, 

Then prithee lct’s bc gonc, 

Thcrc shall bc no rcpcnting 
Whcn thc dccd is donc; 

Му blood and my aBection, 

Му spirits strongly move, 

Thcn lct us for this action 
Fly to yondcr grovc, 

With hcy ho, ctc. 

Lct us lic down by thosc bushcs 
That arc grown so high, 

Wherc I will hidc thy blushes; 

Hcre’s no standcrs by 
This scvcnth day of July, 

Upon this bank wc’ll lic, 

Would all wcrc, that lovc truly, 

As close as thou and I; 

With hcy ho, my honcy, 

Му hcart shall nevcr ruc. 

For I havc bccn spending топсу 
Amongst thc jovial Crew. 

A 

''Down in a Garden Sat Му 
Dearest Love” 

FROM joHN cotcrave’s wit’s interpreter, 1655 

Down in a gardcn sat my dcarest lovc, 

Hcr skin morc soft than down of swan, 

Morc tendcr-hcartcd than thc turtlc dovc 
And far morc kind than blceding pclican. 

I courted her; shc rosc and blushing said, 

“Why was I born to livc and dic a maid?” 

With that I pluckcd a prctty marigold, 

Whosc dcwy lcaves shut up whcn day is done: 
”Swccting,” I said, “arisc, look and bchold, 

A prctty riddlc Г11 to thcc unfold: 

Thcsc leavcs shut in as closc as cloistcrcd nun, 

Yct will thcy opcn whcn thev scc thc sun.” 

“What mcan you by this riddlc, sir?” shc said; 

“I ргау cxpound it.” Thcn I thus begun: 

“Arc not mcn madc for maids and maids for men?” 
With that she changed her colour and grew wan. 
“Sincc that this riddle you so wcll unfold, 

Ве you the sun, 111 be the marigold.” 



**Har\, Му Floral Love Doth Call Us** 

FROM SPORTIVE W1T: ТНВ MUSES* MERRIMENT, 1656 

Hark, my Flora! Lovc đoth call us 
То that strife that must befall us. 

Нс has robb’đ his mothcr’s myrtlcs 
Anđ hath pull’d hcr downy turtles. 

Scc, our gcnial posts arc crown’d, 

And our bcds like billows risc: 

Softcr combat’s nowhcrc found, 

And who loscs wins thc prize. 

Let not dark nor shadows fright thcc; 

Thy limbs of lustrc thcy wiU light thcc. 
Fear not апу can surprisc us, 

Love himsclf doth now disguisc us. 

From thy waist thc girdlc throw: 

Night and darkncss both dwcU hcrc: 

Words or actions who can know, 

Wherc thcrc’s ncithcr еус nor car? 


Shew thy bosom and then hidc it; 
License touching and thcn chidc it; 
Give a grant and thcn forbcar it, 
Ofler something and forswcar it; 
Ask where all our shamc is gonc; 
Call us wickcd wanton men; 

Do as turtlcs, kiss and groan; 

Say ‘‘We ne’cr shall mcct again.” 


I can hcar thcc cursc, yct chasc thcc; 

Drink thcy tcars, yct stiil cmbracc thcc; 

Easy richcs is no trcasure; 

She that’s willing spoils thc plcasurc. 
lx)vc bids lcarn thc wrcsllcrs’ fight; 

Pull and strugglc whilst ус twinc; 

Lct mc usc my forcc to-night, 

Thc ncxt conqucst shall bc thinc. 

Cloris, Now Thou Art Fled Away 

FROM SPORTIVE WIT: THE MUSEs’ MERRIMENT, 1656 

Cloris, sincc thou art gonc astray, 

Amyntas Shcphcrd’s flcd away; 

And all thc joys hc wont to spy 



The Green on which it was his chance 
То have her hand first in a dance, 

Among thc тсггу Maidcn-crc^, 

Now making hcr nought but sigh and rue 

The timc she ere had cause to say 

Ah, who can hclp what will away, will away? 

The Lawn with which shc wont to dcck 
And circlc in hcr whitcr ncck; 

Нсг Apron lics bchind thc door; 

Thc strings won’t rcach now a$ bcforc: 
Which makcs hcr oft сгу wcll*a-day: 

But who can hclp what will away? 

Не oftcn sworc that hc would lcavc mc, 

Егс of my hcart hc could bcrcavc mc: 

But whcn thc Sign was in thc tail, 

Нс kncw роог Maidcn-flcsh was frail; 

And laughs now I havc nought to say, 

But who can hclp what will away? 

But lct thc blamc upon me lic, 

I had no hcart him to dcny: 

Had I anothcr Maidenhead, 
rd losc it crc I wcnt to bcd: 

For what can all thc world morc say, 

Than who can hclp what will away? 

She Lay All Nal^ed in Her Bed 

WIT AND DROLLERV, 1656 ; MERRV DROLLERV, 1661 

Shb lay all naked in hcr bcd, 

And I mysclf lay by; 

N 0 Vcil but Curtains about her sprcad, 

N 0 covcring but I: 

Hcr hcad upon hcr shouldcrs sccks 
То hang in carclcss wisc, 

All full of blushes was hcr chccks, 

And of wishcs wcrc hcr cycs. 

Нсг blood still frcsh into hcr facc, 

As on a mcssagc camc, 

То say that in anothcr placc 
It mcant another gamc; 

Hcr chcrry Lip moist, plump, and fair, 
Millions of Kisses crown, 

Which ripc and uncropt danglcd thcrc, 
And weigh thc branches down. 
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Her Đreasts, that sweird so plump and high, 
Bred plcasant pain in mc, 

For all the world I do dehle 
The likc fclicity; 

Her thighs and 1к11у, soft and fair, 

То mc wcre only shown: 

То havc seen such meat, and not to have eat, 
Would have angered апу stone. 

Her knces lay upward gently bent, 

And all Iay hollow under, 

As if on easy terms they meant 
То fall unforc’d asunder; 

Just so the Cyprian Queen did lie, 

Expecting in her bower; 

When too long stay had kept the boy 
Beyond his promis’d hour. 

“Dull clown,’' quoth she, “why dost dclay 
Such proffcred bliss to takc? 

Canst thou find out no othcr way 
Similitudcs to makc?’’ 

Mad with dclight I thundering 
Thrcw my Arms about hcr, 

But рох upon ’t ’twas but a drcam. 

And so I lay without hcr. 

> 

Aldobrandino, a Fat Cardinal 

FROM CHOICE DROLLERV, 1656 

Never was human soul so ovcrgrown, 

With an unrcasonablc Cargazon 
Of flcsh, as Aldobrandino, whom to pack, 

N 0 girdlc scrv’d less than thc zodiac: 

So thick a Giant, that hc now was comc 
То bc accountcd an eighth hill in Romc, 

And as thc lcarn’d Tostatus kcpt his agc, 

Wriiing for cvcry day hc liv’d a pagc; 

So hc no lcss voluminous than that 
Addcd cach day a lcaf, but ’twa$ of fat. 

Thc choiccst bcauty that had bccn deviscd 
Ву Naturc was by hcr parcnts sacrificcd 
Up to this Monstcr, upon whom to try, 

If as incrcase, hc could, too, multiply. 

Oh, how I trcmblc lcst thc tcndcr maid 
Should dic likc a young infant ovcr-laidl 
For whcn this Chaos would prctcnd to movc 
And arch his back for thc strong act of Lovc, 

Нс falls as soon o’crthrown with his own wcight, 

And with his ruins doth thc Princcss fright. 
Shc lovcly Martyr ihcrc lics $tcw’d and prcticd, 
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Like flesh under the tarred saddle dressed, 

And seems to those that look on them in bed, 
Larded with him, rathcr ihan marricd. 

Oft did hc сгу, but still in vain, to forcc 
His fatness, powcrfuUcr than a divorcc; 

No herbs, no midwivcs profit hcrc, nor can 
Of his grcat bclly frcc thc tccming man. 

What though hc drink thc vincgars most finc, 

Thcy do not wastc his flcshy Apcnninc; 

His paunch likc somc hugc Isthmus runs bctwccn 
Thc amorous Scas, and lcts thcm not bc sccn; 

Yct a ncw Dcdalus invcntcd how 
This Bull with his Pasiphac might plow. 

Havc you thosc artificial tormcnts known, 

With which long sunkcn Galcos arc thrown 

Again on Sca, ог thc dcad Galia 

Was rais’d that oncc bchind St. Pctcrs lay: 

Ву thc samc rulcs hc this timc cnginc madc, 

With silkcn cords in nimblc pullics laid; 

And whcn his Gcnius promptcth his slow part 
То works of Naturc, which hc hclps with Art: 

First hc intanglcs in thosc wovcn bands, 

His grovcling wcight, and rcady to commands, 

Thc sworn Prinadas of his bcd, thc Aids 
Of Lovc’s Camp, ncccssary Chambcrmaiđs; 

Each runs to hcr known tackling, hastcs to hoisc, 
And in just distancc of thc urging voicc, 

Exhorts thc labour till hc smiling rise 
То the bcd’s roof, and wondcrs how hc flics. 

Thcncc as thc cagcr Falcon having spicd 
Fowl at thc brook, or by thc Rivcr’s sidc, 

Hangs in thc middlc Rcgion of thc air, 

So hcfvcrs hc, and plains abovc his fair: 

Blcst Icarus first mcltcd at thosc bcams, 

That hc might aftcr fall into thosc strcams, 

And thcrc allaying his dclicious flamc, 

In that swcct Occan propagatc his namc, 

Unablc longcr to dclay, hc calls 
То bc lct down, and in short mcasurc falls 
Toward his Mistrcss, that without hcr smock 
Lics nakcd as Andromcda at thc Rock, 

And through thc Skics scc hcr wing^d Pcrscus strikc 
Though for his bulk, morc that sca-monstcr likc. 

Mcantimc thc Nursc, who as thc most discrcct, 
Stood govcrning thc motions at thc fcct, 

And balanc’d his dcsccnt, lcst that amiss 
Нс fcll too fast, ог that way morc than this; 

Stccrs thc Prow of thc pcnsilc Gallcys, 

Right on Love’s Harbour thc Nymph lcts him pass 
Ovcr thc Chains, and ’twecn thc doublc Fort 
Of hcr cncastlcd knccs, which guard thc Port. 
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The Burs as she had learnt stiil diligent, 

Now girt him backwards, now him forwarđs bent; 
Like those that levelled in tough Cordage, tcach 
Thc mural Ram, and guidc it to thc Brcach. 

> 

A Maiden*s Denial 

FROM SPORTIVE WIT; THE MUSEs’ MERRIMENT, 1656 

Nay, pish; пау, phcwt пау, faith and will you? fic! 

A gcntlcman and usc mc thus! ГИ сгу. 

Nay, God’s body, what mcans this? Nay, fic for shamc, 
Nay, faith, away! Nay, fic, you arc to blamc. 

Hark! somebody comcs! hands ofT, I ргау! 

Г11 pinch, Г11 scratch, Г11 spurn, Г11 run away. 

Nay, faith, you strivc in vain, you shall not spccd 
You mar my ruff, you hurt my back, I blccd. 

Look how thc door stands opc, somcbody sccs! 

Your buttons scratch, in faith you hurt my knccs. 

What will mcn say? Lord, what a coil is hcrc! 

You makc mc swcat; i’ faith, hcrc’s goodly gcar. 

Nay, faith, lct mc cntrcat you, if you list; 

You mar my clothcs, you tcar my smock, but, had I wist 
So much bcforc, I would havc shut you out. 

Is it a propcr thing you go about? 

I did not think you would havc uscd mc this, 

But now I scc I took my aim amiss. 

A littlc thing would makc mc not bc fricnds: 

You’vc uscd mc wclll I hopc you’ll makc amcnds. 

Hold still, Г11 wipc your facc, you swcat amain: 

You havc got a goodly thing with all уоиг pain. 

Alas! how hot am I! what will you drink? 

If you go swcating down what will mcn think? 
Rcmcmbcr, sir, how you havc uscd mc now; 

Doubtless crc long I will bc mcct wrth you. 

If апу man but you had uscd mc so, 

Would I havc put it up? in faith, sir, no. 

Nay, go not yct; stay hcrc and sup with mc, 

And thcn at cards wc bettcr shall agrcc. 

> 

То Cytherea 

BY THE DUKE OF BUCKJNGHAM, 1628-1687 

ТнЕ transicnt rcason lcl’s improvc, 

That human lifc allots to lovc; 

Youth soon, my Cynthial flics away, 

And agc assumcs its frozcn sway; 

With clegancc and ncatncss drcsscd, 

Comc thcrc, in bcauty’8 bloom confcsscd, 

And in my fond cmbracc bc blcstl 



Famt strugglings but inflame desirc, 
And serve to fan the lover's firc; 

Then yield not all at once your charms, 

But with reluctance fill my arms: 

Му arms! that shall, with eagcr haste, 
Encirclc now уоиг slendcr waist; 

Now round your ncck bc carclcss hung, 
And now o'er all your framc bc flung: 
About your limbs my limbs Г11 twine, 
And lay your glowing chcck to minc: 
Close to my broadcr, manlicr chest, 

ГП press thy firm, proud-swclling brcast, 
Now rising high, now falling low, 

As passion’s tidc shall cbb, or flow: 

Му murmuring tonguc shall spcak my bliss, 
Shall court your yiclding lips to kiss; 

Each kiss with thousands Г11 герау, 

And almost suck your brcath away: 

A thousand morc you thcn shall givc, 

And thcn a thousand morc rcccivc; 

In transport half-dissolvcd wc’ll lic, 

Vcnting our wishcs in a sigh. 

Quick-starting from mc, now display 
Your loosc and discomposcd аггау: 

Your hair shall o’cr your polished brow, 

In 8wcctly-wild disorder flow, 

And thosc long trcsscs from bchind, 

You uscd in artful braids to bind, 

Shall down your snowy bosom spread 
Rcdundant, in a softcncd shadc; 

And from your wishful cycs shall stream 
Thc dcwy iight of passion’s flamc: 

Whilc now and thcn a look shall glance, 
Your scnscs lost in amorous trancc; 

That fain my rudcness would rcmove, 

Yct plainly tclls how strong you lovc; 

Thc roscs heightcncd on your chcck, 

Shall thc ficrcc tidc of rapture spcak; 

And on уоиг lips a warmer glow 
Thc dccpcncd ruby thcn shall show: 

Your brcast, rcplctc with youthful firc, 

Shall hcavc with tumults of desire; 

Shall hcavc at thoughts of wishcd-for bliss, 
Springing as though ’twould mcct my kiss: 
E^wn on ihat hcavcn Г11 sink quitc spent, 
And lic in tcndcr languishmcnt; 

But soon уоиг charms’ rcviving powcr, 

Shall lo my frame ncw lifc rcstorc: 

With lovc Г11 thcn my pains assuage, 

With kisscs cool my wanton ragc, 

Hang o’cr thy bcautics lill I cloy, 

Thcn ccasc, and thcn rcncw my јоу. 
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*'fVas Ever Мап of Nature*s Framing** 

BY CHABLES COTTON, 1630-1687 

Was cvcr man of Naturc’s framing 
So givcn o’cr to roving, 

Who havc bccn twcnty ycars a4aming 
Ву ways that arc not worth thc naming, 

And now must dic of loving? 

Hcll takc mc if shc bcn’t so winning 
That now I lovc hcr mainiy! 

And though in jcst at thc bcginning, 

Yct now I’d wondrous fain bc sinning, 

And so have told her plainly. 

At which shc crics I do not lovc hcr, 

And tclls mc of hcr honour; 

Thcn havc I no way to disprovc hcr, 

And my truc passion to discovcr, 

But straight to fall upon her. 

Which donc, forsooth, shc talks of wcdding, 
But what will that avatl hcr? 

For though I am old dog at bcdding, 

Гт yet a man of so much reading 
That there I surc shall fail her. 

N 0 , hang mc if I cvcr таггу 
Till womankind grow stauncher! 

I do delight delights to vary, 

And lovc not in onc hulk to tarry, 

But оп1у trim and launch hcr. 

k 

A Puritan 

FROM MERRY DROLLERY (1661) FOL. 2 

A puRiTAN of latc, 

And ckc a holy Sistcr, 

A Catechizing sate, 

And fain hc would havc kist hcr 
For his Matc. 

But she a Babe of gracc, 

A Child of rcformation 
Thought kissing a disgrace, 

A Limb of profanation 
In that place. 

Не sworc by уеа and пау 
Нс would havc no denial, 

The spirit would it so, 

Shc should endure a uial 
Ere shc go. 
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Why swcar you so, quoth she? 

Indccd, my holy Brothcr, 

You might havc forsworn bc 
Had it bccn to anothcr, 

Not to mc. 

Нс laid hcr on thc ground, 

His Spirits fcll a fcrking, 

Hcr Zcal was in a sound, 

Нс cdihcd her Mcrkin 
Upsidc down. 

And whcn thcir leavc thcy took, * 

And parted wcrc asunder 
Му Musc did thcn awakc, 

And 1 turn’d Ballad-monger. 

For thcir sake. 

> 

**Rtdtng to London, on Dunstable Way” 

A SONG FROM MF-RRY DROLLERV, l66l 

Riding to London, on Dunstablc way 
I mct with a M.iid on Midsummcr day, 

Hcr Eycs thcy did sparklc like Stars in thc sky, 

Her facc it was fair, and her forchcad was high: 

Thc morc I camc to hcr, thc morc I did view hcr, 

Thc bettcr I lik’d hcr pretty swcct face, 

I could not forlx:ar hcr, but still I drew ncar her, 

And ihcn I bcgan to tcll her my case: 

Whithcr walk’st thou, my prctty swect soul? 

Shc modcstly ansvvcr’d to Hocklcy-i’th’'hole, 

I ask’d hcr her business; she had a rcd chcek, 

Shc told mc, she wcnt a poor scrvicc to scck; 

I said, it was pity shc should lcavc ihc City, 

And scttlc hcrself in a Country Town; 

Shc said it was ccrtain ii was hcr hard fortunc 
То go up a maidcn, and so to comc down. 

With that I alightcd, and to hcr I stcpt, 

I took hcr by th’ hand, and this prctty maid wcpt; 
Swcct, wccp not, quoth I: I kisscd hcr soft lip; 

I wrung her by ihc hand, and my fingcr shc nippcd; 

So long thcrc I woocd hcr, such rcasons I shcwcd hcr, 
That shc my spccchcs could not control, 

But curtsicd fincly, and got up bchind me, 

And back shc rodc wiih mc to Hocklc^-i’th’-holc. 
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Whcn I camc to Hocklcy at thc sign of thc Cock, 

Đy a iighting I chanccd to scc hcr whitc smock, 

It Iay so alluring upon hcr rounđ kncc, 

I callcd for a Chambcr immcdiatcly; 

I huggcd hcr, I tuggcd hcr, I kisscd hcr, I smuggcd hcr, 
And gcntly I laid hcr down on a bcd, 

With nodding and pinking, wiih sighing and winking, 
Shc told mc a talc of hcr Maidcnhcad. 

Whilc shc to mc this story did tcll, 

I could not forbcar, but on hcr I fcll; 

I tastcd thc pleasure of swcctcst dclight, 

Wc took up our lodging, and lay thcrc all night; 

With soft arms shc roulcd mc, and bftlimcs told mc, 

Shc lovcd me dcarly, cvcn as her own soul: 

But on the ncxt morrow wc partcd with sorrow, 

And so I lay with hcr at Hocklcy-i4h’-holc. 

> 

Thć Maid п Bathing 

MERRV DROLLERV COMPLEAT*, MUSIC IN 
DANCING MASTER, 165O-65 

Upon a Summcr’s day, 

’Bout middlc of thc morn, 

I spy’d a Lass that lay 
Stark nak’d as shc was born; 

’Twas by a running Pool, 

Within a meadow grccn, 

And thcrc shc lay to cool, 

Not thinking to bc sccn. 

Thcn did shc by dcgrccs 
Wash cvcry part in rank, 

Hcr Arms, hcr brcasts, hcr thighs, 

Hcr ВсПу, and hcr Flank; 

Hcr lcgs shc oi^cncd widc, 

Му cycs I lct down stcal, 

Until that I cspicd 
Damc naturc’s privy Scal. 

I strippcd mc lo thc skin, 

And boldly stcppcd unto hcr, 

Thinking hcr lovc to win, 

I thus bcgan to woo hcr: 

Swccthcart, bc not so соу, 

Timc’s swcct in plcasurcs spent, 

Shc frowncd, and cricd, away. 

Yct smiling, gavc conscnt. 

Thcn blushing, down shc slid, 

Sceming to be amazcd, 

But heaving up her head, 

Again she on me gazcd; 
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I feeing that) lay down, 

And botdly ’gan to kiss, 

And shc dtd smile, and frown, 

And so fell to our bliss. 

Thcn Iay shc on ihc ground 
As though shc had bccn spcd, 

Ai womcn in a swoon, 

Yicld up, and yct not dcad: 

So did this lively maid, 

Whcn hot blood fill’d hcr vcin, 

And coming to hcrsclf she said, 

I thank you for your pain. 

Maidens Delight 

FROM MERRV DROLLERV, l66l 

A Y 0 UNG man of laic, that iackcd a matc, 
And courting camc unto hcr, 

With Cap, and Kiss, and swcct Mistrcss, 
But littlc could hc do hcr; 

Quoth shc, my fricnd, Ict kissing cnd, 
Whcrcwith you do mc smothcr, 

And run at Ring with t’othcr thing; 

A little o’ th’ onc with t’othcr. 

Тоо much of ought is good for nought, 
Thcn lcavc this idlc kissing; 

Your barren suit will yicld no fruit 
If thc othcr thing bc missing: 

As much as this a man may kiss 
His sistcr or his mothcr; 

Нс that will spccd must givc with nccd 
A liitlc o’ th’ onc with t’othcr. 

Who bids a Gucst unto a fcast, 

То sit by divcrs dishcs, 

Thcy plcasc thcir mind until lhcy find 
Changc, plcasc cach creaturc wishcs; 

With bcak and bill I havc гау fill, 

With mcasure running ovcr; 

Thc Lovcr’s dish I now do wish, 

A littlc o’ th’ onc with t’othcr. 

То gull mc thus, likc Tantalus, 

То makc mc pinc with plcnty, 

With shadows storc, and nothing morc, 
Your substancc is so dainty; 

A fruitlcss trcc is likc to thcc, 

Bcing but a kissing lovcr, 

With lcavcs join fruil, or clse bc mutc; 

A litdc o’ th’ onc with t'othcr. 



Sharp join’d with flat, no mirth to that; 

A low notc and a highcr, 

Whcrc Mcan and Basc kccps timc and place, 
Such music maids dcsirc: 

All o£ onc string doth loathing bring, 
Changc is truc Music’s Mothcr, 

Thcn lcavc my facc, and sound thc basc, 

A littlc o’ th* onc with t’othcr. 

Thc goldcn minc lics just bctwccn 
TTic high way and thc lower; 

Не that wants wit that way to hit 
Alas! hath littlc powcr; 

Vou’U miss thc clout if that you shoot 
Much higher, ог much lower: 

Shoot just bctwcen, your arrows kccn, 

A littlc o’ th’ onc with t’othcr. 

No smoke dcsirc without a firc, 

No wax without a Writing: 

If right you dcal givc Dccds to Scal, 

And straight fall to inditing; 

Thus do I take thesc lincs I make, 

As to a faithful Lover, 

In order hc’ll first write, then seal, 

A litlle o’ th* onc with t’othcr. 

TKus while she stayed the young man played 
Not high, but low dcfcnding; 

Each stroke he strook so well she took, 

She swore it was past mending; 

Let swaggering boys that think by toys 
Thcir L^vers to fctch over, 

Lip'labour save for the maids must have 
A litilc o’ th’ onc with t’othcr. 
л 

Thcre Was Threc Birds 

FtOM MERRV DROLLERV, l66l 

There was thrcc birds that built very low, 

Thc first and thc'sccond cry’d, havc at hcr toc, 
Thc third went merrily in and in, in, 

And the third went merrily in; 

O ncvcr wcnt Wimblc in timbcr morc nimble 
With so littlc scrcwing and knocking on’t in, 
With so little knocking in. 

There was thrce birds (that) built on a pin, 

Thc first and sccond cry’d, havc at hcr snin, 
Thc third he wcnt mcrrily in and in, in, 

The third hc wcnt merrily in; 

O ncver wcnt Wimblc in timber morc nimble 
With so little screwing and krKxking on’t in, 
With so litde knocking in. 



Therc wa8 thrcc birds that built on a tree, 

The Hrst and thc second cry*d, have at her knee, 
And thc third hc wcnt mcrrily in and in, in, 

And thc third he wcnt mcrrily in; 

O ncvcr wcnt Wimblc in timbcr morc nimble 
With so littlc 5crcwing and knocking on’t in, 
With so littlc knocking in. 

Thcrc was thrcc birds that built vcry high, 

Thc first and thc sccond cry’d, havc at hcr thigh, 
Thc third hc wcnt mcrrily in and in, in, 

Thc third hc wcnt mcrrily in; 

O ncvcr wcnt Wimblc in timbcr morc nimblc 
With so littlc scrcwing and knocking on’t in, 
With so littlc knocking in. 

Thcrc was thrcc birds that built on a stump, 

The first and thc sccond cry’d, havc at hcr rump, 
Thc third hc wcnt mcrrily in and in, in, 

Thc third hc wcnt mcrrily in; 

O ncvcr wcnt Wimblc in timbcr morc nimblc 
With so littlc scrcwing and knocking on’t in, 
With so littlc knocking in. 

> 

Maidcnhead 

BY ABRAHAM C0WLEY. FROM THE MISTRESS, l668 

1 

Тнои worst cstatc cvcn of thc scx that’s worst; 
Thercforc by Naturc madc at first, 

Т’ attcnd thc wcakncss of our birthl 
Sight, outward Curtain to thc Nuptial Bcd! 

Thou Casc to buildings not yct finishcdl 
Who likc thc Ccntcr of thc Earth, 

Dost hcavicst things attract to thcc, 

Though Thou a point imaginary bc. 

2 

A thing God thought for Mankhid so unfit, 

That his first Blcssing ruin’t it. 

Cold frozcn Nursc of ficrccst fircs! 

Who, likc ihe parchcd plains of Africk sand, 

(A stcrile, and a wild unlovcly Land) 

Art always scorchcd with hot dcsircs, 

Yct barren quitc, didst thou not bring 
Monstcrs and Scrpcnts forth thy sclf to sting. 

3 

Thou that bcwitchcst mcn, whil 5 t thou dost dwcll 
Likc a closc Conj’urcr in his Ccll 
And fcar’st thc days discovering Еуе! 

No wondcr ’tis at all that thou shouldst bc 
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Such tedious and unpleasant Сотрапу, 

Who liv’st so Melancholilyl 
Thou thing of subclc, slippcry kind, 

Which Womcn losc, and yct no Man can find. 

4 

Although I think thou ncvcr found wilt bc, 

Yct I’m rcsolvcd to scarch for thcc; 

Thc search itsclf rcwards thc pains. 

So, though thc Chymick his grcat sccrct miss, 

(For ncithcr it in Art nor Nature is) 

Yet things wcll worth his toylc hc gains; 

And docs his Chargc and Labour рау 
With good unsought cxpcrimcnts by thc way. 

5 

Say what thou wilt, Chastity is no morc 
Thce, than a Portcr is his Door. 

In vain to honour thcy prctcnd, 

Who guard thcmsclvcs with Ramparts and with Walls, 
Thcm only famc thc truly valiant calls, 

Who can an opcn brcach dcfcnd. 

Of thy quick loss can bc no doubt, 

Within so Hatcd, and so Lov’d wlthout. 

A Dream 

FROM plavford’s treasurv op musick, c. 1669 

I LAiD mc down on a pillow soft, 

And drcam’d I clipt and kisscd my mistrcss oft; 

Shc cry’d, Fic, fic, away, you arc too bold. 

I pray’d hcr bc contcnt, tho’ shc wcrc cold, 

Му vcins diđ burn with flamcs of hot dcsirc, 

And must not lcavc till shc had qucnch’d my firc. 

Wcll, sincc (said shc) I may not from you fly, 

Do what you plcasc, I givc you libcrty, 

With that I wakcd, but found I was dcccivcd; 

For which I storm’d likc onc of scnsc bcrcavcd. 

The Imperfect ЕпјоутеШ 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER, ifi^S'lfiSo 

Fruition was thc qucstion in dcbate, 

Which like so hot a casuist I statc, 

That shc my frccdom urgcd as my offcnsc 
То teach my reason to subduc my scnsc; 

But yct this angry cloud, that did proclaim 
Vollcys o£ thundcr, meltcd into rain; 



And this adult'rate stamp of seeming nice, 

Made feigned virtue but a bawd to vice; 

For, by a compliment that’s scldom known, 

She thrusts me out, and yct invites me home; 

And these denials but advancc dclight, 

As prohibition sharpens appetite; 

For thc kind curtain raising my cstcem, 

То wondcr as thc opcning of thc sccnc, 

When of her breast her hands thc guardians were, 
Yet I salutc cach sullcn olficcr: 

Tho’ like the flaming sword bcfore my cyes, 

Thcy block thc passagc to my paradisc; 

Nor could those tyrant lands so guard the coin, 

But love, where’t cannot purchase, may purloin: 
For tho’ hcr brcasts arc hid, hcr lips arc prizc, 

То make me rich bcyond my avarice; 

Yct my ambition my affcction fcd, 

То conqucr both thc whitc rosc and thc rcd. 

Thc cvcnt provcd truc, for on the bcd she satc 
And sccmed to court, what shc had seemed to hate; 
Heat of rcsistancc had increascd her flre, 

And weak dcfensc is turncd to strong dcsire. 

What unkind influcncc could intcrposc, 

Whcn two such stars did in conjunction closc? 

Only too hasty zcai my hopcs did foil, 

Pressing to fecd hcr lamp, I spilt my oil; 

And that which most rcproach upon mc hurled, 
Was dead to hcr, givcs lifc to all the world, 
Nature’s chief ргор, and motion’s primest source, 

In onc lost both thcir figurc and thcir forcc. 

Sad conquest; Whcn it is thc victor’s fatc, 

То dic at thc entrance of thc opcning gatc: 

Likc prudent corporations had we laid 
A common stock by, we had improvcd our trade; 
But as a prodigal hcir, I spcnt byc*thc-bye, 

What, homc dircctcd, would scrvc hcr and I. 

Whcn ncxt in such assaults I chancc to bc, 

Givc mc lcss vigour, morc activity; 

For love turns impotent, whcn strained too high; 
His vcry cordials makc him sooncr dic, 

Evaporatcs in fumc, thc firc too grcat; 

Love’s chcmi$try thrivcs bcst in cqual hcat. 


The Lucl{y Minutc 

BY THE EARL OP ROCHBSTER; PUBLlSHED C. 167O 

As Chloris full of harmlcss thought, 
Beneath a Willow Iay, 

Kind Lovc a youthful Shepherd brought, 
То pass the Time away. 
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She blushed to be encountered so, 

And chid the am rous Swain; 

But, as she strove to rise and go, 

Не puUed her down again. 

A sudden Passion seized her Heart, 

In spite of her Disdain; 

She felt a Pulsc in ev'ry Part, 

And Lx)ve in ev'ry Vein. 

Oh Youth! said she, what Charms are thcsc, 
That conqucr and surprisc? 

Ohl lct mc—for, unlcss you plcasc, 

I havc no Powcr to risc. 

She fainting spoke, and trembling lay, 

For fcar hc should compiy; 

Hcr lovely Eycs hcr Hcart bctray, 

And gavc hcr Tonguc thc Lic. 

Thus shc, who Princcs had dcnicd, 

With all thcir Pomp and Train, 

Was in thc lucky Minutc tricd, 

And yicldcd to thc Swain. 

> 

The Fall. A Song 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER 


How blcst was ihc Crcatcd Statc 
Of Man and Woman crc thcy fcll, 
Compar’d to our unhappy Fatc; 

Wc nccd not fcar anothcr Hcill 

Nakcd, bcncath cool Shadcs, thcy lay, 
Enjoymcnt waitcd on Dcsirc: 

Each Mcmbcr did thcir Wills obcy, 
Nor could a Wish sct Plcasurc highcr. 

3 

But wc, poor Slavcs to Норс and Fear, 
Arc ncvcr of our Joys sccurc: 

Thcy lcsscn still as thcy draw ncar, 
And nonc but dull Dciights endurc. 

4 

Thcn, Chloris, whilc I Duty рау, 

Thc Noblcr Tributc of my Hcart, 

Вс not You so scvcrc to say, 

You love mc for a frailer Part. 
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А Song. То Cloris 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER 
1 

Fair Cloris in a Pig'Sty Iay, 

Hcr tcndcr Hcrd Iay by her: 

Shc slcpt, in murmuring Gruntlings thcy, 
Complaining of the scorching Day, 

Hcr Slumbcrs thus inspirc. 

2 

Shc drcamt, vvhilc she with carcful Pains, 
Hcr snowy Arms cmploy’d, 

In Ivory Pails to fill out Grains, 

Onc of hcr Lovc-convicted Swains, 

Thus hasting to her cry’d: 

3 

Fly, Nymph, oh^ fly, crc ’tis too latc, 

A dcar-Iov’d Lifc to savc: 

Rcscuc your Bosom Pig from Fate, 

Who now cxpircs, hung in the Gate 
That Icads to yondcr Cave. 

4 

Му sclf had try’d to set him free, 

Rathcr than brought thc Ncws: 

But I am so abhorr’d by thcc, 

That cv’n thy Darling’s Life from me, 

I know thou wou’dst rcfusc. 

5 

Struck with ihc Ncws, as quick shc flies 
As Blushcs to hcr facc: 

Not thc bright Lighlning from thc Skies, 
Nor Lovc, shot from hcr brightcr Eycs, 
Movc half so swift a pacc. 

6 

This Plot, it sccms, thc lustful Slavc 
Had laid against hcr Honour: 

Which not onc God took carc to savc, 

For hc pursucs hcr to thc Cavc, 

And throws himsclf upon hcr. 

7 

Now picrccd is hcr Virgin Zonc, 

Shc fccls ihe Foc within it; 

Shc hcars a brokcn amorous Groan, 

Thc panting Lovcr’s fainting Moan, 

Just in the ћарру Minute. 
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Song 

BY THE EABL OF BOCHESTEJt 

Acainst the Charms our Passions have, 

Hovv weak all humane skill isl 
Since they can make a Man a Slave, 

То such a Wretch a$ Phillis. 

Whom that I may dcscribc throughout, 

Assist mc, Loving Pow’rs, 

Г11 writc upon a doublc Clout, 

And dip my Pcn in Show’rs. 

Hcr Lx)ok’s dcmurcly impudcnt, 

Ungainly Đcautiful, 

Hcr Modcsty is insolcnt, 

Hcr Mirth is pcrt and dull. 

A Prostitute to all thc Town, 

And yct with no Man Fricnds, 

Shc rails and scolds whcn shc lycs down, 

And Curscs loud shc scnds. 

Đawdy in thoughts, prccise in word$, 
Ill-natur’d and a Whorc, 

No part of hcr ought good affords, 

Shc’s all a Common-shorc. 

У 

The Мос\ Song 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER 

I WENCH as wcll as othcrs do, 

I’m young, nor yct dcform’d, 

Му tcndcr Hcart, sinccrc and truc, 

Dcscrvcs not to bc scorn’d. 

Why Phillis thcn, why will you Tradc 
With forty Lovcrs morc? 

Can I (said shc) with Naturc strivc, 

Alas I am, alas I am a Whorc. 

Wcrc all my Body lardcd o’cr, 

With Darts of Lovc so thick, 

That you might find in cv’ry Porc, 

A Dart of Lovc did stick. 

Whilst yct alone my Eycs wcrc frcc, 

Му Hcart would ncvcr doubt, 

In Am’rous Rage and Extasic, 

То wish those Eyes, to wish those Eycs put out. 
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The Imperfect Епјоутеп( 

1Y THE lARL OP lOCHESTEl 

Naked she lay> claspt in my longing Arms, 

I fiird with Love, and she all over Charms, 

Both equaliy inspir'd, with eager hre, 

Melting through kindness, flaming io desire; 

With Arms, Lcgs, Lips close clinging to embrace, 

She clips me to her Breast, and sucks me to her Face. 
The nimble Tongue (Love’s lcsser Lightning) plaid 
Within my Mouth, and to my thoughts convcy’d 
Swift Ordcrs, that I should prcparc to throw, 

Thc All4lissolving Thundcrbolt bclow. 

Му flutt’ring Soul, sprung with thc pointcd Kiss, 
Hangs hov’ring o’cr hcr balmy Limbs of Bliss. 

But whilst hcr busic hand wou’d guide that part, 
Which shou’d convcy my Soul up to hcr Hcart, 

In liquid Rapturcs I dissolvc all o’cr, 

Melting in Lovc, such Joys nc’cr fclt bcforc. 

A touch from апу part of hcr had don’t, 

Hcr Hand, hcr Foot, hcr vcry locks had charms upon’t. 
Smiling, she chidcs in a soft murmuring Noise, 

And sighs to fccl thc too too hasty Joys; 

Whcn with a Thousand Kisses, wand’ring O’rc 
Му panting Brcast, and is thcrc then no morc? 

She cries: All this to Love, and Rapturcs duc, 

Must wc not рау a dcbt to plcasure too? 

But I thc most forlornc, lost Man alivc, 

То shcw my wisht Obcdicncc vainly strivc, 

I sigh alast and Kiss, but cannot drive. 

Eager desircs, confound my flrst intcnt, 

Succeeding Shamc, docs morc succcss prcvcnt, 

And Rage, at last, conflrms me impotcht. 

Ev’n hcr fair Hand, which might bid Hcat rcturn 
То frozcn Agc, and makc cold Hcrmits burn, 

Apply’d to my dcad Cinder, warms no more, 

Than Firc to Ashcs, cou’d past Flames restore. 
Trcmbling, confus’d, dcspairing, limbcr, dry, 

A wishing, wcak, unmoving lump I ly, 

This Dart of Lovc, whosc picrcing point oft try’d 
With Virgin Blood, a hundrcd Maids has dy’d. 

Which Naturc still dirccted with such Art, 

That it through cv’ry Port, reacht cv’ry Heart. 

Stiffly resolv’d, turn’d carelcss I invade, 

Whcrc it cssay’d, nor ought ils fury staid, 

Whcrc e’cr it picrc’d, entrance it found or madc. 

Now languid lics, in this unhappy hour, 

Shrunk up, and Sapless, like a wither’d Flow’r. 

Thou treacherous, base, descrter of my flame, 

False to my passion, fatal to my Famc. 
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Đy what mistaken Magick dost thou prove, 

So true to lewdness, so untrue to Love? 

What C)ystcr, Cinder, Beggar, common Whorc, 

Didst thou c’cr fail in all thy Lifc bcforc? 

When Vicc, Disease and Scandal lcad thc way, 

With what officious hastc didst thou obcy? 

Likc a Rudc-roaring Hcctor, in thc Strccts, 

That Scufflcs, Cuffs, and Rufflcs all hc mects; 

But if his King or Country, claim his Aid, 

The Rascal Villain shrinks and hiđcs his Hcad: 

E’cn so is thy Brutal Valor displaid 

Brcaks ev’ry Stcws, and docs cach small Crack invadc, 

But if great Love, thc onsct does command, 

Base recreant to thy Prince, thou dost not stand. 
Worst part of me, and henceforth hatcd most, 
Through all the Town, thc common rubbing Post; 

On whom each wretch rclievcs her lustful want, 

As Hogs, on Goats, do rub themsclvcs and grunt, 
May’st thou to rav’nous Shankcrs bc a Ргсу, 

Or in consuming Wccpings wastc away. 

Мау Strangurics, and Stonc thy Daycs attcnd. 

May’st ihou not Piss, who didst so much offcnd, 

Whcn all my joycs, did on falsc thcc dcpcnd. 

And may tcn thousand ablcr Mcn agrcc, 

То do ihc wrong’d Corinna right for thcc. 

> 

Signior Dildoe 

BY THE EARL OF ROCHESTER, 1678 

I 

You Ladics all of тсггу England, 

Who havc bcen to kiss ihc Dutchcss’s Hand 
Ргау, did you not latcly obscrvc in thc show 
A noble Italian, call’d Signior Dildoe? 

п 

This Signior was of thc Dutchcsscs Train, 

And hclp’d to conduct hcr ovcr thc Main; 

But now she crics out to the Duke, I wili go, 

I have no morc nccd for Signior Dildoe. 

III 

At thc Sign of thc Cross in Saint Jamcs’s Strcct 
Whcn ncxt you go thithcr lo raakc уоиг sclvcs 5wcct, 
Ву buying of Powder, Glovcs, Esscncc or so, 

You may chancc to gct a sight of Signior Diidoe. 

IV 

You wouId take him at Hrst for no Person of Note, 
Because hc appcars in plain Leathcr Coat; 

But when you his vertuous Abilitics know, 

You would fall down and worship Signior Dildoe. 
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V 


Му Lady (Southesk), Hcavcn prospcr hcr for’t, 

Firit clothcđ him in Sattin, thcn brought him to Court; 
But his Hcad in thc Circlc hc scarccly durst show, 

So modcst a Youth was Signior Dildoc. 

VI 

Thc good Lady Suflolk thinking no harm, 

Had got this poor Strangcr hid undcr hcr Arm: 

Lady Bctty by chancc camc thc Sccrct to know, 

And from hcr own Mothcr stolc Signior Dildoc. 

VII 

Thc Countcss of Falmouth of whom Pcoplc tcll, 

Hcr Footmcn worc Shirts of a Guinca an Ell, 

Might savc that Ехрспсс, if shc did know 
How Iusty a Swingcr is Signior Dildoc. 

viii 

Ву thc hclp of this Gallant thc Countcss of Rafc, 

Against thc ficrcc Harris prcscrv’d hcr sclf safc; 

Shc stiflcd him almost bcncath hcr Pillow, 

So closcIy shc cmbraccd Signior Dildoc. 

IX 

Thc Pattcrn of Vcrtuc hcr Gracc of Cl(cvc)land, 

Has swallow’d morc P-s than thc Nation has Land; 

But by rubbing and scrubbing so wide it docs grow, 

It is fit for just nothing but Signior Dildoc. 

X 

Our dainty finc Dutchcss having got a Trick, 

То dotc on a Fool for thc sakc of his- 

Thc Fops wcrc undonc, did thcir Graces but know, 

Thc Discretion and Vigour of Signior Dildoc. 

XI 

The Dutchcss of M(odc)na, tho’ shc looks so high, 

With such a Gallant is contcnt to lic, 

And lcst thc English hcr Sccrcts should know, 

For hcr Gentleman Ushcr took Signior Dildoc. 

XII 

Thc Countess of thc Cockpit (who knows not hcr Namc?) 
Shc’s famous in Story for a killing Dame; 

When all her old Lovcrs forsake hcr, I trow, 

She’ll then be contented with Signior Dildoe. 
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XItl 


Red Howard, rcd Sheldon, and Temple so tall, 

Complain o£ his Abscncc so long from Whitchal!; 

Signior Barnard has promis’d a Јоигпеу to go, 

And bring back his Соитгу-тап Signior Dildoc. 

XIV 

MoU Howard no longcr with his Highncss must rangc, 
And thcrcfore is proflcred this Civil Exchangc; 

Hcr Tccth bcing rotten, she smells bcst bciow, 

And nccds must bc fittcd for Signior Dildoc. 

XV 

Saint Albans with Wrinklcs and Smilcs in his Facc, 

Whosc Kindncss to Strangers bccomcs his high place; 

In his Coach and six Horscs is gonc to pcrgo, 

То takc the frcsh Air with Signior Dildoc. 

XVI 

Wcre this Signior but known to thc Citizcn Fops 

Hc’d kccp thcir finc Wives from thc Forcmcn of thcir Shops; 

But the Rascals dcscrvc their Horns should still grow, 

For burning. thc Popc and his Ncphcw Dildoe. . 

XVII 

Tom Killigrcw’s Wifc, that Holland finc Flowcr, 

At thc sight of this Signior did fart and bclch four; 

And hcr Dutch brccding thc furihcr to show, 

Says, Wclcomc to England Мупс Hccr Van Dildoc. 

XVIII 

Нс civilly camc to thc Cockpit onc night, 

And proffcr’d his Scrvicc to fair Madam Knight; 

Quoth shc, I inircaguc with Captain Cazzo, 

Your nosc in minc A-good Signior Dildoc. 


XIX 

This Signior is sound, safc, rcady and dumb, 

As cvcr was Candlc, Carrot, or your Thumb; 

Thcn away with thc nasty Dcviccs, and show 
How you ratc thc just Mcrit of Signior Dildoc. 

XX 

Count Cazzo, who carrics his Nose vcry high, 

In Passion hc sworc his Rival should dic, 

Thcn shut himsclf up to lct thc World know, 

Flesh and Blood could not bcar it from Signior Dildoc. 



XXI 


А Rabbie о£ Р- s who werc wclcomc bcforc, 

Now hnding thc Portcr denicd thcm thc Door, 
Maliciously waitcd his coming bclow, 

And inhumanly fell on Signior Dildoc. 

ххм 

Nigh wcaried out, thc poor Strangcr did fly, 
And along thc Pall Mall thcy £ollowed fuU Сгу; 
Thc Womcn conccrn’d, from cvc |7 Window 
Cry’d, for Hcavcn’s sakc, savc Signior Dildoe. 

ХХ1И 

’Thc good Lady Sands burst into a Laughtcr, 

То sec how thc В -ks camc ^obbling after; 

And had not thoir wcight rctardcd the Foe, 

Indced it had gone hard with Signior Dildoe. 


i 

Song 

ANONVMOUS. PRINTBD IN 167O 

Hi that will court a Wcnch that is соу, 

That is proud, that is pecvish and antic, 

Lct him bc careless to sport and toy, 

And as peevish as shc is frantic: 

Laugh at hcr and slight her, 

Flattcr hcr, spight her, 

Rail and commcnd her again. 

It is thc way to woo hcr, 

If that you mean to come close to her, 

Such Girls will love such mcn. 

Нс ihat will couit a Wcnch that is mild, 

That is soft and kind of bchaviour; 

Let him kindly woo her, 

Nor roughly comc to hcr, 

’Tis thc way to win hcr favour. 

Givc hcr kisscs plcnty: 

She’ll take them were they twcnty, 

Strokc her and kiss hcr again, 

It is thc way to woo hcr, 

If that you mcan to comc closc to her, 

Such Girls do love soft mcn. 

Не that will court a Wench that is mad, 

That will saueak and сгу out if you handle hcr, 
Let him kick and fling, 

ТШ he make the house ring, 
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Tis the only way to tame her: 

Таке her up aod touze her, 

Salute her and rouze her 
Then kiss her, and please her again: 

It is the way to woo her 
If that you mean to come close to her» 
Mad Girls do love mad men. 


i 

Love*s Fancy 

BY JOHN DRVDBN. FROM AN BVlNINo's LOVB, 167I 

Aptbr thc pangs of a desperate Lovcr, 

When a day and a night I have sighcd all in vain, 
Ah what a pleasure it is to discover, 

In hcr cycs pity who causcs my pain. 


Whcn with unkindncss our Lovc at a stand is, 
And both havc punish*d our sclvcs with thc pain, 
Ah what a plcasure the touch of her hand is! 
Ah what a pleasure to touch it againt 


When the denial comes faintcr and fainter, 
And her eycs givc what hcr tongue docs dcny, 
Ah what a trcmbling I fcel when I venture, 
Ah what a trcmbling does usher my Јоу! 


Whcn, with a Sigh, she accords mc thc blcssing 
And hcr cyc$ twinklc 4wixt pleasure and pain, 
Ah, what a Јоу ’tis bcyond all cxprcssing! 

Ah, what a Јоу to hcar, Shall wc again! 


Calm Was the Evening, and Clear Was 
the Sf{y 

BY JOHN DRYDBN. FROM AN BVBNINo’s LOVl, 167I 

Calm was thc Evcning, and clcar was the Sky, 

And thc ncw budding Flowcrs did spring, 

Whcn all alonc wcnt Amjntas and I 
То hcar thc $wect Nightingalc sing. 

I sate, and he laid him down by me, 

And scarccly his breath hc coidd draw, 

But when with a fear, 

Нс bcgan to draw ncar, 

Не was dash’d with A ha, ha, ha. 
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Нс blush'đ to himsclf, and lay still for awhilc, 
And his modcsty curb’d his dcsirc, 

But straight I convinc’d all his fcars with a smilc, 
Which addcd ncw flamcs to his firc, 

0 Sylvia, said hc, you arc crucl, 

То kccp уоиг роог Lovcr in awe, 

Thcn oncc morc hc prcst 
With his hands to my brcast, 

But was dash'd with A ha, ha, ha. 

I kncw *twas his passion that caus’d all his fcar, 
And thcrcforc I piticd his casc, 

I whis^r’d him softly, thcrc’s nobody hcrc, 

And laid my chcck closc to his facc: 

But as hc grcw boldcr and boldcr, 

A shcphcrd camc by us and saw, 

And just as our bliss 
Wc began with a Kiss; 

Нс burst out with a На, На, ha, На. 

> 

Celamina of Му Heart 

ВУ JOHN DRVDEN. FROM AN EVENINo’s LOVE 

Damon. Cclamina, of my heart, 

Nonc shall c’cr bcreavc you: 

If by your good leavc I may 
Quarrcl with you oncc a day 
I will ncvcr leave you. 

CELAMiNA. Passion’s but an cmpty name, 
Whcrc rcs|xct is wanting; 

Damon, you mistakc your aim, 

Hang your hcart, and burn уоиг flamc, 

If you must bc ranting. 

DAMON. Lovc as dull and muddy is, 

As dccaying Liquor: 

Angcr scts it on thc Lccs, 

And rcfincs it by dcgrccs, 

Till it works it quickcr. 

CELAMiNA. Lovc by Quarrcls to bcgct, 

Wiscly you cndcavour, 

With a gravc Physician’s wit, 

Who to curc an ague fit, 

Puts mc in a Fervour. 

DAMON. Angcr rouscth Lovc to fight, 

And his only bait is, 

'Tis thc spur to dull dclight, 

And is but an cagcr bitc 
Whcn dcsirc at hcight i$. 



CELAMiNA. If such drops of hcat can fall, 

In our wooing wcathcr, 

If such drops of hcat can fall, 

Wc shall havc thc Dcvil and all, 

Whcn wc comc togcthcr. 

> 

Beneath a Мугпе Shade 

BY JOHN DRVDEN. FROM CONQUEST OP CRANADA, 1671 

Beneath a Myrde shadc, 

Which Love for none but happy Lovcrs made, 

I slcpt, and straight my Love bcforc mc brought 
Phillis, thc objcct of my waking thought. 

Undrcsscd shc camc, my flamcs to mcct, 

Whilc Lovc strow’d flowcrs bcncath hcr fcct: 

Flowcrs, which so prcss'd by hcr, bccamc morc swect. 

From thc bright Vision’s hcad, 

A carclcss Vcil of Lawn wa$ looscIy sprcad: 

From her whitc Tcmplcs fcll her shady hair, 

Likc cloudy sun-shinc, not too brown nor fair, 

Hcr hands, hcr lips did lovc inspire, 

Hcr cvcry Gracc my hcart did firc. 

But most her eyes, which languish with desirc. 

Ah charming Fair, said I, 

How long can you my bliss and yours dcny? 

Ву naturc and by Lovc ihis loncly shadc 
Was for rcvcngc of suficring Lovcrs madc 
Silcncc and shades with Lovc agrcc. 

Bolh shcltcr you and favour mc: 

Уои cannot blush, because I cannot sec. 


N 0 , lct mc dic, shc said, 

Rathcr than losc the spotless namc of Maid. 
Faintly mcthought shc spokc; for ali ihc while 
Shc bid mc not bclicvc hcr, with a smilc. 

Thcn dic, said I: Shc still dcnicd, 

And is it thus, thus shc cry’d, 

You use a harmless Maid, and so she died. 

I wak’d arid straight I knew 
I lovcd so wcll, it madc my drcam provc true. 
Fancy ihc kindcr Mistress of thc two, 

Fancy had donc what Phillis would not do. 

Ah, crucl Nymph, ccasc your disdain, 

Whilst I can dream you scorn in vain, 

Asleep or wa{ing, уои must ease ту pain. 
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Epithalamium 

BY JOHN DBTDIN. FIOM AMBOVNA, 1673 

Тнж daj is come, I scc it risc, 

Betwixt thc Bride*s and Bridegroom*s Eyes, 
That Golden day they wished so long, 

Love pick’d it out midst the throng; 

Не destin’d to himself this Sun, 

And took the Reins and drove him on; 

In his own Beams he drest him bright, 

Yet bid him bring a bettcr night. 

Thc day you wish’d arriv’d at last, 

You wish as much that it were past, 

One minutc more and night will hide, 

Thc Bridcgroom and thc blushing Bridc. 
Thc Virgin now to Bcd docs go; 

Такс care, oh Youth, shc risc not so; 

She pants and trcmbles at her doom, 

And fcars and wishcs thou would’st comc. 

Thc Bridegroom comcs, Нс comcs apace 
With Lovc and Fury in his Facc; 

Shc shrinks away, Не close pursues, 

And Praycrs and Thrcats, at oncc docs usc, 
She softly sighing bcgs delay, 

And with hcr hand puts his away, 

Now out aloud for hclp shc crics, 

And now dcspairing shuis hcr cyc$. 

/ 

Song 

BY JOHN DRVDEN. FROM THE SPANISH FRIAR 

Farewell, ungratcful Traitor, 

Farcwcll, my pcrjur’d Swain; 

Lct ncvcr injur’d creature 
Believc a Man again. 

Thc Plcasure of posscssing 
Surpasses all expressingl 
But ’tis too short a Blessing, 

And Love too long a Pain. 

*Tis casy to dcccivc us, 

In Pity of уоиг Pain; 

But when wc lovc, you lcavc us, 

То rail at you in vain. 

Before wc havc dcscried it, 

There is no Bliss beside it, 

But she who oncc has try’d it, 

Will never love again. 



The Passion you pretended, 

Was only to obtiin; 

But now the Charm is ended, 

The Charmer you disdain. 

Your Love by ours wc measure, 

Till we havc lost our Trcasure; 

But dying is a Pleasure, 

Whcn living is a Pain. 

> 

^*Whilst Alczis Lay Prcsr 

BY JOHN DRVDEN. PROM MARRIAGE'A-LA-MODE» 1673 

Whil’st Alcxis lay prcst 
In hcr Arms he lov’d bcst, 

With his hands round her neck, 

And his hcad on her breast, 

Не found the ficrcc plcasurc too hasty to $tay, 

And his soul in thc tcmpcst just flying away. 

Whcn Cclia saw this, 

With a sigh, and a kiss, 

She cry’d, Oh гау dear, I am robb’d of my bliss; 

’Tis unkind 10 your Lovc, and unfaithfully donc, 

То lcave me bchind you, and die all alone. 

Thc Youth, though in hastc, 

And breathing his last, 

In pity dicd 8lowly, whilc shc dicđ morc fast; 

Till at length she cry’d, Now, my dcar, lct us go, 

Now die, my Alexis, and I will die too. 

Thus intranc’d thcy did lic, 

Till Alcxis did try 

То recover new breath, that again hc might dic: 
Thcn oftcn thcy dicd; but thc morc thcy did so, 

Thc Nymph died more quick, and the Shcpherd more 
slow. 


"Makc Rcady, Fair Lady, To-nighr 

BY JOHN DRYDEN. FROM SIR MARTIN MARR-ALL 

he: Макс rcađy, fair Lady, to-night; 
G>mc đown to thc door bclow; 

For I will bc there 
То rcccivc you with carc, 

And with your true Love you shali go. 

C285] 



8не: And whcn thc Stars twinklc so bright, 
Thcn down to thc door will I сгсср; 

То my Lovc I will fly, 

E’cr thc Jcalous can spy, 

And lcavc my old Daddy aslccp. 




Song 

BY JOHN DRVDEN. FROM MISCELLANV POEMS, 1685 

SvLviA thc fair, in t[ic bloom of Fiflccn 

Fclt an innoccnt warmth, as shc lay on thc grccn: 

Shc had hcard of a plcasurc, and somcthing she gucsscd 
Ву thc towzing and tumbling and touching hcr Brcasi: 
Shc saw thc mcn cagcr, but was at a loss, 

What thcy mcant by thcir sighing and kissing so closc; 
Ву thcir praying and whining, 

And clasping and twining, 

And panting and wishing, 

And sighing and kissing, 

And sighing and kissing so close. 


Ahf she cry’d, ah! for a languishing maid 
In a country of Christians to dic without aid 
Not a Whig, or a Тогу, ог Trimmer at lcast, 

Or a Protcstant parson or Catholic pricst 
То instruct a young virgin that is at a loss 
What thcy meant by thcir sighing and kissing so closc; 
Ву thcir praying and whining, 

And clasping and twining, 

And panting and wishing, 

And sighing and kissing, 

And sighing and kissing so closc. 


Cupid in shapc of a swain did appcar, 

Нс saw thc sad wound, and in pity drcw near, 

Thcn show’d hcr his Arrow, and bid hcr not fcar, 

For thc pain was no morc than a maidcn may bcar; 
Whcn thc balm was infus’d, shc was not at a loss 
Whal lhcy mcant by thcir sighing and kissing so closc; 
Ву thcir praying and whining, 

And clasping and twining, 

And panting and wishing, 

And sighing and kissing. 



Rondelay 

IT JOHN DRTDSN. FROM MISCELLANT POEMS, 1693 

Chloe found Amynus lying, 

All in Tcars, upon thc plain, 

Sighing to himsclf, and crying, 
Wrctchcd I, to lovc in vain! 

Kiss mc, dcar, bcforc my dying; 

Kiss mc oncc, and case my pain. 

Sighing to himsclf, and crying, 
Wrctchcd I, to lovc in vain! 

Evcr scorning, and denying 
То rcward your faithful swain. 

Kiss mc, dcar, bcforc my dying; 

Kiss mc oncc, and casc my pain! 

Evcr scorning, and dcnying 
То rcward your faithful swain. 
Chloc, laughing at his crying, 

Told him that hc lov’d in vain: 

Kiss mc, dcar, bcforc my dying; 

Kiss mc oncc, and casc my painl 

Chloc, laughing at his crying, 

Told him that hc lov’d in vain; 

But rcpcnting, and complying, 

Whcn hc kiss’d, shc kiss’d again: 
Kiss’d him up, bcforc his dying; 

Kiss’d him up, and cas’d his pain. 

Song for a Girl 

BY JOHN DRVDEN. FROM LOVE TRIUMPHANT 

VouNG I am, and yct unskiU’đ 
How to makc a Lover yicld: 

How to kccp, or how to gain, 

Whcn to lovc; and whcn to fcign. 

Такс mc, takc mc, somc of you, 
Whilc I yct am young and truc; 

Erc I can my soul disguisc; 

Hcavc my brcasts, and roll my cycs. 

Stay not till I Icarn thc way, 

How to lic, and to bctray: 

Не that has mc hrst, is blest, 

For I may dcccivc thc rcst. 

Cou’d I hnd a blooming youth, 

Full of lovc, and full of truth, 

Brisk, and of a jaunty micn 
I should long to bc fiftccn. 
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**Do Not As\ Мс, Charming Philli/* 

FROM THE NEW ACADEMV OF COMPLIMENTS, 167I 

Do not ask mc, charming Phillis, 

Why I lcad you hcrc alonc 

Ву this bank of pinks and lilics 
And of roscs ncwly blown. 

’Tis not to bchold thc bcauty 
Of thosc flowcrs that crown thc spring, 

’Tis to—^but I know my duty 
And darc ncvcr namc thc thing. 

Tis at worst but hcr dcnying: 

Why should I thus fearful bc? 

Evcry minutc, gcntly flying, 

Smiles and says “Маке use of me.” 

What thc sun docs to thosc roscs 
Whilc thc bcams play swcctly in, 

I would—but my fcar opposcs 
And I darc not namc thc thing. 

Yct I dic if I conccal it: 

Ask my eycs, or ask уоиг own, 

And if ncithcr darc rcvcal it, 

Think what lovers think alone. 

On this bank of pinks and lilies, 

Might Г spcak what I would do, 

I would—with my lovcly Phillis— 

I would—I would—ah, ^ould you? 

Л 

Wcrt Thou But Half So Wisc 
As Thou Art Fair 

A SONC FROM WESTMINSTER DROLLERIES, 1671-a 

Wert thou but half so wisc as thou art fair, 

Thou would’st not nccd such courting, 

Twill provc a loss you’ll nc’cr rcpair, 

Should you still defer уоиг sporting. 

This pecvish shall I, shall I, you’ll repcnt, 

Whcn your spring is ovcr, 

Beauty’s after-math—no kind fricnds hath 
То gratify a 1 д)усг! 

Perhaps you may think ’tis a sin to dcal, 

Till Нутеп doth authorize you: 

Though the gods thcmsclves swcet plcasure steal, 
That to coyness thus advise you. 
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Рох upon thc Link>boy and his Taper, 

Г11 kiss, although not have you, 

*Twas an Eunuch wrotc all thc Tcxt that you quotc, 
And the Ethics that enslave you. 

I am sure you have heard of that $prighdy Dame 
That with Mars so often traded, 

Had the God but thought she had been to blame, 
Shc had surcly bccn degraded. 

Nor is blind Cupid lcss esteemed 
For the sly tricks on his Mothcr, 

For mcn do adore that Son of a Whorc, 

As much as апу other. 

Tis plain antiquity doth lie 
Which madc Lucrctia $queamish; 

For that which you call Chastity, 

Upon hcr left a blemish: 

For whcn hcr Paramour grcw wcak, 

Hcr passion waxcd strongcr, 

For the Lechcrous Drab her self did stab 
’Causc Tarquin staid no longcr. 

Thcn away with this Bugbear Vicc, 

You аге lost if that you fly me, 

In Elysium (if you hcrc агс nicc) 

You ncver shall come nigh mc: 

Hcll for Vcsuls is a Cloistcr 
I don’t run doting thither, 

For thc plcasant shadcs arc for hcr thai trades: 

Lct’s truck and go togcthcr. 

> 

Silvia 

FROM WESTMINSTER DROLLERIES, 1&JI-2 

SiLviA, tcll mc how long it will be 
Bcfore you will grant my dcsirc: 

Is thcrc no cnd of уоиг cruclty, 

But must I consumc in this firc? 

You’ll not tcll mc you lovc mc, nor yct that you hatc, 
But takc plcasurc in secing mc languish. 

Ah, Silvia, pity my dcspcratc sutc, 

For you arc thc causc of my anguish: 

НЋК ANSWER 

Damon, I tcll thcc I ncvcr shall bc 
In a humour to grant thy desire; 

Nor can I be taxcd with cruclty, 

Having one that I more do admire. 



For ’tis him that I love, and thee that I hate, 
Yet I find you fain would be doing; 

No, Damon, you ncvcr shall bc my Matc, 
Thcn prithcc, Fricnd, lcavc off thy wooing. 

W5 ll£PLY 

Silvia, know I ncvcr shall morc 
Вс a Suitor to pride and disdaining, 

Nor can my rcspccts bc as hcrctofore, 

Bcing now in thc timc of their waning: 

For I prizc not thy love, nor I fcar not thy hatc, 
Thcn prithcc takc it for a warning, 
Whcncvcr you mcct with another matc, 

Faith, Silvia, lcavc off your scorning. 


A 

Оп a Gentlcman 

PROM WESTMINSTER DROLLERIES, 167I-72 

PooR Cloris wcpt, and from hcr cycs 
Thc liquid tcars came trickling down; 

Such wcalthy drops may wcll suffice, 

То bc thc ransom of a Crown: 

And as she wept, she sigh’d, and said, 

Alas for me, ипкарру Maid, 

That by ту foUy, ту folly am betra/d. 

Whcn first thcsc cycs, ипћарру cycs, 

Mct with thc author of my woc, 

Mcthough our Souls did sympathizc, 

And it was death to $ay him no. 

Нс sucd, I grantcd; O thcn bcfcl 
Му shamc which Гт afraid to tclll 
Ау me, that I had never lov d so well. 

O had I bccn so wisc as not 
То havc yicldcd up my Virgin-Fort, 

Му lifc had bccn without a blot, 

And dar’d thc cnvy of Rcport; 

But now my guilt hath madc mc bc 
A scorn for timc to point at mc, 

As at the Butt and Mar{ of Misery. 

Hcrc now in sorrow do I sit, 

And pcnsive thoughts possess my breastl 

Му silly hcart with carcs is splil, 

And gricf dcnics mc wontcd rcst: 

Come then black night and screen me round, 
That I may ncvcr morc bc found, 

Vnless in tears, in tears of sorrow drownd. 
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The Imperject Епјоутет 

BY SIR GEORGE ETHEREDGE, 1634-1691 

After a pretty amorous discourse, 

She đoes resist my love with plcasing forcc; 

Movcđ not with angcr, but with mođcsty, 
Against her will she is my епету. 

Her eyes the rudeness of her arms excusc, 

Whilst thosc acccpt what thesc sccm to rcfusc; 

То ease my passion and to makc me blcst 
The obliging smock falls from her whitcr brcast. 
Then with her lovcly hands shc does conceal 
Those wonders chance sg kindly did revcal. 

In vain, alas; hcr nimblc hngcrs strove 
То shicld hcr bcautics from my grccdy lovc: 
Guarding her breasts, her lips she did expose, 

То savc a lily she must lose a rose. 

So many charms shc has in cvcry place, 

A hundred hands cannot dcfend cach grace. 
Sighing at lcngth her force shc docs rccall, 

For sincc I must havc part shc’ll givc mc all. 

Hcr arms thc joyfui conqueror embracc, 

And seem to guide me to the sought-for place: 
Hcr love is in hcr sparkling eycs cxprcss’d, 

Shc falls 0 ’ thc bcd for plcasurc morc than rcst. 
But oh, strange passion! oh, abortive joyl 
Му zcal docs my dcvotion quitc dcstroy: 

Comc to thc tcmplc whcrc I should adorc 
Му saint, I worship at thc sacrcd door; 

Oh, cruel chance! the town which did oppose 
Му strcngth so long, now yiclds to my disposc; 
Whcn ovcrjoy’d with victory I fall 
Dcad at thc foot of thc surrcndcr’d wall, 

Without thc usual ссгстопу, we 
Havc both fulfiU’d thc amorous mystcry; 

Thc action which wc should havc joindy donc, 
Each has unluckily pcrform’d alonc; 

Thc union which our bodics should епјоу, 

Thc union of our cagcr souls dcstroy. 

Our flamcs arc punish’d by thcir own cxccs$, 
We’d had more pleasure had our loves becn less. 
Shc blush’d and frown’d, pcrcciving wc had done 
Thc sport shc thought wc scarce had yct bcgun. 
Alas, said I, condcmn yourself, not me, 

This is th’ cffcct of too much modc$ty. 

Hence with that pccvish virtuc, thc dclight 
Of both our victorics was lost i’ thc fight; 

Yct from my shamc your glory docs arisc, 

Му wcakncss provcs the vigour of your eycs; 
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ТЋеу didconsume the vicdm ек it сше 
Unto the alUTt w{th a purer Вше: 

PhyUis, let then this comfort cajc уоиг care, 
You’d bccn morc ћарру had you becn lcss fstir, 

> 

The Forsal{en Mistress 

BY Sm GEOROE ETHEREDGE 

pmLus 

Tell mc, gcnilc Strcphon, why 
You from my cmbraccs fly? 

Docs my lovc thy lovc dcstroy? 

ТсП mc, I will yct bc соу. 

Stay, oh, stay! and I will fcign 
(Though I brcak my heart) disdain; 

But, lcst I too unkind appcar, 

For cvcry frown Г11 shcd a tcar. 

And if in vain I court thy lovc, 

Let minc at lcast thy pity movc: 

Ah! whilc 1 scorn vouchsafc to woo; 
Mcthinks you may disscmblc too. 

STREPHON 

Ah, Phyllis! that you would contrivc 
A way to kccp my lovc alivc! 

But all уоиг othcr charms must fail, 

Whcn kindncss ccascs to prcvail. 

Alas! no lcss than you I gricvc, 

Му dying flamc has no rcpncvc; 

For I can ncvcr hopc to nnd, 

Shouid all thc nymphs I court bc kind, 

Onc bcauty ablc to rcncw 
Thosc plcasurcs I cnjoy’d in you, 

Whcn lovc and youth did both conspirc 
То Ш1 our brcasts and vcins with firc. 

Tis truc somc othcr nymph may gain 
That hcart which mcrits your disdain; 

But sccond love has still allay, 

Thc joy$ grow agcd and dccay. 

Thcn blamc mc not for losing morc 
Than lovc and bcauty can rcstorc; 

And lct this truth thy comfort provc, 

I would, but can no longcr lovc. 

> 

Ephelids Lamentation 

BY SIR GEOROE ETHEREDGB. ROEBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. IV. 

How far arc thcy dcceivcd, who hope in vain 
A lasting lease of joys from love t’ obtain! 

AU the dear sweets we promise or eipect, 

Aftcr enjoyment turn to cold ncglect. 
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Could love a constant happiness have known, 

The mighty wonder had in me been shown; 

Our passions are so favoured by fate, 

As if she meant them an eternal date. 

So kind you look*d, such tender words you spokc, 

Twas past bclief such vows should e cr be broke. 

Fix’d on my eyes, how oftcn did you say 
You could with pleasure gazc an age away? 

Whcn thoughts too grcat for words had madc you mutc, 
In kisses you would tell my hand your suit. 

So great your passions wcre, so far above 
The common gallantries that pass for lovc, 

At worst, I thought, i£ you unkind should provc, 

Your ebbing passion would be kindcr far 
Than thc first transports of all others arc. 

Nor was my love ог fondness lesl than your$, 

In you I centered all my hopcs of curcs; 

For you my duty to my fricnds forgot, 

For you I lost—alasl what lost I not? 

Fame, all the valuablc things of lifc, 

То mcct your lovc by a less namc than wifc; 

How happy was I thcn, how dcarly blcst, 

Whcn you lay panting on my tcndcr brcast, 

Acting such diings as ne’cr can bc cxprcss*d! 

Thousand fresh looks you gave me every hour, 

WhiUt greedily I did those looks devour; 

ТШ quite o’ercome with charms I trembling lay, 

At cvcry look you gavc, mcltcd away, 

I was so highly happy in your love, 

Methough I piticd thcm that dwclt abovc. 

Think thcn, thou greatcst, lovelicst, falscst man! 

How you havc vow’d, how I havc lovcd, and thcn, 

Му faithless dear! be crucl if you can. 

How havc I lovcd I cannot, nccd not tcll; 

For cvcry act has shown I lovcd too wcll. 

Since hrst I saw you I nc’cr had a thought 
Was not entircly yours; to you I brougnt 
Му virgin innocencc and frecly madc 
Му love and offcring to your noble bed. 

Sincc when you’vc bccn thc star by which I steer’d, 

And nothing clse but you I loved or fear’d. 

Your smiles I only livc by; and I must, 

Whcne’er you frown, bc shattcr’d into dust. 

Oh! can thc coldncss which you show mc now, 

Suit with the gencrous heat you once did show? 

I cannot live on pity or respect: 

A thought so mcan would my wholc lovc infect; 

Less than your love I scorn, sir, to cxpcct. 

Let mc not live in dull indifferency, 

But givc me rage enough to make me die: 

For if from you I needs must meet my fate, 

Bcfore your pity I would c h oosc your hate. 
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То Utde or No Purpose Have I Spent 
All Му Days 

A SONO ВУ SIR OEORGE ETHEREDGE IN SHE WOULD 
IP 8HE COULD 

То littlc or no purposc havc I spcnt all my days 
In ranging thc Park, th* Exchangc, and thc Plays, 

Vct nc’cr in my Ramblc till now đid I provc 
So happy, to mcct with thc man I could lovc. 

Вш, 0 how Гт pleased when I thin\ of the man 
That I find I must love, let me do what l canl 

How long I shall lovc him, I can no morc tcll, 

Than had I a Fcvcr, whcn I should bc wcll: 

Му Passion shall kill mc bcforc I will show it, 

And yct I would givc all thc world hc did know it. 

But, 0 how I sigh, when I thinl^, should he woo me, 
That I cannot deny what 1 J{now will undo mel 
A 

A Song 

FROM WESTMINSTER DROLLERIES, l&Jl-*]! 

Op all thc brisk dames my Sclina for mc, 

For I lovc not a woman unlcss shc bc frcc; 

The affcction that I to my Mistrcss do рау 
Grows weary, unlcss she does meet me half way: 
There can be no plcasure *till humours do hit, 

Then jumping’s as good in a^ection as wit. 

No sooncr I camc, but shc lik’d me as soon, 

No sooner I asked, but she granted my boon; 

And without a prcamble, a portion or Jointer, 

Shc promiscd to mcct mc, whcrc c’cr I’d appoint hcr; 
So wc struck up a match, and cmbraccd cach othcr 
Without thc conscnt of Fathcr or Mothcr. 

Thcn away with a Lady that’s modcst and соу, 

Lct hcr cnds bc thc plcasurc that wc do спјоу, 

Lct hcr ticklc hcr fancy with sccrct dclight, 

And rcfusc all the day, what shc longs for at night; 

I bclicvc my Sclina, who shows thcy*re all mad, 

То fccd on dry bones, when flcsh may bc had. 
h 

The Amorous Girl 

FROM WESTM 1 NSTER DROLLERIES, 167I-72 

There’s nonc so prctty, 

As my swcct Bctty, 

She bears away the Bcll; 

For swcetness and neatness, 

And all completeness, 

All othcr Girls doth exccl. 
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Wheii ever we meet, 

Shell Iovmgiy greet 
Ме still with a how dee' do; 

Wcll, I thank уои, quoth I, 

Then she will reply, 

So am I, Sir, the ^tter for you. 

I asked her how, 

She told me, not now, 

Por wall$ had ears and eyes; 

Nay she bid me take hced, 

What evcr I did, 

For 'tis good to be теггу and wise. 

Thcn I took her by the hand, 

Which she did not understand, 

And I gave her a smirking kiss; 

She gave me another 
Just like t’other; 

Quoth I, what comfort is this? 

This put mc in hcart 
То play o’cr my part 
That I had intcnded bcfore; 

But she bid me to hold, 

And not be too bold, 

Until she had fastened the door. 

Then shc went to thc Hatch, 

То see that the Latch 
And crannies were all cocksure, 

And whcn she had donc, 

She bid me comc on, 

For now wc wcrc both sccurc. 

And what wc did thcrc, 

I darc not declare, 

But think that silence is bcst; 

And if you wiil know, 

Why I kisscd hcr, or so, 

But Г11 leave you to guess at the rest. 

i 

Since We Poor Slavish Women Know 

BY W 1 LLIAM WYCHEaLSY IN GBNTLBMAN DANCINO MASTER, 

хбуа 

SiNCB wc poor slavish women know 
Our men we cannot pick and choose; 

То him wc like, why say wc no? 

We both our dme and labour lose: 

Ву our put4>fFs, and fond delay$, 

A Lovcr's Appetite we pall; 

And if too long the Gallant suyf, 

His Stomach's gone for good and all. 
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Or our impotient Amorout guest 
Unknown to us away may steal, 

And rather than stay for a fcast 
Таке up with some course ready meal. 
When opportunity is kind, 

Let prudent women be so too; 

And if a man be to her mind, 

Till, till,—she must not let him go. 

The match soon made is happy stili, 

Por only love, 4is best to do 
For none should таггу ’gainst their will, 

Đut stand off whcn their Parents woo, 

And only to thcir Suits bc соу; 

For she whom Jointures can obtain 
То lct a Fop hcr bcd спјоу, 

Is but a lawful wcnch for gain. 

> 

Epilogue 

BY WILLIAM WYCH 1 ILBT, IN ТНВ COUNTBT WIPB 

Now you thc vigorous, who daily hcrc 
O'er vizard'mask in public dominccr, 

And what you’d do to hcr, if in placc whcrc: 

Nay, have the conhdence to сгу, Come outl 
Yet, whcn she say, Lcad onl you are not stout; 

Đut to your ^cll-dress’d brother straight turn round, 
And сгу, Рох on hcr, Ncd, shc can’t bc soundl 
Then siink away, a fresh one to engage, 

With so much seeming heat and loving ragc, 

You’d frightcn listcning actress on thc stagc; 

Till she at last has scen you pui&ng come, 

And talk of kecping in the tiring-room, 

Yet cannot be provokcd to lcad her homc. 

Ncxt, you Falstaffs of fifty, who bcset 

Your buckram maidenheads, which your friends get; 

And whil$t to them you of achievcments boast, 

They share the booty, and laugh at уошг cost. 

In fine, you essenced boys, both old and young, 

Who would be thought so cagcr, brisk, and strong, 
Yet do the iadics, not thcir husbands wrong; 

Whose purscs for your manhood make excuse, 

And keep your Fiander’s mares for show not use; 
Encouraged by our woman’s man to4lay, 

A Horner’s part may vainly think to play: 

And may intrigues so bashfuliy disown, 

That thcy may doubted be by few or none; 

Мау kiss the cards at picauet, ombre, too, 

And to be Uught to kiss the lady too; 

But, gallants, mive a carc, faith, what you do. 
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The worid, wluch to no mao his due will give, 
You by ехрепепсе know you can deceive, 

And men may stiU believe you vigorout, 

But then we women—therc’s no cozening us. 

Under the Willow Shades 

FXOM THE WINDSOX DEOLLIET, 1672 

Undbe the wiUow shades they were 
Free from the eye-sight o£ the sun, 

For no intruding beam could there 
Pecp through to spy what things were donc: 
Thus shdtcrcd thcy unsecn did lic, 
Surfeiting on cach othcr’s еус; 

Defcndcd by thc willow shades sione, 

Thc sun’s hcat thcy dcficd and cool’d thcir own. 

Whilst thcy did cmbrace unspicd, 

Thc conscious willow sccm’d to smilc, 

That thcm with privacy supplicd, 

Holding thc door, as ’twcrc, thc whilc; 

And whcn thcir daUianccs wcrc o’cr, 

TTic willows, to obligc thcm morc, 

Bowing, did sccm to say, as thcy with^w, 
“Wc can 8 Upply you with a сгаШс too.” 

> 

]ohn and Jonc 

FEOM МЕЕЕУ DEOLLEEII, 1661 

If you will givc car, 

And hcarkcn a whilc what I shall tcll, 

I think I must comc ncar, 

Or clsc you cannot hcar mc weU: 

It was a maid, as I heard аау, 

That in hcr Mastcr’s Chambcr lay, 

For maidcns must it noc refuse, 

In Vcoman’s houses thcy it usc 
In a tnickle bed to lie, 

Or in a bcd that stands thereby, 

Нег Master and Hcr Dame 
Would have the maid do the same. 

This maid she could not sleep 

When as she heard the bedstead creak, 

When Captain Standish stout 

Made his Dame сгу out you hurt my back, 

Fie, she said, you do me wroog, 

You lie to suie my breast upon. 
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But уои аге such another man, 

You*d have me do тоге thaa I сла\ 

Fie Master, thcn quoth honcst Jonc, 

I ргау you let my Dame alonc; 

Fic, quoth shc, what a coyl you kccp, 

I cannot take no rest nor sleep. 

This was cnough to make 
Л Matden sick and full of pain, 

For shc did fling and kick, 

And sworc shc’d lcar hcr smock in twain; 
But now to lct you understand, 

Thcy kcpt a man whosc name was John, 
То whom this Maidcn went anon, 

And unto him she madc hcr moan: 

Tcll mc John, tcll mc thc same, 

What doth my Mastcr to my Damc? 

Tcll mc John, and do not lic, 

What ails my Damc to squcak and сгу? 

Quoth John, your Mastcr he 
Doth give your Damc a stccl at night, 

And though she flnds such fault, 

It is her only heart’s dclight: 

And you Jonc, for your part, 

You would have one with all your hcart; 
Ycs indccd, quoth honcst Jonc, 

Thcrcforc to thcc I makc my moan; 

But John if I may bc so bold, 

Whcrc is thcrc апу to bc sold? 

At London then quoth honcst John, 

Ncxt markct day I’ll bring thcc onc. 

What is thc pricc, quoth Jone, 

If I should chancc to stand in nced? 

Why twcnty shillings, thcn quoth John 
For twcnty shillings you may spccd; 

Thc Maid thcn wcnt unto hcr Chcst, 

And fctch’d him twcnty shillings just: 
Thare John, quoth she, hcre is thc Соуп, 
And prcthcc havc me in thy mind, 

And, honcst John, out of my store 
Г11 give thce two odd shillings more. 

То markct thcn wcnt John, 

When hc had the топсу in his purse, 

Не domineer’d and swore, 

And was as stout as апу horsc: 

Somc he spcm in Wine and Bccr, 

And some in Cakes and other good Cheer, 
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And some he carried home again 
То serve his turn another time; 

O John, quoth she, thou’t wclcome home; 
Gocl-a>mercy, quoth he, gentle Jone; 

But prethee John, do let me feel 
Hast thou brought me home a steel? 

Yes that I have, quoth John, 

And then he took her by the hand, 

Не led her straight into a room 
Where she could see nor Sun nor Moon, 

The door to him he straight did clap, 

Не put the stccl into hcr lap, 

And then the Maid be^ to feel, 

Gxis foot, quoth she, ’tis a goodey steel: 

But tell me, John, and do not lie, 

What makes these two things hangs here by? 

O Jone, to let thee understand 

They’re the two odd shillings thou putst in my hand 

(If I had known so much before 

I would have given thec two shillings more.) 

> 

Cuc\old*s Haven 

ANONVMOUS. FROM ROKBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. I, 187I 

CoME, neighbours, follow me, that cuckolized bc, 
That all the town may see our slavish misery; 

Let every man who keeps a bride 
Таке heed he be not hornified. 

Though narrowly I do watch, 

And use lock, l^lt and latch, 

Му wifc will mc o’cr match, 

Му forchcad I may scratch; 

For though I want both timc and tidc, 

I oftcn timcs am hornificd. 

For now the timcs so grown, 

Mcn cannot kcep thcir own, 

But every slave, unknown, 

Will rcap what wc havc sown: 

Yca, though wc kccp thcm by our sidc, 

We oow and then are hornified. 

Thcy havc so паапу ways 
Ву nights or else by days, 

ТЋаг though our wcalth dccays, 

Yct they our horns will raisc: 

And many of them take a pride 
То keep their husbands hornified. 



Oh what a casc is thisl oh, what a grief it isl 
Му wife hath learned to kiss 
And thinks it not amiss: 

She often times doth me deride, 

And tells me, I am hornihed. 

What ever I do say, 

She wili have her own way; 

She scorneth to obey; 

Shell take tlme while she may; 

And if I beat her back and side 
In spite, I shall be hornified. 

Now you would litde think 
How they will fricndly link, 

And how'll they sit and drink 
Till they begin to wink: 

And then, ii Vulcan will but ride, 

Some cuckold shall be hornifted. 

A woman that will be drunk 
Will easily play the punk; 

For when her wits аге sunk 
All keys will fit her trunk: 

Then by cxperience oft is tricd, 

Poor mcn that may bc hornificd. 

Thus honest mcn must bear 

And ’tis in vain to fear 

For wc arc nc’cr thc near 

Our hcarts with gricf to tear 

For, whilc wc mourn, it is thcir pridc 

Thc morc to kccp us hornificd. 

And bc wc grcat or small 
Не must bc at thcir call; 

How e’cr the cards do fall 
Wc mcn must suffcr all: 

Do what we can, we must abide 
Thc Pain of bcing homified. 

If once thcy bid us go, 

Wc dare not twicc say “no,” 

Although too well we know 
Tis to our grief and woe: 

Nay, we are glad their faults to hide, 
Though often we are hornified. 

If I my wife provoke 
With words in anger spokc, 

She swcan shell make all smoke, 

And I must be her cloak: 

Her baseness and my wrongs I hide, 

And paden^ аш homified. 



When theie good goitiiM mect 
In aUey, lane or itrect, 

(Poor man, we do noc see itl) 

With wine and sugar sweet 
Thcy arm themselves, and then, beiide 
Thcir husbands must be hornihed. 

Not your Italian locks 
(Which seems a paradoa) 

Can keep these hens from cocks, 

Till they are paid with a рох: 

So long as they can go or ride, 

They*ll have their husbands hornificd. 

For if wc thcm do blame 
Or icll thcm of thcir shamc,— 

Although thc mcn wc name 
With whom they did the samc 
Thcy’ll swcar whocvcr spokc it licd: 

Thus still poor men are hornificd. 

> 

The Witty Westcrn Lass 

BY BOBERT GUY. FROM ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. III 
You maidi, that with your friendi whole nighti have ipent, 
Beware baek fallingi, for fear of the event. 

SwEET Lucinda, lend me thy aid, 

Thou art my helper and no other; 

Pity thc statc of a tccming maid, 

That ncvcr was a wifc, yct must bc a mother: 

Ву my prcsagc, it should bc a boy 
That thus lies tumbling in my belly; 

Vicld me some easc, to cure my аппоу; 

And list to the grief I now shall tell ус. 

I was bclovcd cvcrywhcrc, 

And much admircd for my bcauty; 

Young mcn thought thcy happy wcrc 
Who bcst to mc could show thcir duty; 

But now, alackt pains in my back, 

And cruel gripings in my belly, 

Do forcc me to сгу, O sick am I, 

1 fear I shall dic, alack, and welly! 

Instead of mirth, now may I wccp, 

And $adly for to sit lamenting, 

Since he I loved no faith doth keep, 

Nor scek no means for my contenting: 

But all regardless of my moan, 

Ог what lies tumbling in my bdly, 

Не into Swcdcn now is gone, 

And left me to сгу, alack, and welly! 

C з«« 3 



It đo& đie ptoveA wnfy- ^ 
рЉ it wen for to comflm ше- 
Jjjose that desired ту сотуту 
ScoftjhIIy now they disdm me: 
Wanting his sight who m$ ту ddJght, 

Anđ cruel gnppings in ту baly, 

Do force me to сгу, 0 sick ш I, 

I fear I shall die, alack, and wellyt 

Thus am I to the world a scorn, 

Му dcarcst fricnđs will not comc nigh mc; 
Shall Г thcn for his abscncc mourn 
That for his dcarest doth denjr mc? 

No, no, no, I will not do so, 

With paticncc I my gricf will smothcr, 

And, as hc hath cozcncd mc, 

So wjll I, by cunning gull anothcr. 

Incontincnt to Troynovant, 

For my contcnt, Г11 thithcr hie me, 

Whcrc privatcly from сотрапу 
Obscurely Г11 lie, where nonc shall descry me 
And whcn I’m cascd of my pain 
And crucl grippings in my bclly, 

I for a maid will pass again, 

And need not to сгу, alack, and wcllyl 

Some tradesman therc I will deceive 
Ву my modcsty and carriage, 

And I will so mysclf behave 
As by some trick to gct a marriagc: 

And whcn Гт marricd, I will so саггу it, 

As nonc shall know it by my bclly 
That cver I havc formcrly 
Had causc to сгу, alack, and wcllyl 

And if he be a husband kind, 

П1 true and constant be unto him; 

Obedient still he shall me hnd, 

With good rcspcct Г11 duty owe him; 

But if he crabb^d be and cross, 

And bascly bcat me, back and bclly, 

As Vulcan’s Knight, 111 fit him right, 

And scorn to сгу, alack, and wcllyl 

A secret friend Г11 keep in store 
For my content and dclcctation, 

And now and then in the tavern roar 
With jovial gallants, men of fashion: 

Sack, or claret, I will call for it, 

П1 scorn to want, or pinch my belly, 

But тсггу will bc, in сотрапу: 

No more will I сгу, alack, aod wellyl 
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And if I cannot to my mind 
A husband get that wiii maintain me, 
rii show myscif to cach man kind, 

In hopc that it somc iovc wiii gain mc; 
But yct 80 wary I wiii bc, 
ni shun from ought may wrong my bciiy. 
Through miscry to causc mc сгу, 

As formcriy, aiack, and wciiy! 

Had hc I iovcd but constant proved, 

And not havc bccn to me dcccitfui, 

No subtic Sinon should havc movcđ 
Мс to thosc odious courscs hatcfui; 

But sincc that hc provcs falsc to mc, 

Not pitying what is in my bciiy, 

No morc I wiii gricve, but тсггу wiii bc, 
And сгу no morc, aiack, and wcliyl 

With rcsolutions firmly bcnt, 
ril cast off carc and mclancholy, 

Sorrow and grief and discontcnt, 

То fret and vcx, it is but a foliy; 

Or scck by woc to ovcrthrow, 

Or wrong thc first fruits of my bclly; 

No, no, no, no, Г11 not say so. 

No morc will I сгу, alack, and wcllyl 




Come to It at Last 

ANONVMOUS. ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. III 

“Tell mc, Јсппу, tcll mc roundly, 

Whcn you will your hcart surrcndcr; 

Faith and troth Г11 lovc you soundly, 

Tis I that was thc first Prctcndcr. 

Nc’cr say пау, nor dclay, 

Hcrc’s my hcart, and hcrc’s my hand too; 
All that’s minc shall bc thinc, 

Đody and goods at your command too.’’ 

“Ahl how many maids,’’ quoth Јсппу, 

“Havc you promiscd to bc truc to? 

Ficl I think thc dcvil’s in you 
То kiss a body so as you dot 
What d’yc do? lct mc go, 

I can’t abide such fooiish doing; 

Gct you gone, you naughty man, 

Ficl Is this your way of wooing?’’ 
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^Trithee, Јеппу, doo’t deoy me; 

WheDce this coyoess? Why thcse blushes? 
Sure you use them but to try me, 

And they suit not with your wishes: 

Do not £rown» but sit down 
On this primrosc bed, my sweeting, 

And, my lovc, this shall provc 
То thcc and mc a happy mccting.” 

“How many maids ihat havc bclicvcd 
This,” quoth Јсппу, “as уоиг mcaning? 
Havc you hcrctoforc dcccivcd? 

Yct you think it is no sinning. 

Ficl I say, stand awayl 
Naughty man, I hatc such foolingl 
Fiel O sadl I think you’rc mad 
То rumplc a body thus with pulling.” 

“ ’Tis unkind you thus dcny mc, 

Whcn I tcll you that I lovc ус; 

Sit you down, and do but try mc, 

And you bcttcr will approvc mc. 

G)mc, my Јсппу, bcst of апу, 

In your truc lovc’s arms Г11 placc you; 
Sigh not thus, but let’s buss, 

Love and Нутеп both shall grace you.” 

“This,” quoth Јсппу, “is but your saying, 
You men arc false, ’tis oftcn proved so; 
Poor maids you long to bc bctraying; 

Oh fic! I won’t bc lovcd so, 

What d’yc do? lct mc go; 

Fic! naughty man! fic! lct mc loosc: 

Oh! blcss mc, how you prcss mc, 

I think you’rc wild to hug onc thus.” 

“In your cycs I scc a yielding, 

I prithcc do not thus disscmblc; 

Nor your hcart with doubt bc shiclding, 
But thc Quccn of Lovc rcscmblc, 

Scc, my arms wait your charms; 

And I must havc no dcnial; 

Say not пау, nor delay 
But of my passion madc a trial.” 

“What is it you would bc doing? 

Pish, I can no longcr tarry; 

Nay, forbcar, is this your wooing? 

Avads, I wouId not till I marryl 
Nay, I won’tl ргау now, don’t! 

Oh me! fic! пау ’tis cvil! 

Oh! What’s this? I profcss 
You grow morc and morc uncivil.” 
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“Thc God of Lovc givcs comimssion, 
And thcsc plcasant shadcs invitc us; 

Nay, you must grant my kind pctition, 
Sincc to lovc all things incitc us. 

Му dcar hcart, do not start, 

Joys attcnd you, transports scizc you; 

Still to you ГП bc truc, 

In your arms, thus cver plcasc you.” 

“Oh, you hurt mc; пау, forbcar now; 
What d’yc do? you havc bctraycd mc; 

Oh, Гт ruincd!—and I fcar now 
You’rc about for to un-maid mc, 

Такс your coursc, usc уоиг forcc, 

Kill mc, kill me, if you plcase; 

Nay, ril dic willingly, 

In this swect dcath I find such casc.” 


A Pleasant New Ballad 

Betng a pleasant discourse betiveen a country lass 
and a young iatlor 

ANONVMOUS. ROXBURGHE BALLAĐS. VOL. III 

In harvcst-timc I walkcd 
hard by a corn-closc sidc; 

I hcaring pcoplc talk, 

I looked about, and spicd 

A young man and a maid, 
togcthcr thcy did lic; 

Whcn you hcar it told, 

You’ll laugh full hcartily. 

Shc was as buxom a lass 
as апу in our town; 

Shc will not Ict you pass, 
but shc’ll call you to sit down. 

A tailor passing by, 
she hit him on thc hccl; 

‘‘You arc vcry wclcomc, Sir, 
to sit you down and fccl: 

‘‘What money’s in my pursc 
at your command shall bc, 

If you wili go along 
to Marston Wakc with mc.” 

Нс hcaring hcr say so, 

And sccing hcr to smilc, 

Was charmcd with hcr, so 
hc sat him down a whilc. 

C 305 3 



And having groped her purse, 
and taken her топеу, 

Не groped again, and missed, 
and caught her by the сопсу. 
"Where am I now?” quoth hc, 
“another have I found;” 

“It's not thc samc,” quoth shc, 

”£or this is tufted round. 

“If it bc tuftcd round,” quoth shc, 
“thcfc is good rcason for it, 

Thercin such treasure lies 
wiil make a tailor sport.” 

Не hearing her say so, 
being a frolicsome lad, 

Was willing for to know 
more of the fringed bag. 

With that hc cagcrly, 
to fcel put forth his hand. 

”Nay, hold, good sir,” said shc, 

“go not bcforc you stand: 

Except you takc your yard 
the depth of it to mcasure, 

You’ll find thc pursc so dcep, 

You’ll hardly comc to thc trcasurc.” 

Не hcaring hcr say so, 
it put him to a stand; 

She sceing him dismayed, 
she took his yard in hand; 

”Is this уоиг yard,” quoth shc, 

”is this your tailor’s mcasure? 

It is too short for me, 
it is not standard mcasurc.” 

The tailor being abashed, 
she told him that it was 
Morc fittcr for a man, 
than such a puny ass. 

She bids him now be gone, 
since hc could make no sport, 

And said, ”thou art too dull 
to enter such a fort.” 

Then looking ficrccly at him, 
she said, *4hou sncaking fool, 

Go straight away to Vulcan 
and let him mend thy tool. 

And tell him that Dame Venus 
at him is almost mad, 

For sending to her schocl 
such an unfit lad.” 
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You tailors that attempt 
fringed bags to measure, 

Ве sure your yards bc sealed, 
and of full Standard Measurc. 

> 

The Netv-Married Couple 

ANONVMOUS. ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. IV 

“Dear Jill, I nc’cr tbought until last night, 

That Cupid hath yielded such svvcct dclight; 

But whcn thy soft arms with minc arc twincd, 

The Ivy thc Oak did not closcr bind; 

Thou gav’st mc swcct kisscs, that might invitc 
E’cn in old shcpherds a ncw dclight; 

Young Colin did ne’cr with Myrtilla so bright, 
Епјоу such a swcct, such a plcasing night.” 

“Му Ncd,” (quoth shc) “sincc I havc thcc hcrc, 

I will bc a part for to pleasc my dcar; 

And in thc soft circuit of my palc, 

Fccd cither upon thc high hill or dalc. 

Grazc on my soft lips, if thosc hills bc dry 
Stray furthcr down whcrc fountains lic: 

Thy doc, thy fair brccdcr, will always bc nigh, 

То please hcr young wanton with Art and Еус.” 

“Thou shalt bc a banquct to my tastc, 

On which I will always dclight to fcast; 

As swcct as young СоИсу thc farmcr’s cow, 

As swcct as thc hay in his barn, I vow: 

As swcct as young roscs that all admire, 

Or as Мау blossoms upon thc briar: 

As swcct as blind midnight, with maidcn’s dcsirc; 

As swcct as sack'possct by $еач:оа1 firc.” 

“Ods Boars,” quoth Ned, “Г11 forsake my thumps, 
And briskly ‘ /stir my old hob-nail stumps; 

Thc lasscs shall foot it, thc lads shall sing, 

And cchocs all round with our joys shall ring. 

Doll shall lcavc dairy, and Jamcs brown cow, 

And so shall brisk Roger his cart and plough, 

То mcct us young Nancy and William comc now; 
Wc shall havc rarc danccs and jigs cnow. 

“Though Bachclors may livc тсггу livcs, 

Yct wc will not changc that havc buxom wivcs. 

Upon thc soft pillow of thcir brcast 
Wc lovc-sick lie warm in Cupid’s ncst. 

What though thcre be cuckolds, wc nccd not fcar, 

Of wives, we always will takc such carc, 

Although thc brows bud, wc, thc horns shan’t wcar, 
То makc us look noUe and likc the deer. 
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"If ЈШ shouid withm the curtains chide, 

Му aoders and head in the shects Г11 hide; 

And when my good houscwi£e’s pot boils o’er, 

То cool hcr hot broth Г11 attempt no morc. 

It is, I confess, the depth of skill 
То lcad silly woman by thcir own will; 

But while.her tonguc gallops my tongue shall lie stUl, 
And thus rU endcavour to plcasc Jill, JiU.” 

“Dcar Ncddy,” quoth ЈШ, “name not things so soon, 
With us ’tis but yct our honc^-moon. 

Come, let us to plcasc cach other strive, 

And gathcr likc bccs within our hivcs. 

Thou must not bc likc a dull idle dronc, 

Nor mind about horns, for thou shalt havc none: 
But follow thy plow by Dobbin and Roan, 

And to my milking Г11 go with Joan.” 

“Dear Jill, thcrc arc many old complaints; 

All wivcs that look fair don’t provc all saints; 

For many mcn’s wivcs arc likc the moon, 

That alters cach morning, cach night and noon. 

Yct for my own part, I will ncvcr fcar, 

But shall try always to plcasc my dear. 

If I can, my wife wiU hoid almost a уеаг: 

This riddlc, in riddlc ninc months will clcar.” 

Л 

The Beggar Wench Turned 
Into a Devil 

ANONVMOUS, 1688. ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. IV 

A couNTRV gentleman camc up to town 
То tastc thc dclights of thc city 
Who had for his scrvant a jocular clown, 
Accounted to bc vcry witty; 

His master one night got drunk as a rat, 

Anđ 8worc hc wouId turn him away, sir, 
Unlcss hc would gct him a bit for his cat 
And into his chambcr convcy hcr. 

Some jolly gamc hc was willing to havc, 

And gavc to his Bumpkin a guinea, 

Who had thc wit not to givc it, but savc 
Thc far bcttcr part of thc топсу: 

То find out a punck, he walkcd in thc strect, 
And backwards and forwards kcpt trudging; 
At last a young bcggar-wcnch hc diđ mcct, 

Who was in grcat want of a lodging. 

“Swcethcart,” said hc, “if thou’lt givc thy consent 
То go homc, and lie with my master, 

I’U give thce half a crown for thy content, 

And save thce from апу disaster.” 
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It being iate, ihe waf fearing the watch, 

Besidei it was very coid weather, 

So that they qutckiy both made up the match, 

And trudged to his master together. 

Bumpkin was arch, as he homewards did come, 

Не gave her a bout by the way, sir; 

'Hten to his master he carried her home, 

Who in a dark chamber lay, sir: 

Не bid her be surc let his master not know, 

Ву апу means, she was a number; 

But bid her to rise beforc dayiight, and go, 

Or, AdswoundsI Нс would hcartily thump her. 

Bumpkin his Trull to thc chambcr hc lcd, 

And then to his bed took his way, sir; 

She quickly undrcsscd and gropcd into bed 
And closc to thc gcntleman lay, sir; 

Eager of јоу, hc gavc hcr a kiss, 

And hugged hcr with flaming dcsirc; 

Thc gcndcman sworc that she smclt so of chccsc, 

Не could not cndurc to lie by hcr. 

Нс bid hcr gct up to a place in thc room 
Wherc a botdc stood of a rosc-watcr, 

And wash her facc to takc away thc fumc, 

Then come into bed again after. 

Л bottlc of ink there happened to stand, 

And for thc Roscwatcr she took it, 

Pouring a spoonful out in hcr hand 
And ovcr hcr facc did shc stroke it. 

Thcn to thcir joys thcy cagerly fcll, 

Till at last it began to be light, sir; 

Then, looking, hc thought her thc dcvil of hell, 

And ran out of bcd in a fright, sir, 

Crying, "Thc dcvil, thc dcvil was ihcrc;” 

She, bcing aflfrightcd, ran aftcr, 

In a Uttcrcd old smock, crying, “whcrc is hc, whcrc?” 
Which put thc whoIc strcct in a laughtcr. 

> 

Thc Deluded Lasss Lamentation 

ANONVMOUS. ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. IV 

He. Is she gonc? lct her go. I do not carc, 

Though she has a dainty thing, I had my sharc; 

She has morc land than I, by one whole acrc, 

I |^owcd in her ground, he who will may takc hcr. 

She. Did you not promise me when you lay by mc, 

That you would таггу me: can you dcny me? 
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Не. If I did promise thee, 4was but to try thee, 

- Bring in your witness for now I defy thee. 

She. Did you not swear by thc powcrs above, 

That you would таггу, if Td grant your love? 

Не. Of all fair lasses I thought the bonniest, 

And would have married thec hadst thou kcpt honest. 

She. Twas your dcluding tonguc made mc miscarry. 
Because you promised with me for to таггу. 

Нс. Had not you yicldcd so soon to lic by mc, 

Thcn to havc marricd I had not denicd thcc. 

Shc. I nevcr with man, exccpt it wcrc you, 

Not thinking you would havc proved so untrue. 

Не. If to lie by me thou thcn hadst rcfused, 

Then I thy pcrson surc nc*cr had abuscd. 

Shc. You with thc art of a vigorous lovcr, 

Told mc you plcasurc and Joys could discover; 

But your falsc plcasurc did last but a moment, 

And for that plcasure I suifcr morc tormcnt. 

Нс. Swcct, fair, charming Bcauty you thcn had in storc, 
Had virtuc bccn addcd, thcrc nccdcd no more; 

But if you had not becn as willing as I, 

You had not yicldcd with mc for to lie. 

Shc. Your promise made mc to lct you lie by mc, 

I thought you constant, and could not dcny thcc: 

But had I known thc intcnt of your passion, 

Thus for to grievc thcrc had bccn no occasion. 

Не. Thou fond and foolish girl, lcavc thy lamcnting, 
Whcn thou art wiscr, thcn Г11 bc rclcnting; 

When thou again art a virgin Г11 wcd thcc, 

And then with liccnsc I boldly may bcd thcc. 

Shc. You plcasurc takc to rail at my misfortune, 

Whilst my poor hcart docs ache to think of parting: 
But since that you are rcsolvcd to fiy mc; 

I hopc no othcr lass will crc lic by thcc. 

Farewcll, thou pcrjurcd youth, false and dcccitfull 
I ne*er thought you would havc provcd so ungrateful; 
First by deluding words thus to dcceive mc, 

Having obtained your ends, scornfully leave me. 

Do but remember, now, whcn you came to me, 

Every solemn vow made to undo me; 

Ву your alluring charms I was invited, 

You for my presčnt hartm may be requited. 
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Bcing the worst o£ men, first to deiile me 
And this no sooner done, but straight rcvile me; 

From which I pcr£cctly now do discover 
You were no morc, at bcst, but a falsc lovcr. 

Let Lasscs young and fair, that hcar this story, 

Of a falsc lovcr bcware, blast not your glory; 

For many young mcn will strivc to dcccivc you, 

And whcn thcy havc thcir will, straightway will lcavc 
you. 


> 


Love's Potuer 

ANONVMOUS. ROXBURGHE BALLADS. VOL. VII 


“Two lovcrs by chancc thcy did mcct, posscsscd with a mutual 


flamc, 

And now you shall hcar how they grcct, for I wiU dcclarc 


thc samc; 

Quoth hc, “Thou hast sparks in thinc cycs, that do kindlc in 
mc such a firc, 

I comforts shall clcarly dcspisc, if уои do not grant me ту 


desirer 


“O Sir,” quoth this prctty young maid. “Lct mc know what 
’tis you would havc? 

For you nccd not at all bc afraid, I will grant what in rcason 
you cravc: 

For I nc’cr in my lifc would dcny, what a man did in justicc 
rcquirc; 

But you and I soon shall comply, and Vll warrant l ll quench 
thy loves ргеГ 

With that hc bcgan to draw ncarcr, and gavc hcr an amorous 
kiss: 

Нс said, hc lovcd dcarcr, and dcarcr, and longcd to tastc of 
thc bliss; 

Quoth hc, “ Tis thc Babcs in thinc cycs, that sct my poor 
hcart all on firc, 

Thcn do not thy lovcr dcspisc, but grant me ту wtsh and 
desireV 

“If thou art so carncst to dally, comc makc usc of timc whilc 
you may, , 

Thy skill I will not undcrvaluc, thcn prithcc, Lovc, lcts to 
thc play: 

Mcthinks thou art somcwhat too tcdious, ’tis time wc should 
havc bccn nighcr, ^ 

То lingcr it sccms to bc gricvous, Vll warrant Vll quench thy 
love's fireV 

С3“ ] 



The young man lupposing her greedy, fell eagerly unto the 
•port, 

Не found ihe was wanting and needy, and needless it was 
for to court. 

But as they were hugging together, she cried, “O come nigher 
and nigher.*’ 

His heart was as light as a feather, and he had both his wish 
and desire, 

Thc Damsei was mightily pleased, and kissed him a thousand 
times o’er, 

Quoth she, “Now my sorrows are cascd, but I must have a 
litde touch morc: 

O lic down for a whilc to rcst thcc, that I may спјоу my 
desire, 

I hope that the fates thcy wiil blcss thec; / quench, but thou 
l(indlest ту fire." 

No longer hc stood thcrc delaying, but stoutly he fcll to it 
again, 

Whcrc hc gavc a prod at thcir playing, thc damscl rcturncd 
him ten: 

For shc grcw morc cagcr and eagcr, hcr eycs thcy did sparklc 
likc Hre, 

Quoth he, “I đo own I’m thc wcakcr, but still I епјоу ту 
desire/' 

Quoth shc, “Now how should I bc scrvcd, if thou should’st 
havc got mc with child? 

But ’tis no morc than I dcscrvcd, for I was a littlc too wild; 

I thought long till I did bcgin it, and burnt with a fervent 
desire: 

What plcasurc I fclt onc minulc, adds juel to amorous fire." 

Thc young man bcgan for to tire, and his cudgcl began to lay 
down, 

Which made the young damsel admire, and straight she began 
for to frown: 

Quoth hc, “I havc done what is fit, no rcason can morc rc- 
quirc;” 

But hcr brows upon him thcn shc knit, and she still did want 
her desire. 

rhcn, young mcn, provide and bc lusty, when you do comc 
to bc tried; 

For maidcns look sour and crusty, whcn thcir wants cannot 
be supplied; 

But 4was an dd Proverb I hcard, though mcn burst with 
amorous ire, 

That Damsels, whcn oncc thcy comc ncar, could quench their 
most tfigorous fire. 
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Thc First Love of Adam and Eve 

BY JOHN MILTON. FROM PARADISB LOST, 1674 

Thus talking, hand in hand alonc they passcd 
On to thcir blissful bowcr. It was a placc 
Choscn by thc sov’rcign Plantcr, whcn hc framcd 
AU things to Man’s dclightful usc; thc roof 
Of thickcst covcrt was inwovcn shadc, 

Laurcl and myrtlc, and what highcr grcw 
Of firm and fragrant lcaf; on cithcr sidc 
Acanthus, and cach odorous bushy shrub, 

Fcnccd up thc vcrdant wall; each bcautcous flowcr, 

Iris all hucs, roscs, and jcssaminc, 

Rcar’d high thcir flourishcd hcads bctwccn, and wrought 
Mosaic; under foot thc violct, 

Crocus, and hyacinth, with rich inlay 

Broidcrcd thc ground, morc colourcd than thc stonc 

Of costlicst cmblcm: Othcr crcaturc hcrc, 

Bcast, bird, inscct, or worm, durst cntcr nonc; 

Such was thcir awc of Man. In shadicr bowcr 
Morc sacrcd and scqucstcrcd, though but fcigncd 
Pan or Sylvanus ncvcr slcpt, nor nymph, 

Nor Faunus hauntcd. Hcrc, in closc rcccss, 

With flowcrs, garlands, and swcct-smclling hcrbs, 
Espous^d Evc dccked first hcr nuptial bcd 
And hcavcnly quircs thc hymcncan sung, 

What day thc gcnial Angcl to our sirc 
Brought hcr, in nakcd bcauty morc adorncd, 

Morc lovely than Pandora, whom thc Gods 
Endowcd with all thcir gifts, and, O! too likc 
In sad cvcnt, whcn to thc unwiscr son 
Of Japhct brought by Hcrmcs, shc cnsnarcd 
Mankind with hcr fair looks, to bc avcngcd 
On him who had stolc Jovc’s authcntic firc. 

Thus at thcir shady lodgc arrivcd, both stood, 

Both turncd, and undcr opcn sky adorcd 

Thc God that madc both sky, air, carth and hcavcn 

Which thcy bchcld, thc moon’s rcsplcndcnt globc, 

And starry polc: “Thou also madcst thc night, 

Makcr Omnipotcnt; and thou the day, 

Which wc in our appointcd work cmploycd, 

Havc finishcd, happy in our mutual hclp 
And mutual lovc, thc crown of all our bliss 
Ordaincd by thcc; and this dclicious placc, 

For us too largc, whcrc thy abundancc wants 
Partakcrs, and uncropt falls to thc ground. 

But thou hast promiscd from us two a racc 
То fill thc carth, who shall with us cxtol 
Thy goodncss infinitc, both whcn wc wakc 
And whcn wc scek, as now, thc gift of slccp. 
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This said unanimous, and other rites 
Observing none, but adoration pure 
Which God likes best, into their inmost bower 
Handed they went; and eased the putting ol! 

Those troubiesome disguises which we wear, 
Straight side by sidc wcre laid; nor turned, I ween, 
Adam £rom his fair spousc, nor Evc thc rites 
My$terious of connubial lovc rcfuscd: 

Whatcvcr hypocritcs austerely talk 
Of purity, and place, and innoccncc, 

Defaming as impurc what God declares 
Pure, and commands to some, lcavcs frce to all. 

Our Makcr bids incrcasc; who bids abstain 
But our dcstroyer, foc to God and Man? 

Hail, weddcd Lovc, mystcrious law, truc sourcc 
Of human offspring, solc propricty 
In Paradisc, of all things common clscl 
Ву thcc adult’rous lovc was drivcn from mcn 
Among the bcstial hcrds to rangc; by thcc, 

Founded in reason, !oyal, just and purc, 

Relations dear, and al! the charitics 
Of fathcr, son, and brothcr, first wcrc known. 

Far bc it that I should writc thcc sin or blamc, 

Ог think thc unbcfitting holiest place 
Pcrpctual fountain of domcstic swccts, 

Whose bcd is undcfilcd and chaste pronounccd, 
Prescnt or past, as saints and patriarchs uscdl 
Нсге lovc his goldcn shafts cmploys, hcrc lights 
His constant lamp, and waves his purple wings, 
Rcigns hcrc and rcvels; not in thc bought smilc 
Of harlots, lovclcss, joylcss, uncndcarcd, 

Casual fruition: nor in court amours 

Mixed dancc, or wanton mask, ог midnight ball, 

Or scrcnadc, which thc starvcd lovcr sings 
То his proud fair, bcst quittcd with disdaiii. 

Thcse lullcd by nightingalcs cmbracing slcpt, 

And on thcir nakcd limbs thc flow’ry roof 
Showcred roscs, which thc morn rcpaircd. Slccp on, 
Blcst pair! and, O! yct happicst if ус scck 
No happicr statc, and know to know no morc! 

Thc Unfortunatc Millcr 

ANONVMOUS. 1685. BAGFORD BALLADS. РТ. III 

All you that desire to hcar of a jcst, 

Comc listcn awhilc, and it shall bc cxprcst; 

It is of a Millcr that livcd vcry ncar, 

Thc likc of this diity you ncvcr did hcar, 

A handsome young Damscl she came to his mill, 
То have hcr corn ground with a rcady good will, 
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As soon as hc saw hcr fair bcauty $o bright, 

Нс causcđ this young Damscl to tarry аП night. 

Said hc, my dcar jcwcl, it wiU bc ncar morn, 

Bcforc my man Lawrcncc can grind my dcar’s corn, 
And thcreforc if thou wilt bc rulcd by mc, 

At home in my parlour thy lodging shall bc, 

For I am enflamcd with thy amorous charms, 

And thcrcforc this night thou shalt slccp in my arms, 

I $wear it, and thereforc it nccds must bc so, 

It is but in vain for to answcr mc no. 

At this the young Damscl so blushing did stand, 

But straightways the mastcr took hcr by thc hand, 

And lcading hcr homc to young Gillian his wifc, 

Said hc, my swcct honcy, thc јоу of my lifc, 

Ве kind to this maid, for hcr fathcr I know, 

And lct hcr lic hcrc in thc parlour bclow, 

Stout Lawrcnce my scrvant, and I, wc shall stay 
Л11 night in thc mill till thc dawning of day. 

То what hc desircd shc straightways agrccd, 

And then to the mill hc did hasten with spccd, 

Не rcady was there to leap out of his skin, 

То think of thc bcd which hc mcant to lic in; 

Now whcn hc was gone, thc maid told his intcnt 
То Gillian, and thcy a new projcct invcnt, 

Ву which they well fitted this crafty young bladc; 

Thc millcr by Lawrcncc a cuckold was madc. 

The maid and his wifc thcy changcd bcd for that night, 
So that whcn the millcr camc for his dclight, 
Straightway to thc parlour bcd hc did rcpair, 

Instcad of thc Damscl, wifc Gillian was thcrc, 

Which hc did imagine had bccr »he young lass, 

Whcn aftcr somc hours in plcasurc thcy past, 

Нс rosc, and returned to thc mill likc onc wild, 

For fcar hc hath got thc young Damscl with child. 

Thcn to his man Lawrcncc the millcr did say, 

I havc a young damsel both bonny and gay, 

Hcr cycs arc likc diamonds, hcr checks swcct and fair, 
Thcy may with thc Rosc and thc Lily comparc, 

Her lips thcy агс likc thc rich coral for rcd, 

This lass is at homc in my parlour in bcd, 

And if you go homc you may frccly спјоу 
With hcr thc swcct plcasurc, for shc is not соу. 

His master’s kind proffcr hc did not rcfusc, 

But was brisk and airy, and plcascd with thc ncws, 

But said, to yoursclf much bcholding I am, 

But for a rcquital Г11 givc you my ram; 

This donc, lusty Lawrcncc, away homc hc gocs, 

And stript off his coat, brccchcs, likcwisc shocs and hosc. 
And went into bcd with young Gillian his damc; 

Yct Lawrcncc for ihat was not worthy of blamc. 
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Не little imagined his dame wa$ in bed, 

And therefore his hcart was thc frccr from drcad, 

Thc minutcs in pastimc and plcasurc thcy spcnt, 

Unknown to thcm both, shc cnjoycd truc contcnt, 

Now aftcr a whi!c hc his damc had cmbraccd, 

Нс rosc and rcturncd to thc mill in all hastc, 

Teiiing his master of all thc delight, 

Which he had cnjoycd with that damscl this night. 

Ncxt morning thc maid to thc mill did rcpair, 

Thc miiicr and Lawrcncc his scrvant was thcrc, 

His master thcn whispcrcd this word in hcr car, 

“How likc you to lic with a millcr, my dcar?" 

At this thc young damsel thcn laughing out right; 

And said, I changed beds with young Gillian last night: 

If you cnjoycd апу it was your swcct wifc, 

For my part, I nc’cr Iay with a man in my lifc. 

At this hc bcgan for to ravc, stamp and stare, 

Both scratching his eIbows and pulling his hair, 

And like onc distractcd about hc did run, 

And oftcn timcs crying, На! what havc I donc, 

Was cvcr роог millcr so fincly bctraycd, 

Ву Lawrcncc, my man, I am a cuckold madc. 

Tlic Damscl shc laughcd and was pleascd in hcr mind, 

And said he was very well served in his kind. 

A 

The Hasty Bridcgroom: Or 

The rarest sport that hath been try'd 
Betsveen a iusty bridegroom and his bride 

FROM КОХВиКСНЕ BALLADS, 1674 81, П. 208 

Сомв from thc Tcmplc, away to thc Bcd, 

As thc Mcrchant transports homc his Trcasurc; 

Вс not so соу, Lady, sincc wc агс wcd, 

Tis 00 Sin to tastc of thc Pleasurc: 

Thcn comc ict us bc blithe, тсггу and frcc, 

Upon my iife aii the waitcrs arc gonc; 

And ’tis 50, that thcy know whcrc you go, say not 

* 0 , 

For I mcan to make bold with my own. 

What is it to me, though our Hands joined be, 

If our Bodies are still kept asunder: 

It shail not be said, there goes a marry'd Maid, 
lodeed we will have no such wondcr: 

Therefore iet’s embrace, there’s none secs thy face, 
The Bride-Maids that waited are gone; 

Nooe can вру how you lie, nc’er deny but say I, 

Por 1 meao to m^e bold with my own. 
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Then come let us Kiss, and uste of that bliss, 

Which brave Lords and Ladies enjoy*d; 

If Maidens should be of the humour of thee, 

Generations would soon be destroy’d: 

Then whcrc wcre those Joys, thc Girls and thc 
Boys, 

Would’st livc in ihc World all alonc; 

Don’t dcstroy, but спјоу, sccm not Соу for a Тоу, 
For indccd Г11 make bold with my own. 

Swcct Lovc, do not frown, but put off thy gown, 

Tis a Garmcnt unfit for the Night; 

Some say that Black hath a rclishing smack, 

I had rathcr bc dcaling in Whitc: 

Thcn bc not afraid, for you arc not bctray’d. 

Sincc wc two arc together alonc; 

I invitc you this Night, to do right, my delight 
Is forthwith to makc usc of my own. 

Prithcc bcgin, don’t dclay but unpin, 

For my Honour I cannot prcvcnt it; 

You arc straight lac’d, and your Georgcttc’s so fast, 

Undo it, or I straight will rcnd it: 

Or to cnd all thc strifc, ГИ cut it a Knife, 

’Tis too long to stay ’til it’s undone; 

IvCt thy Waist bc unlac’d, and in hastc bc cmbrac’d, 
For I do long to makc bold with my own. 

Fccl with your hand how you makc mc to stand, 

Evcn rcady to starvc in thc cold, 

Oh, why shouldst thou bc, so hard-hcartcd to mc, 

That lovcs thcc more dcar than gold: 

And as ihou hast bccn, likc fair Vcnus thc Quccn, 
Most plcasant in thy parts cvcry onc, 

Lct mc find ihat thy mind is inclin’d to bc kind, 
So that I may makc bold with my own. 

As thou art fair, and morc swcct than the air, 

That dallics on July’s bravc Roscs; 

Now lct mc bc to that Gardcn a Ксу, 

That thc Flowcrs of Virgins incloscs: 

And I will not bc too rough unto thcc, 

For my Naturc unto boldncss is prone; 

Do no lcss than undress, and unlace all apace, 

For this Night Г11 makc usc with my own. 

When I havc found thcc tcmpcratc and sound, 

Thy swcct brcast I will raakc for my pillow 

Tis pity that wc which ncwly marricd bc, 

Should bc forccd to wear thc grccn wilIow; 

We shall bc blcst and live swcctly at rcst, 

Now we arc unitcd in onc: 

With content and conscnt I am bcnt, my intcnt 
Is this Night to make use of my owo. 
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ТНЕ LADTS LOVING REPLY 


WcIcome, dcar lovc, all thc powcrs abovc, 

Arc wcil picascd of our ћарру mccting 
Thc Hcavcns havc dccrccd, and thc Eardh’s agrccd 
That I should cmbracc my own swccting. 

At bcd and at board both in dccd and in word 
Му aflcction to thcc shall bc shown; 

Thou art minc, I am thinc, Ict us join, and combinc, 
П1 not bar thcc from what is thy own. 

Our Bridc-bcds madc, thou shalt bc my comradc 
For to lodgc in my arms all thc night, 

Whcrc thou shalt спјоу, bcing frcc from аппоу 
All thc sports whcrcin lovc takcs dclight. 

Our mirth shall bc crown’d, and our triumph rc- 
nown’d, 

Thcn swccthcart lct thy valor bc shown, 

Такс thy fill, do thy will, usc thy skill, wcIcomc 
still, 

Why should’st thou not makc bold with thy own? 

Thc Bridcgroom and Bridc, with much јоу on cach sidc 
Thcn togcthcr to bcd thcy did go, 

But what thcy did thcrc, I did ncithcr scc nor hcar, 

Nor do I dcsirc not to know, 

But by Cupid’s aid, thcy bcing wcll laid, 

Thcy madc sport by thcmsclvcs all alonc, 

Bcing plac’d, and unlac’d, Нс uncas’d, shc cm- 
brac’d, 

Thcn hc stoutIy madc usc of his own. 

A 

The Surprising Lover 

FROM W1T AT A venture: or clio’s privy carden, 1674 
Love, in rambling once astray, 

Was bcnightcd in his way; 

With colđ and tircsomc carcs opprcst, 

Нс crccps in fair Lucina’s brcast 
То shcltcr thcrc and takc his rcst. 

Thc nymph, not đrcaming of hcr fatc, 

Anđ of an uncxpcctcd gucss 
Much lcss, 

То comc so latc, 

Slcpt on: thc youth, rccov’ring hcat, 

Prcparcs his arms to try a fcat. 

Thc dccd scarcc donc, thc nymph awakcs 
And in thc act the young$ter takes, 

Strangcly surpriscd, yct wcll contcntcd too 
That shc cnjoycd so swcct a bcd-fcIIow. 

Then, viewing wcll hcr gucss all o’cr, 

She likcd his prcsencc morc and morc; 
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Tclling him, rathcr than hc shoulđ bcgonc, 

Shc’đ nursc and kccp him as hcr own; 

And if hc’d vow nc’cr to dcpart, 

Shc’d find him lodging ncxt hcr hcart. 

> 

Amyntas 

FROM BRISTOL DROLLERV, 1674 

After long servicc, and a thousand vows 
То hcr glad Lovcr, shc morc kindncss shows: 

Oft had Amyntas with hcr trcsscs playcd, 

Whcn thc Sun’s vigour drovc ’cm to a shadc; 

And many a timc hc had givcn hcr a grccn Gown; 
And oft hc kist hcr whcn hc had hcr down. 

With signs and motions he to her madc known 
What fain he wou’d have donc, thcn with a frown 
Shc would forbid him till the minute camc 
That she no longer could conceal hcr flamc. 

Thc Amorous Shcphcrd forward to cspic 
Love’s yielding motions triumph in hcr сус. 

With eagcr transport, strait himsclf addrest, 

То taste thc plcasurc of so rich a fcast, 

Whcn with resistance, and a sccming flight, 

As ’.twcre to incrcasc hcr Lovcr’s appctitc; 

Unto a place whcre flowcrs thickcr grcw. 

Out of his arms, as swift as air shc flcw: 

Daphnc nc’er run so light and fast as shc, 

When from thc God’s she fled, and turn’d to a Trcc. 

Thc Vouth pursu’d, nor needs hc run amain, 

Sincc shc intcndcd to bc ovcrta’cn, 

Нс drop’t no Apple, nor no golden ball, 

То stay hcr flight, for shc hersclf did fall. 

Whcrc, ’mongst thc Flowers, likc Flora’s sclf shc lay, 
То gain morc brcath, that shc mighl losc it in play; 

Shc pluckt a Flower, and at Amyntas thrcw, 

Whcn hc addrcst to crop a flowcr too. 

Thcn a faint strifc shc sccmcd to rencw, 

Shc smil’d, shc frown’d, she wou’d, and wou’d nol do. 

At lcngth o’ercomc, shc suffers with a sigh, 

Hcr ravish’d Lovcr usc his Victory: 

And gavc him lcavc to punish hcr delay, 

With doublc vigour in ihc Amorous fray. 

And thcn, alas! soon cndcd thc dclight, 

For too much Love had hast’ned its flight; 

And cv’ry ravisht scnsc too soon awakc, 

Rap’t up in bliss it did but now paitake: 

Which lcft thc lovcrs in a statc to provc, 

Long wcrc the pains, but short thc јоу5 of Lovc. 
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As l Wdked in the Woods 

BY Т. SHADWSLL IN ТНБ MISBB, 1672 

A$ I walked in the woods one evening of late, 

A Lasf was deploring her hapless estate, 

She sighed, and she sobbed, Ah, wretched, she said; 

Will no youth come to succour a languishing Maid? 
Shall I still sigh and сгу, and look j^e and wan, 

And languish for ever for want of a man? 

At first when I saw a young man in the place, 

Му color wouid fade, and then Bush in my face, 

Му breath would grow short, and I shivered all o er; 

I ^ought *twas an Ague, but Alas it was more, 

For e’er since Tve sighcd, and do whai 1 can, 

I find I must languish for want of a man. 

Whcn in bcd all thc night I wcep on my Pillow, 

То sec others happy, whilc I wcar thc Willow; 

I revenge mysclf on thc innocent shcet, 

Whcre in ragc I havc often timcs madc my Tceth mect: 
But all this won4 servc, lct me do what I can, 

I iind I must languish for want of a man. 

Now all my fresh colour dcscrtcd my facc, 

And let a pale grcenness succeed in thc place, 

I pine and grow faint, and refuse all my meat, 

And nothing but Chalk, Lime, ог Oatmod, can eat: 

But in my despair Г11 dic if I can, 

And languish no longer for want of a man. 


> 

'‘Come Phillis, Let’s Plaf 

РБОМ WINDSOR DROLLBRT 

Сомв Phillis, let’s play, 

What though it bc сЈау, 

Thcre’s sometning wc havc yct to do, 
Shall makc thec confess 
There’s no end to our bliss, 

But ever our plcasures renew. 

Thou hast so much treasure 
Exceeding all measure. 

And here I’ve bcen so long a stranger, 
On this Snowy white hill 
I shall ne’cr have my Ш1, 

But o’er it cou’d sdll be a ranger. 
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Oh, hcrc’s such a Wastc 
A smock that is lac’d. 

And a Bosom much whitcr is sccn; 

Bclow which thcrc lics 
Such dclicatc Thighs, 

And that shall be namcless between. 

But abovc all a Facc, 

And a Head in a Lacc 
O cr which such a glory does shinc; 

That in pleasurc I swim 
On a bright Chcrubim, 

For my Phillis is sure as divinc. 

Erc all thy swccts bc cnjoycd, 

Or I shall bc cIoycd, 

An agc will bc past, and timc shall away; 
Whirst our Play docs go on 
With thc risc of cach Sun, 

And night shall begin but thc sports of thc Day. 

> 

”Alas How Long Shall I and Му 
Matdcnhead Ue** 

FROM W 1 KDS 0 R DROLLERV, 167a 

Alas how long shall I and my maidcnhcad lic: 

In a cold bed all thc night long! 

I cannot abidc it, yct away cannot chidc it, 
Though I find that it docs mc somc wrong. 

Can апу onc tcll whcrc this finc thing doth dwcll, 
That carrics ncithcr form nor fashion? 

It both hcats and cools, ’tis a Baublc for fools, 

Yct catchcd at in cvcry Nation, 

Say a Maid wcrc so crost, as to scc this Тоу lost, 
Would not Huc and Сгу fctch it again? 

’Las no; for ’tis gonc crc wcll thought upon; 

And whcn found, ’tis lost cvcn ihcn. 

> 

*'When Flora Had On Her New Gown** 

PROM BRISTOL DROLLBRV, 1674 

When Flora had on hcr ncw Gown a, 

And cach prctty flowcr was blown a, 

Erc thc Scythc cut thc grass, 

I mct a prctty Lass, 

And I gavc hcr a dainty grccn Gown a. 



She goC up again, and did £rown a, 

And cali’d mc both Coxcomb and Clown a, 
’Cause I kiss’d lip and chcek, 

Tother thing did not scek, 

Whcn I had hcr so fcatljr thcrc down a. 

T^uct anger and shame then a blush a, 

Came ovcr my facc with a flush a; 

But what I lost on the grass, 

Likc a good natur’d Lass, 

She a^ordcd mc undcr a Bush a. 

•Td Have Уои, Quoth Не” 

FROM WINDSOR DROLLERV 

Го havc you, quoth hc, 

Wou’d you havc mc, quoth shc, 

O whcrc, Sir? 

In my Chambcr, quoth he, 

In your Chambcr, quoth she, 

Why thcre, Sir? 

То kiss you, quoth he, 

То kiss mc, quoth shc, 

O why, Sir? 

’Causc I lovc it, quoth hc, 

Do you lovc it, quoth shc? 

So do I, Sir. 

"Methinhji the Poor Town Has Вееп 
^ Troublcd Тоо Long'' 

BV ТНЕ EARL OF DORSET. MUSIC IN PLAVFORd’s CHOICE 
AVRES, 1676 

Mbthinks thc poor Town has bccn troublcd too long, 

With Phillis and Chloris in cvcry Song; 

Ву Fools who at oncc, can both Love and Dcspair, 

And will ncvcr lcave calling thcm Crucl and Fair: 

Which jusdy provokes mc in Rhymc to cxprcss, 

Thc trulh that I know of my Воппу black Bcss. 

This Bess of my Hcart, this Bess of my Soul, 

Has a Skin whitc as Milk, but Hair black as a Coal; 

She’s plump, yct with case you may span round her Waist, 
But her rt>und $wc}ling Thigbs can scarce be embraced: 

Her ВсИу is soft, not a word of the rest, 

But I know what I mean, when I drink to the Best. 



Thc Plow-man, and Squirc, thc Errantcr Clown, 

At homc shc subdued in hcr Paragon Gown, 

But now shc adorns thc Boxcs and Pit, 

And thc proudcst Town Gallants агс forccd to submit: 
All Hcarts fall a lcaping whcrcvcr she comcs, 

And bcat Day and Night, likc my Lord- Ч Drums; 

But to thosc who havc had my dcar Bcss in thcir Arms, 
Shc’s gcntlc and knows how to softcn hcr Charms 
And to cvcry Bcauty can add a ncw Gracc, 

Having lcarncd how to Lisp, and trip in hcr pacc: 

And with Hcad on onc sidc, and a languishing Еус, 

То Kill us with looking, as i£ shc would Dic. 

> 

Noon in a Sultry Summer's Day* 

BY THE EARL OF DORSET, C. 1682 

Ат Noon in a sultry Summcr’s Day, 

Thc brightcst Lady of thc Мау, 

Voung Chloris Innocent and Gay, 

Sat Knitting in a shadc: 

Each slcndcr Fingcr play’d its part, 

With such activity and Art; 

As wou’d inflamc a Vouthful Hcart, 

And warm thc most dccaycd. 

Her Fav’ritc Swain by chancc camc by; 

Shc had him quickly in hcr Еус, 

Yct whcn thc bashful Воу drcw nigh, 

Shc would havc scemcd afraid, 

Shc lct hcr Iv*ry Nccdlc fall, 

And hurlcd away thc twistcd Ball; 

Thcn gavc hcr Strcphon such a call, 

As would havc wakcd thc Dcad. 

Dcar gentle Youth, is’t none but thcc? 

With Innoccncc I darc bc frcc; 

Ву so much Trust and Modcsty, 

N 0 nymph was c’cr bctraycd, 

Comc lcan thy Hcad upon my lap, 

Whilc thy soft Chccks I strokc and clap; 

Thou may’st sccurcly takc a Nap, 

Which hc, роог Fool, obcycd. 

Shc saw him Yawn, and hcard him Snorc, 

And found him fast aslecp all o’er; 

Shc Sighcd—-and could no morc, 

But starting up she said, 

Such Virtue should rewardcd be, 

For this thy dull Fidclity; 

Г11 trust thcc with my Flocks, not me, 

Pursue thy Grazing Tradc. 



Go пШк thy Goa^ and Shear thy Sheep, 

And watch all Night thy Flocks, to keep; 

Thou thalt no more be lulled adeep, 

Ву mCf mittaken Maid. 

/ 

A Song 

•Y THl lAIL OF DORtlT, 1704 

PHTLUt, the fairett of love*t foet, 

YeC fiercer than a dragon. 

Phyllis, that scorned the powdered beaua, 

What has she now to brag on? 

Since while she kept her legt to clote, 

Her breach had scarce a rag on. 

Compelled by want, this wretched maid, 

Did sad complaints begin; 

Which suriy Strephon hearing, said, 

It wat both shame and tin 
То ptty tuch a lazy jade, 

That would neither kiss nor spin. 

/ 

Ап Epilogue 

ВТ JOHN CaOWNB. РЖОМ ТНЖ DlSTBUCnON OF JIIUSALIM 

Howl it the gallant British nation here? 

Nay then in spite of Titut 111 appear, 

And make this brave assembly judge my cause; 
Would you forsake your loves for fear of laws? 

You are as brave, where love is in the casc. 

Mcn fear no danger, womcn no disgrace, 

A conhdant is out of fashion grown, 

Or апу common friend will serve for one. 

Who, madam, pays your cyes their tribute due? 

—Tis my Lord tuch a onc-.—Bnd, is hc truc?— 

—Ohl very truc, and worthy my csiccm,— 

—^And, madam, had you pretty Miss by him?— 
---Yct, madam;--4>hl we lcad a pleasant lifc, 

Lord how we laugh at his poor nauseous wife(— 

—I thought you wcrc adored by such a onc:— 

—I lov'd him first, but that intriguc i$ done,— 

—Why did you part?— Нс was a younger brocher; 
Betides, we grew weary of each (^r. 

Thus brave are уои, nor can you weU forbear; 

Your women charming, men mott gallant аге, 
With thit tmall beauty I might tervantt have, 

Now I am frec; but I your pardon crave, 

I never more will апу friendthipt make, 

Por my unkind, unconttant lover't take. 
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Not—jou love it Gault do in tlie field, 

Chirge fiercc, tubdue, but toon your conquetu yield; 
Never keep loog tbe beautiet wUcb you take, 

But first ditmande tbem, tbcn give them back. 

Tben to all new iotriguet a long £areweU; 

But woman4ike tbougb I distemble weU, 

I love to talk o£ my firtt lover o£t; 

And i£ tbe pastiont I bave tigbed be so£t, 

And tucb at may unhappy bnuties pleate, 

AU you £orsaken slighted mistrestet, 

In mind, to bear your own complainiogs come; 

Tit better tban to mope aione at home, 

Or in tbe rooms, wbere first your beartt were won 
Or private lodgingt, where you were—undone. 
Come, aU o£ youl Cut in the hal£ retort, 

Queen Berenice wiU have a crowded court. 

A 

Young Phaon 

FtOM CHOICS ATSSS k tONOS [jOHN PLAVFOID], II. 1679 

Youno Pbaon strove tbe Bliss to taste; 

But Sappbo still deny*d; 

Sbe strug^ed long, the youtb at last, 

Lay panting by her side. 

Uselets be lay, Love would not wait, 

TUl they could botb agree; 

Tbcy idly languish’d in debate, 

Wbcn tbcy sbould active be. 

At last, come ruin me, sbe cry’d, 

And thcn tbere £eU a Tear: 

I’U in tby Breast my Blusbes bide, 

ЕУо aU tbat Virgint fear. 

Ob, tbat age could love’s Rites perform, 

We make Old Men obey; 

They court us long, Youth doct but storm, 

And plunder and away. 

> 

То a Voung Lady Lcaning Out 
of Her Window 

ST CAPTAIN JOHN ATLOFFS, C. 1680 

Whsn Venus naked £rom tbe sea arote, 

She did not haU to many charmt espote, 

Nor whcn £or the dedtive £ruit tbe ttrove, 
Sbowed Parit half to rich a view o£ love: 

Nay, when the datped Adonit in ber armt, 

The melting Goddett had not balf your charmt: 



LcM firm hcr inowy brcasts, hcr skin lcss whitc, 

Нсг lovcly limbs lcss tcmpting to dclight 
How thcn shall wc cxprcss thosc charms bclow, 
Which you and naturc both forbcar to show? 

So fair an hostess, and so fair a sign, 

Would forcc a tradc, and rccommcnd bad wine. 
Watcr from such a spring is swcctcr far, 

Than all thc clustcrs of thc vintagc arc. 

Lct Bacchanalians and thc cmpty bcaux, 

Hunt out Champagnc, Burgundy, and Bordcaux. 

То fctch some drops from that dcar shady wcll, 
Would all thc ncciar of thc gods схссК 
Your cycs assurc us ihat you can dispcnsc, 

Pcculiar joys for cach pcculiar scnsc: 

Thcn having lct us scc, ргау lct us tastc 
Thosc dcar conccalcd dclights bclow thc waist. 
'Twcrc madncss to cxpcct to kccp onc’s heart, 

Whcn Cupid lics cntrcnchcd in cvcry part. 

How shall wc guard our frcedom from surprisc, 
Whcn уоиг last charms are in your conqucring cycs? 

> 

'*Sawncy Was Tall and of Noble Racc'^ 

flV Т. DURFEV. FROM THE VIRTUOUS W1FE, l68o 

Sawney was tall and of Noblc Racc, 

And lov’d mc bettcr than апу cane; 

But now hc ligs by another Lass, 

And Sawncy will nc’cr bc my love agen: 

I gave him finc Scotch Sarkc and Band, 

I put ’cm on with minc own hand; 

I gavc him Housc, and I gavc him Lanđ, 

Yct Sawncy will nc’cr bc my Lovc again. 

I robb’d thc Grovcs of all thcir storc, 

And noscgays madc to givc Sawncy onc; 

Нс kiss’d my Brcast and fcign would do morc, 
Gcud fcth mc thought hc was a bonny onc: 
Нс squccz’d my fingcrs, grasp’d my kncc, 

And carv’d my Namc on cach grccn Trcc, 

And sigh’d and languish’d to lig by mc, 

Yct now hc wo’not bc my Lovc again. 

Му Bongracc and my Sun-burnt-facc, 

Нс prais’d, and also my Russct Gown; 

But now hc doats on thc Соррсг Lace, 

Of somc icwd Qucan of London Town: 

Не gangs and givcs hcr Curds and Cream, 
Whilst I роог Soul sit sighing at heam, 

And ncar јоу Sawncy uidcss in a Drcam, 

For now hc nc’cr will bc my Lovc again. 
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То His Соу Mistrcss 

BY ANDREW MARVELL, l68l 

Had wc but world cnough and timc 
This coyncss, lady, wcrc no crimc. 

Wc would sit down and think which way 
То walk, and pass our long lovc’s day. 
Thou by thc Indian Gangcs’ sidc 
Should rubics find: I by thc tidc 
Of Humbcr would complain. I would 
Lovc you tcn ycars bcforc thc flood, 

And you should, if you plcasc, rcfusc 
Till thc convcrsion of thc Jcws. 

Му vcgctablc lovc should grow 
Vastcr than cmpircs, and morc slow; 

An hundrcd ycars should go to praisc 
Thinc cycs, and on thy forchcad gazc; 
Two hundrcd to adorc cach brcast, 

But thirty thousand to thc rcst; 

An agc at lcast to cvcry part, 

And thc last agc should show your hcart; 
For, lady, you dcscrvc this statc, 

Nor wouId I lovc at lowcr ratc. 

But at my back I always hcar 
Timc’s wingžd chariot hurrying ncar; 
And yondcr all bcforc us lic 
Dcscrts of vast cternity. 

Thy bcauty shall no morc bc found, 
Nor, in thy marblc vault, shall sound 
Му cchoing song: thcn worms shall try 
Thy long prcscrvcd virginity, 

And your quaint honour turn to dust, 
And into ashcs all my lust; 

Thc gravc’s a finc and privatc placc, 

But nonc, I think, do thcrc cmbracc. 

Now thercforc, whilc thc youthful huc 
Sits on thy skin likc morning dcw, 

And whilc thy willing soul transpircs 
At cvcry porc with instant fircs, 

Now lct us sport us whilc wc may, 

And now, likc amorous birds of ргсу, 
Rathcr at oncc our timc dcvour 
Than languish in his slow-chapt powcr. 
Lct us roll all our strcngth and all 
Our swcctncss up into onc ball, 

And tcar our plcasures with rough strifc 
Through thc iron gatcs of lifc: 

Thui, though wc cannot makc our sun 
Stand still, yct wc will makc him run. 

Пз»7 3 



The Willing Mida 

noM MI. W THS utnm uvmat, c. iS8i 

MtDA, the glorj o( whosc hauties* riys 

Gšin^d heaven's high wonder, smd earth s best ргшие 
She, Thirsis met, both £tife and lovcljr too; 

Не liJced her well, but knew not how to woo. 

Tliey, arm in arm, into the garden ^alked, 

Where endless riddles all the day they talkcd; 

Her speech and motion wisely had an end, 

Yet knew he not whereto they did attend. 

She, grieved to sec his youth no better taught, 

То rather him a posy he her besought: 

With that, hcr light say gown she tnen up tuckt, 

And “Мау” for him, and ‘Туте** for her, she pluckt. 

Which, whcn she brought, hc took her by the middlc, 
And kist her oft, but could not read the riddle: 

“Oh, fooll” quoth shc, and so burst into laughter, 
Đlusht, ran away, and scorn'd him evcr aftcr. 

> 

Charming Celia Lies Upon Her Bridal Bed 

САТСН IN wrr ANO М1ЖТН, 1682 

So how Charming Celia lies upon her Bridal 
bed; 

There's no such beauty at Court 
She's fit for the sport; 

And shc looks so lovely white and red, 

After the first and second time. 

The Bridegroom ’gins to slack his pace, 

But the cry's come, come, come to me; 

And lay thy Cheek close to my facc. 

Tinkle, dnklc, dng, gocs thc Bell to the Bcd, 
Whilst common dme they keep: 

With a pardng kiss 
They end thcir bliss, 

And so rcdre to sicep. 

Л 

The Rapture 

nou DOmr's lONOS [1683]; SIT ВТ МЖ. THOS. ГАЖМП 

As on Scrcna’i pandng Breast 
The happy Strepbon lay, 

With Love and Beauty doubly biest 
Не past the houn away: 
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Fierce Raptures bf transportmg Love, 

And pleasure struck Kim dumb, 

Не cuvied uot tbe pow’rs above, 

Nor аК the \(уј% to come. 

As paunful Bees far ofl do rove, 

То Kring their Treasure bome, 

So Strephon ranged the Field of Love, 

То make his honey Comb; 

Her Ruby lips he sucked and presaed, 

From whence all sweets derive, 

Then buzzing round her saowy Breast; 

Soon crept into the hivc. 

A 

The Prospect and Bower of Bliss 

ВТ MtS. АРНКА JBHN. POBMS, 1683 

Tii ali eternal spring around, 

And all the trees with fragrant fiowcrs are crown*d 
N0 clouds, no misty showcrs obscurc the light, 

But all i$ calm, sercne and gay. 

The heavcns are drest with a perpetual bright, 

And all the eaith with everlasting Мау. 

Each minute btows the Rosc and Jesaminc, 

And twines with ncW'born Eglantine, 

Each minute new discoveries bring; 

Of somcthing swc€t, of somcthing ravishing. 

Pountains, wandering brooks, soft rills, 

That o’cr the waoton pebbtes play; 

And all thc woods with tendcr murmuring hlls, 
Inspiring lovc, inciting јоу; 

(Thc solc, thc solcmn busincss of thc day) 

Through ali the groves, the glades and thickets run, 
And nothing scc but lovc on all thcir banks aiong; 

A thousand fiowcrs of diBercnt kinds, 

The neighbouring meads adorn; 

Whosc swectncss snatcht by 6ying winds, 

O’er all thc Bow’r of BUss is born; 

Whethcr aii things in nature strivc lo bring, 

Ali that is soft, all that is ravishing. 

The verdant banks no other prinu retain, 

But where youog lovcrs, and young ioves have lain. 
For love has nothing hcre to do, 

But to be wanton, soft and gay, 

And give a iavish loose to јоу. 

His empded auiver, and his bow, 

In eow’ry wreatns and rosy garlands crown’d, 

In my^e shades arc hung, 

As conquerors when the Victories won, 

Disposc their glorious trophies ali around. 
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Soft winds and Echoes that do haunt cach grovc, 

Still whisperf and repeat no othcr Songs than lovc. 
Which round about thc sacred bovvcr thcy sing, 

Whcrc cvcry thing arrivcs that’s svvcct and ravishing. 

Л thousand gIoomy vvalks thc bovvcr contains, 

Sacrcd all to mighty lovc; 

A thousand vvinding turns vvhcrc plcasurc rcigns; 
Obscur’d from day by tvvining I^ughs abovc, 

Whcrc Lovc invcnts a thousand plays, 

Whcrc lovcrs act tcn thousand joys: 

Nature has taught each littlc bird, 

A soft cxamplc to afford; 

Thcy bill and look, and sing and lovc, 

And charm thc air, and charm ihc grovc; 

Whilst undcrncath thc ravisht svvain is lying, 

Gazing, sighing, prcssing, dying; 

Still vvith ncvv dcsirc vvarm’d, 

Still vvith ncvv јоу, ncvv rapturc charm’d; 

Amongst ihc grccn soft rivulcts do pass, 

In vvinding sircams half hid in flovvcrs and grass, 

Who purl and murmur as thcy glidc along, 

And mix thcir music vviih ihc shcphcrd’s pipc and song, 
Which ccho’s through the sacrcd bovvcr rcpcat, 

Whcrc cvcry thing arrivcs that’s ravishing and svvcct. 

Thc virgin hcrc shovvs no disdain, 

Nor docs thc shcphcrd sigh in vain, 

This knovvs no cruclty, nor that no pain: 

No youih complains upon his rigorous fair; 

No injur’d maid upon hcr pcrjurcd dcar, 

’Tis onIy lovc, fond lovc finds cntrancc hcrc; 

Thc notcs of birds, thc murmuring boughs, 

Whcn gcntlc vvinds glidc through thc gladcs, 

Soft sighs of lovc, and soft brcath’d vovvs, 

Thc tcndcr vvhispcrings of thc yiclding maids, 

Dashing foiintains, purling springs, 

Thc short brcath’d crics from faint rcsistancc scnt, 

(Crics vvhich no aid dcsircs or brings) 

Thc soft cffccts of fcar and languishmcnt; 

Thc littlc siruggling of the fair, 

Thc trcmbling forcc of thc young conqucror, 

Thc tcndcr argumcnts hc brings, 

Thc prctty nonscnsc vvith vvhich shc assails, 

Which as shc spcaks, shc hopcs it naught prcvails 
But yiclding ovvns hcr lovc abovc hcr rcasonings, 

Is all is hcard; silcncc and shadc ihc rcst. 

Which bcst vvith lovc, vvhich bcst vvith joys consist, 

AII vvhich young Echo’s through thc bovvcr docs siny 
Whcrc cvcry thing is hcard, that’s svvcct and ravishir 

Rccesscs dark, and grottos all conspirc, 

То favour lovc and soft desire; 
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Shadcs, springs, and founlains flow’ry bcds, 

То 3oys invitcs, to plcasurc lcads, 

То plcasurc which all humanc thought cxcccds. 
Hcav’n, carth, and sca, hcrc all combinc, 

То propagatc lovc’s grcat dcsign, 

And rcjidcr thc Appointmcnts all Divinc. 

Aftcr long toil, ’tis hcrc thc lovcr rcaps 
Transporting softncsscs bcyond his hopcs; 

’Tis hcrc fair cycs, all languishing impart 
Thc sccrcts of thc fond inclining hcart; 

Finc hands and arms for tcndcr prcssings madc, 
In Lovc’s dcar busincss always arc cmpIoy’d; 

Thc soft cnchantmcnts of thc tonguc, 

That docs all othcr cloqucncc control, 

Is brcath’d with brokcn sighs among, 

Into thc ravish’d shcphcrd’s soul, 

Whilst all is takcn, all is givcn, 

That can complctc lovcr’s hcavcn: 

And lo pacans through thc woods do ring, 

From ncw flctchcd God, in songs all ravishing. 


A Song 

BY MRS. APHRA BEHN. PROM WBSTMINSTER DROLLERV, 1 

ТнАТ bcauty I ador’d before, 

I now as much dcspise; 

’Tis топсу only makcs thc whorc: 

Shc that for lovc with hcr Сгопу lics, 

Is chastc: But that's thc whorc that ^isscs jor prizc. 


Lct Jovc with gold his Danac woo, 

It shall bc no rule for шс; 

Nay, ’t may bc I may do so too, 

Whcn I’m as old as hc. 

Till thcn Vll ncver hirc thc thing thaVs jrcc. 


If coin must your affcction imp, 

Ргау gct somc othcr fricnd: 

Му pockct nc’cr shall bc my pimp, 

I nevcr that intend, 

Yet can be noble too, if / see they mend. 


Since loving was a liberal art, 

How canst thou tradc for gain? 

’Tis plcasure is on уоиг part, 

’Tis we mcn takc thc pain: 

Anđ being so, must Women have the gain? 
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No, no, 111 Dcver firm уоиг bed, 

Nor уоиг Smock’teoDDt be: 

I luite to rcnt уоиг white smd red, 

You sball not let уоиг love to me: 

/ court a Mistris, not a Landlady. 

Л Рох uke him that first set up^ 

Hie Ezerciic of flesh and skin: 

And since it will no better be, 

Let*t bodi to kiss begin; 

То ^iss freeiy: if not, уои тау go spin. 

Л 

A Song 

iT MRS. АРНЖА BBHN. FROMT OILĐON*S CHORU8 POITARUM 

Тнн gods агс not morc blcst than hc, 

Who fizing his glad cyes on thcc, 

With thy bright rays his senscs chccrs, 

And drinks with cvcr thirsty ears, 

Thc charming music of thy tongue 
Docs cvcr hcar and cvcr long, 

That sccs with morc than humane gracc 
Swcet smiles adorn thy angcl facc. 

So when with kinder bcams you shine, 

And so appear much more divine, 

Му feebied scnsc and dazzled sight 
No morc support the glorious light, 

And thc ficrcc torrcnt of dclight. 

O thcn I fccl my lifc decay, 

Му ravish*d soul thcn flies away; 

Thcn faintncss does my limbs surprisc, 

And darkncss swim5 beforc my eycs. 

^cn my tonguc fails, and from my brow 
Thc liquid đrops in silence flow; 

Thcn wand’ring fircs run thro* my blood, 

Thcn cold binds up thc languid flood; 

AU pale and breathless then I lic, 

I sigh, I trcmblc, and I dic. 

A Song 

1Y MRS. APHRA BBHN. FROM THl BANISHID CAVALIRR 

Whin Damon first bcgan to lovc, 

Нс languisht in a soft desiic, 

And knew not how thc gods do move, 

То less^ or increasc his firc, 

For Cclia in hcr charming cycs 
Woic all lovc*8 Swcct, aod all his cruelties. 



Biit u benetth a ihade he Uj, 

Weaving of flowen fbr GJia*s hair, 

She chanced to lead her flock that way, 

And saw the атогош shtpherd there. 

She gazed around upon the pUce, 

And saw the grove (resemUlng 
То ah the )oys oi \ove invlte, 

Whilit guiity imiles and blushes drest her facc, 
At this the t^hful youth all transport grew, 
And with kind force hc taught thc virgin how 
То yicld what ail his tighi could nevcr do. 

A 

0 What Plcasurc 'Tis to Find 
a Соу Hcart 

ВТ ММ. Арнал BEHN 

O WHAT pleasure 'tis to find 
A соу hcart melt by slow degreet 
Whcn to yiclcling ’tis inclincd, 

Yct hcr fear a ruin sccs; 

When hcr tcars do kindly flow 
And her tighs do come and gol 

O how charming ’tis to mcct 
Soft rcsistaiicc from thc fair, 

When her pride and wishes meet 
And by tums increase hcr carc; 

O how charming *tii to know 
She would yicld but can’t tell howl 

O how prctty it her scorn 
When, confused ’twixt lovc and shame, 

Still rcfuting, tho’ the burn, 

The aoft pretsuret of my flamel 
Her pride in her denial lies 
And mine it in my victories. 

A 

“Beneath a Cool Shade” 

BY Mlt. APHIA BIHN, 1697 

Bbniath a cool thadc, where some here have been, 
Convenient for Lovers, most pleasant and green, 
Alciit and Oorit lay pressing soft Flowcrs, 

She close in his Armt with her head on hit breast, 
And fainting with pleasure; you guess at the rett: 

Shc blusht and she sigh’d with a Јоу beyond meaturc, 
AU ravitht with Billmg and ^ing with Pleasure. 
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But whilc thus in Transports exteodcd thcy lay, 

A Handsome young Shcpherd was passing that way. 
She saw him and cry’d .. .oh, Alexis, bctray’d! 

Oh what have you done . . . you have ruin’d a Maid; 
But the Shepherd, being modcst, di$crectly past by, 
And lcft ’em again at thcir Icisurc to dic. 

And oftcn thcy Languish’d with Јоу bcyond measurc, 
All Ravishcd wiih Billing and dying with Pleasure. 

> 

The Willing Mistress 

BY MRS. APHRA BEHN, POEMS, 1697 

Amvntas lcd mc to a Grovc, 

Whcrc all thc Trccs did shadc us; 

Thc Sun itsclf, though it had Strovc, 

It could not have bctray’d us: 

Thc placc sccur’d from humanc Eycs, 

N0 othcr fear allows, 

But whcn thc Winds that gcntly risc, 

Do Kiss thc yiclding Boughs. 

Down thcre wc sat upon thc Moss, 

And did bcgin to play 
A Thousand Amorous Tricks, to pass 
Thc hcat of all thc day. 

A many Kisscs he did givc: 

And I rcturn’d thc same 
Which madc mc willing to rcccivc 
That which I darc not namc. 

His Charming Eycs no Aid rcquir’d 
То tcll thcir softening Tale; 

On hcr that was alrcady fir’d, 

’Twas Easy to prcvail. 

Нс did but Kiss and Clasp me round, 

Whilst ihosc his thoughts Exprcsscd: 

And lay’d mc gcndy on thc Ground; 

Ahl who can gifcss thc rcst? 

The Disappointment^ 

BY ТНВ EARL OP ROCHBSTBR 

One day the Amorous Lysander, 

Ву an impatient Passion swayed, 

Surpriscd fair Cloris, that lov^d Maid, 

Who could dcfend hcrsclf no longcr. 

^ This poem has also bccn attributcd to Mrs. Aphra Bchn. 
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All things did with his Love consjMre; 

The gilded Planct of thc Day, 

In his gay Chariot drawn by Firc, 

Was now desccnding to thc Sea, 

And ieft no Light to guidc the World, 

But what from CToris Brighter Eyes was hurled. 

In a lonc Thickct madc for Lovc, 

Silent as yielding Maids Consent, 

Shc with a Charming Languishmcnt, 

Pcrmits his Force, yct gcndy strove; 

Hcr Hands his Bosom softly mcct, 

But not to put him back dcsigncd, 

Rather to draw ’cm on inclincd: 

Whilst hc lay trcmbling at hcr Fcct, 
Resistance ’lis in vain to show; 

Shc wants thc pow’r to say—Ah! what đ’yc do? 

Hcr Bright Eycs swcct, and yct scvcrc, 

Whcrc Lovc and Shamc confus’đly strivc, 
Frcsh vigour to Lysandcr givc; 

And brcathing faintly in his Ear, 

Shc cry’d—Ccasc, Ccasc—your vain Dcsirc, 
Or Г11 call out—What would you do? 

Му Dcarcr Honour cvcn to You 
I cannot, must not givc—Rctirc, 

Or takc this Lifc, whosc chicfcst part 
I gavc you with thc Conqucst of my Hcart. 

But hc as much unuscd to Fcar, 

As hc was capablc of Lovc, 

Thc blcsscd minutcs to improvc, 

Kisscs hcr Mouth, hcr Ncck, hcr Hair; 

Each Touch hcr ncw Dcsirc Alarms, 

His burning trcmbling Hand hc prcst 
Upon hcr swclling Snowy Breast, 

Whilc shc lay panting in his Arms, 

All her unguarded Beauties lie 
The Spoils and Trophics of thc Епсту. 

And now without Rcspcct or Fcar, 

Нс sccks thc Objcct of his Vows, 

(His Lovc no Modcsty allows) 

His swift dcgrccs advancing—whcrc 
His daring Hand that Altar sciz’d, 

Whcrc Gods of Lovc do Sacrificc: 

That awful Thronc, thc Paradisc 
Whcre Ragc is calm’d, and Angcr pleas’d; 
That Fountain where Dclight still fiows, 

And givcs ihc Univcrsal World Rcposc, 

Hcr Balmy Lips cncountering his, 

Thcir Bodics, as their Souls, are joincd; 

Where both in Transports Unconfincd 
Extend themsclvcs upon the Moss. 
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Oorii haif dead aod breathlett 1 ау; 

Her toft Eyet cast a Humid Light, 

Such at dividet the Day and Night; 

Or falling Start, whose Piret decay: 

And now no tign of Life she thows, 

But what in thort<breathed sight returnt and goet. 

Не saw how at her Length she lay; 

Не taw her rising Bosom barc; 

Her loote thin Robet, through which appear 
Л Shape design’d for Love and Иау; 
Abandoned by her Pride and Shame, 

She does her softest joys dispense, 

Offering her Virgio'Innocence 
A Victim to Love*t Sacred Flame; 

While the o'er-Ravish'd Shepherd liet 
Unable to perform the Sacrifice. 

Ready to taste a thousand Joys, 

The too transported hapless Swain 
Pound the vast Pleasure turned to Paio; 
Pleasure which too much Love dettroyt: 

The willing Garments by he laid, 

And Heaven all opened to hit view, 

Mad to possess, himtelf he threw 
On the Defenceless Lovely Maid. 

But Oh what envy God conspires 
То snatch his Power, yct lcaves him the Detire. 

Nature’s Support (wiihout whose Aid 
She can no Human Bcing give) 

Itself now wants thc Art to live; 

Faintness its dackencd Ncrves invade: 

In vain th' enraged Youth e$saycd 
То call its fleeting Vigour back, 

No motion ’twill from Motion takc; 

Excess of Love his lovc betrayed: 

In vain he toils, in vain Conunands; 

The insensiUe feil wceping in his Hand. 

In this so Amorous Crud Strife, 

Whcre Love and Fate were too severe, 

The роог Lysander in dispair 
Renounc'd his Reason with his Life: 

Now all thc brisk and acdve fire 
That should the noblcr parts 
Serv'd to increase his Rage and 
And lcft no spark for Ncw Desire; 

Noi all her Naked Charms cou’d move 
Or calm that Rage that had debauch'd hit Love. 

Ooris retuming from the Trance 
Which Lovc and Soft Desire had bred, 

Her timorous Hand she geody laid 
(Or guided bv Design or Chance) 



Upon that Рашош Prupat, 

That Potent God, as Poeti feign; 

But never did young Shepherdeu, 

Gath’ring of Fern upon the Plain, 

More nimbly draw her Fingen back 
Finding beneath the verdant Leaves a Snake. 

Then Cloris hcr fair Hand withdrcw, 

Finding that God of her Desires 
Disarm’d of all his Awful Fircs, 

And Cold as Flow’rs bathed in thc Morning Dcw. 
Who can thc Nymph’$ Confusion gucu? 

Thc Blood forsook thc hinder Placc, 

And strcw’d with Blushes all her Face, 

Which both Disdain, and Shame caprcst: 

And from Ly$ander’s Arms shc flcd, 

Leaving him fainting on thc Gloomy Bed. 

Like Lightning through the Grove she hies, 

Or Daphne from the Delphic God, 

No Print upon the gras8y Road 
Shc lcavcs, t’instnict Pursuing Eycs. 

The Wind that wanton’d in hcr Hair, 

And with her Ruffled Garments played, 

DiKOver’d in the Fiying Maid 

All that the God e’er madc, if Fair. 

So Vcnus, whcn her Lovc was slain, 

With Fcar and Hastc flcw o’cr thc Fatal Plain. 

Thc Nymph’s rcscntmcnt nonc but I 
Can well Imagine or Condole: 

But none can gucss Lysander’s Soul, 

But thosc who sway’d his Destiny. 

His silent Gricfs swell up to Storms, 

And not one God his Fury spar^; 

Не curs’d his Birth, his Fate, his Stars; 

But more the Shepherdess’s Charms, 

Whose soft bewitcbing Influence 
Had Damn’d him to the Hcll of Impocence. 

> 

The Northcrn Ditty 

ВТ Т. DUEFET. ВОХВиКСНЕ BALLAĐS, II. 374 

CoLD and Raw the North did blow, 

Bleak in thc morning еаИу; 

All the Trecs were hid with Snow, 

Cover’d with Wintcr’s уеаНу: 

As I camc riding o’er the Slough, 

I met with a Farmer’s Daugl^; 

Rosk Cheeks and bonny Brow, 

Geud Faith made my mouth to water. 
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Down I vail’d my Bonnct Iow, 

Mcaning to shcw my brccding, 

Shc fcturn’d a graccful bow, 

Hcr Visagc far cxcccding; 
l ask'd hcr whcrc shc wcnt so soon, 

And long'd to bcgin a РаНсу; 

Shc told mc into thc ncxt Markct-Town, 

A purposc to scll hcr Barlcy. 

In this Pursc, swcct Soul, said Г, 

Twcnty pound lics fairly, 

Scck no farthcr onc to buy, 

For Г11 takc all thy Ваг1су; 

Twcnty morc shall purchasc dclight, 

Thy Pcrson 1 lovc so dcarly, 

If thou wilt lic by mc all night, 

And gang homc in thc morning саг1у. 

If Forty pound would buy thc Globc, 

This I'd not do, Sir: 

Or wcrc my Fricnds as poor as Job, 

I'd ncvcr raise 'cm so, Sir: 

For shou’d you provc tonight, my Fricnd, 
Wc’d gct a young Kid togcthcr, 

And you’d bc gonc crc ninc Months cnd, 
And whcrc should I find thc Fathcr? 

Ргау what would my Parents say, 

If I should bc so silly, 

То givc my Maidcnhcad away 
And losc my truc Love Billy? 

Oh, this would bring mc to Disgracc, 

And thcrcforc I say you пау, Sir: 

Anđ if that mc you would Embracc, 

Firsl Маггу, and thcn you may, Sir. 

I tolđ hcr I had Wcddcd bccn, 

Fourtccn ycars and longcr, 

Elsc I’đ choosc hcr for my Quccn, 

And tic thc Knol yct strongcr. 

Shc bid mc thcn no farthcr roam, 

Bul managc my Wcdlock fairly, 

And kccp my Pursc for my Spousc at homc, 
For somc othcr shall havc hcr barlcy. 

Thcn as swift as апу Roc, 

Shc rodc away and lcft mc; 

Aftcr hcr I could not go, 

Of Јоу shc quitc bcrcft mc: 

Thus I mysclf did disappoint 
For shc did lcavc mc fairly 
Му words knockcd all things out of joint, 

I lost both thc maid and barley. 
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Fonđ Love 

ЂШЛ МШ^ DIOLLIOLV, 169I 

CoME my dclicatc boftny $wcct Bctty, 

Lct’s dally a whilc in thc shadc, 

Whcrc thc Sun by dcgrccs shincs through thc trccs, 
And thc wind blows through thc Gladc; 

Whcrc Tclons hcr Lover is graccd, 

And richly adorned with grecn, 

And thc amorous boy with hcr mothcr did toy, 

And thc Uncan nevcr was sccn; 

Thcrc wc may епјоу modcst plcasurc, 

As kissing and теггу discourse, 

And ncvcr control a modcst swcet soul, 

For love is a thing of great force. 

The grccn grass shall bc thy Pillow 
То comfort thy sphcrical hcad, 

And my arms shall cnjoin my lovc so divinc, 

And the carth shall bc thy Т; 

Thy mantlc of faircst flowcrs, 

Му coat shall thy covcrlct bc, 

And the whistling wind shall sing to our mind, 

A dainty swcct Lullaby. 

Old Eolus shall bc thy Rockcr, 

With his gcntle murmuring noisc, 

And lovc’s myrtlc trcc shall thy Сапору bc; 

And thc bird’s harmonious voice 
Shall bring us into a swcct slumbcr, 

Whilc I in thy bosom do rest, 

And give thee such bliss by that, and by this 
As by poctry can’t bc cxprcst. 

Whilc thy chcrry chcck plcascth in touching, 

And in smelling her odorous breath; 

Нсг bcauty in my sight, and her voicc my delight, 
Oh, my swccts arc cast bcncath; 

Thus ravishcd with thc contcntmcnt 
In morc than a lovcr cxprcst, 

And think whcn I am here, I am in a sphcre, 

And more than immortally blest. 

And thus with my mutual coying 
Му lovc doth mc swcctly cmbracc; 

With my hands in hcr hair, and hcr flngers so rarc, 
And hcr playing with my facc, 

We rcaped thc most happy contentment 
That ever two Lovers did flnd; 

What womcn did scc but my Lovc and mc, 

Would say, that we usc to be kind. 
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А Retned^ for the Green Sickness 

ANONVMOUt. 1682. FXOM BAOFOU) BALLADS. FT. Ш 
1 

A HANDtOMi buxom iass lay panting on her bed, 

She looked as green as grass and mournfully she said: 
Except I havc some lusty lad to easc mc of my pain, 

I cannot live, I sigh and grieve, 

Му life I now disdain. 

But i£ some bonny lad would be so kind to me, 

Before I am quite mad to cnd my miscry, 

And cool thcsc burning flamcs of fire 
Which ragc in this my brcast, 

Thcn I should bc from tormcnts frcc and bc forcvcr blcst. 

I am both young and fair, yct 4is my fortunc hard, 

I'm ready to despair, my plcasurcs агс debarrcd: 

And I, poor soul, cannot спјоу nor tastc of lovc’s bliss, 
Whil8t others mcet, thosc joys so swcct 
Oht what a life is this. 

Were but my passion known, surc somc would pity me, 
That lie so long alonc, for want of сотрапу. 

Had I some young man in my arms 
That would be brisk and brave, 

Му pains would cnd, 

Hc’d prove my friend, 

And kccp mc from my grave. 

From this tormenting pain I cannot long endure, 

Му hopcs arc all in vain if I expect a cure, 

Without some thundering lad comes in 
And with a courage bold, 

Grant me delight, 
rd him requite, 

With silver and with gold. 

п 

A gallant lively lad that in the next room lay, 

It made his heart full glad to hear what she did вау. 

Into the room immcdiately this youngster he did rush, 

Some words he spoke, 

Love to provoke, 

But she straight cricd out, Hushl 

Му father he will hear and thcn we*rc both undone, 

Quoth he, love do not fcar, 111 vcnture for a son. 

The ooverlet he then threw off and jumped into the bed, 
And in a trice, 

Не kissed her twice, 

Then to his chamber fled. 
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And blufhmg all alone thit damtel tweating lay» 
Her troublet they were gone, thus softiy did ^ tay: 
Had I but known that lover*t blitt 
Had been to sweet a taste, 

I'd ne'er have stayed, 

Nor begged nor prayed, 

That to much time did waste. 

This lusty youthful bo^, that banished all my pain, 

I mutt his love епјоу ere it be long again. 

For gold and silvcr 111 not sparc 
Can that his courage prove, 

Не has an art, without all smart, 

Green sickness to remove. 

A sigh she gave and said, Ohl come again to me, 
For I am half afraid I shall not cured be 
At this hrst bout, then prithee try 
То help me once again; 

G)unt me not bold, 111 give thee gold 
Enough for all thy pain. 

i 

A Present to a Lady 

FROM MERRV DROLLIRV, 169I 

Ladies, I do here present you 
With a token Love hath sent you; 

Tis a thing to sport and play with, 

Such anothcr prctty thing 
For to pass thc timc away with; 

Prctticr sport was ncvcr scen; 

Namc I will not, nor dcfinc it, 

Surc I am you may divinc it: 

Ву those modest looks I guets it, 

That I necd no more express it, 

And thosc cycs so fuU of firc, 

But lcave your fancies to admire. 

Yet as much of it be spoken 
In the praise of this love4oken; 

Tis a wash that far surpasseth 
For the cleansing of уоиг blood, 

All the Saints may bless your faces, 

Yet not do you so much good. 

Were you nc'er so melancholy, 

It will make you blithe and joUy; 

Go no more, no more admiring, 

Whcn you fed уоиг spleen's amitt, 

For all thc drinkt of Sted and Iron 
Never did such curet at this. 
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It was born in th’ Isle of Man 
Venus nurs’d it with her hand, 

She puHed it up with milk and pap, 

And iull’d it in her wanton lap, 

So ever since this Monster can 
In no placc clsc with pleasure stand. 

G)lossus like, betwcen two Rocks, 

I have seen him stand and shake his locks, 
And whcn I havc hcard thc namcs 
Of thc swcct Satcrian Dames, 

O hc*s a Champion for a Qucen, 

*Ti8 pity but he should bc sccn. 

Naturc, that made him, was so wisc 
As to givc him ncilhcr tonguc nor cycs, 
Supposing hc was born to be 
Thc instrumcnt of Jcalousic, 

Yct hcrc hc can, as Pocts fcign, 

Curc a Lady*s lovc-sick brain. 

Нс was thc first that did bctray 
То mortal cycs thc milky way; 

Нс is thc Protcus cunning Apc 
That win bcgct you апу shapc; 

Give him but leave to act his part, 

And hc’U rcvivc your saddcst hcart. 

Though hc want lcgs, yct hc can stand, 
With the icast touch of your soft hand; 

And though, like Cupid, he be blind, 

Therc’s ncvcr a holc but hc can find; 

If by all this you do not know it, 

Ргау, Ladics, givc mc lcavc to show it. 

> 

Love's Follics 

FROM MSRRV DROLLBRV, 

Nay out upon this fooling for shame 
Nay pish, пау fire, in faith you are to blamc; 

Nay comc, this fooling must not bc; 

Nay pish, пау fie, you ticklc mc. 

Nay out upon’t in faith I darc not do’t; 

Г11 bitc, Г11 scratch, Г11 squcak, I’U сгу out; 

Nay comc, this fooling must not bc; 

Nay pish, пау fie, you tickle me. 

Your Buttons scratch me, you гиШе my band, 
You hurt my thighs, Ргау take away your hand 
Thc door stands ope that all may see, 

Nay pish, пау fie, you tickle me. 
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When you and I shall mcct in a placc 
Both togcthcr facc to facc, 

П1 not сгу out, пау you shall sec, 

Nay, pish, пау fie, you tickle me. 

But now I scc my worđs агс but vain, 

For I havc done, why should I complain? 
Nay to’t again, thc way is frce, 

Since it’s no more, ргау tickie me. 


*'Му Mistress Is in Music Passing Shjlljur' 

A SONG FROM MERRV DROLLERV, 169I 

My Mistrcss is in Music passing skillful, 

And Plays and sings her part at thc first sight, 

But in hcr play shc is cxcccding willful, 

And will not play but for hcr own dciight, 

Nor touch onc string, nor play onc plcasing strain, 
Unlcss you takc hcr in a plcasing vcin. 

Also she hath a swcct dclicious touch 
Upon the Instrumcnt whcrcon she plays, 

And thinks that she doth nevcr do too much, 

Hcr plcasurcs arc dispcrs’d so many ways; 

Shc hath such Judgmcnt both in limc and mood, 

That for to play with hcr ’twill do you good. 


And thcn you win hcr hcart: but hcrc’s thc spitc, 
You cannot gct hcr for to play alonc, 

But play with hcr, and shc will play all night, 

And ncxt day too, or clsc ’tis tcn to onc, 

And run division with you in such sort, 

Run nc’cr so swift shc’ll makc you come too short. 

Still so shc scnt for mc onc day to play, 

Which I did takc for such cxcccding gracc, 

But shc so tircd mc cre I went away: 

I wished I had bcen in another {^ace; 

Shc knew thc play much better than I did, 

And still shc kcpt me timc for hcart and blood. 

I lovc my mistrcss, and I lovc to play, 

So she wiii iet mc play with intermission: 

But when shc ties me to it aii the day, 

I hatc and loath her greedy disposition; 

Let her kecp time, as nature dotn require, 

And I wili piay as much as she’ii desire. 
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"Her Dmnty Palm I Gently Presf' 

FtOM THI MAI 10 W OP COMPLEMINTS, 1685 

Hei damty palm I gently prest 
And with her lips I played; 

Му cheek upon her panting breast 
And on her neck I laid: 

And yet we had no sense o£ wanton lust, 

Nor did wc then mistrtist. 

With plcasant toil we brcathless grcw, 

And kissed in warmcr blood; 

Upon hcr lips thc honcy'dcw 
Like drops on roses stood: 

And on those flowcrs playcd I thc busy bcc, 

Whosc swects wcrc such to mc. 

But kissing and cmbracing we 
So long togethcr lay, 

Hcr touches all inflamed me 
And I bcgan to stray; 

Му hands prcsumcd too far, thcy were too bold, 
Му tongue unwiscly told. 

> 

Thc Нарру Night 

BY ТНВ DUKB OP BUCKINGHAMSHIRB, 1648-1721 

SiNCB now my Silvia is as kind as fair, 

Lct wit and јоу succced my dull dcspair, 

O what a night of plcasure was the lastl 
A full reward for all my troublcs past; 

And on my hcad if futurc mischicfs fall, 

This happy night shall make amends for all. 

Nay, tho* my Silvia’s lovc should turn to hatc, 
ril think of this, and'dic contcntcd with my fatc, 
Twclvc was thc Iucky minute whcn wc mct, 

And on hcr bcd wc closc togethcr sct; 

Tho’ listening spics might be perhaps too ncar, 

Lovc fillcd our hearts; thcrc wa$ no room for fcar. 
Now, whil$t I strivc her melting hcart to move; 
With all thc powcrful cloqucncc of lovc; 

In hcr fair facc I saw thc color risc, 

And an unusual softncss in her cyes; 

Gcntly thcy look, I with јоу adore, 

That only charm thcy ncver had before, 

The wounds thcy made, her tongue was used to hetl, 
But now these gentle enemies revcal 
A secret, which that friend would still conccal. 

Му eyes transported too with amorous rage, 

Scem fierce with ezpecution to engage; 
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But fast *hc holds my hands, and closc hcr thighs, 
And what shc longs to do, with frowns denics. 

A strangc cffcct on foolish women wrought, 

Brcd in disguise, and by custom taught: 

Custom, that prudcncc somctimcs ovcrrulcs, 

But servcs instead of rcason to the Fools] 

Custom, which all thc world to slavcry brings, 

The dull excuse for doing silly things. 

Shc, by this mcthod of hcr foolish scx, 

Is forced awhilc mc and hcrsclf to vcx: 

But now, whcn thus wc had bccn strug^ing long, 

Hcr limbs grow wcak, and hcr dcsircs grow strong; 
How can shc hold to lct thc hcro in? 

Не storms without, and lovc bctrays within. 

Her hands at last, to hidc hcr blushcs, lcavc 
Thc Fort unguarded, willing to rcccivc 
Му ficrcc assault madc with a lover's haste, 

Likc lightning picrcing and as quickly past. 

Thus docs fond nature with hcr childrcn play; 

Just shows us јоу, thcn snatchcs it away. 

Tis not thc cxccss of pleasure makes it short, 

The pain of lovc’s as raging as thc sport; 

And yct, alas! that lasts: wc sigh all night 
With gricf; but scarce one moment with delight. 
Somc litdc pain may chcck hcr kind desire, 

But not enough to makc her oncc retirc. 

Maids wounds for pleasure bear, as men for praisc; 
Hcrc honor hcals, thcrc lovc thc smart allays, 

The world, if just, would harmful courage blame, 

And this morc innoccnt rcward with fame. 

Now shc hcr wcll conlcntcd thoughts empIoys 
On hcr past fcars, and on hcr futurc joys: 

Whosc harbingcr did roughly all rcmovc, 

То makc fit room for grcat, luxuriou$ lovc. 

Fond of thc wclcomc gucst, hcr arms cmbrace 
Му body, and her hands anothcr j^ace: 

Which with onc louch so plcased and proud doth grow, 
It swclls beyond thc grasp that made it so: 

G)nfincment scems, in апу straitcr walls, 

Than thosc of lovc, wherc it contentcd falls. 

ТЋо’ twicc o’cithrown, hc morc enflamed docs risc, 
And will, to the last drop, fight out thc prizc. 

She likc somc Amazon in story provcs, 

That ovcrcomcs thc hcro whom shc lovcs. 

In the closc strifc she takcs so much dclight, 

She thcn can think of nothing but the fight: 

With јоу shc lays him panting at hcr fcet, 

But with morc јоу docs his rccovcry mcet. 

Her trcmbling hands first gcndy raise his hcad: 

She almost dics for fear that he is dcad: 

Thcn binds his wounds up with her busy hand, 

And with that balm enabtcs him to stand, 
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*Til by hcr cycs shc conqucrs him oncc morc, 

And wounds him dccpcr than shc did bcforc. 

Tho’ fallcn from thc top of Plcasurc’s Hill, 

With longing cycs wc look up thithcr still; 

Still thithcr our unwcarycd wishcs tend, 

’Tii we that hcight of happiness asccnd 
Ву gcntlc stcps: thc asccnt itsclf cxcccds 
All joys but that alone to which it leads: 

First then, so long and lovingly we kiss, 

As if, like dovcs, wc kncw no dcarcr bliss. 

Still in onc mouth our tongucs togcthcr play, 

While grouping hands агс plcascd no lcss than thcy. 
Thus clingcd togcthcr, now a whilc wc rcst, 
Breathing our souls into cach othcr’s breast; 

Thcn givc a gcncral kiss of all our parts, 

Whilc this way wc make cxchangc of hearts. 

Here, would my praisc, as wcll as plcasurc, dwcll: 
Enjoymcnt’s sclf I scarccly likc so wcll: 

Thc littlc Kiss comcs short of ragc and strcngth 
So largcly rccompcnscd with cndlcss lcngth. 

This is a јоу wouId last, if wc could stay: 

But lovc’s too cagcr to admit dclay, 

And hurrics us along to smooth a way. 

Now, wanton with dclight, we nimblc move 
Our pliant limbs, in all the slopes of love; 

Our motions not likc thosc of gamcsome fools, 
Whosc activc bodics show their heavy souls: 

But sports of lovc, in which a willing mind 
Макс us as ablc, as our hcarts агс kind: 

At length, all languishing, and out of brcath, 
Panting, as in thc agonics of dcath, 

Wc lic cntranccd, ’til onc provoking kiss 
Transports our ravishcd souls to Paradisc, 

0 Hcavcn of Lovc; thou momcnt of dclight! 
Wrongcd by my words, my fancy docs thcc right. 
Methinks I lic all melting in her charms, 

And fast lockcd up within hcr Icgs and arms; 

Bcnt on our minds, and all our thoughts on firc, 

Just laboring in ihc pangs of ficrcc dcsirc. 

At oncc, likc miscrs, wallowing in thcir storc, 

In full posscssion; yct dcsiring morc. 

Thus with rcpeatcd plcasures, whilc we wastc 
Our happy hours that likc short minutcs past, 

То such a sum of bliss our joys amount, 

Thc numbcrs now bccomc too grcat to count. 

Silent, as night, are all sinccrest joys, 

Likc dccpcst watcrs running with lcast noisc. 

But now, at last, for want of furthcr forcc, 

From deeds alas; we fall into discourse; 

A Fall, which cach of us in rain bcmoans; 

A greater Fall than that of kings from thrones. 

1:3463 



Thc tiđc of plcasurc flowing now no morc, 
Wc lic likc fish lcft gasping on thc shorc; 

And now, as aftcr fighting, wounds аррсаг, 
Which wc in hcat did ncithcr fccl, nor fcar: 
Shc, for hcr sakc, cntrcats mc to givc o’cr, 
And yet for minc would gladly suffcr more. 
Нсг words arc соу, whilc all hcr motions woo 
And, whcn shc asks mc, if it plcasc mc too, 

I ragc to show how wcll, but ’twill not do. 
Thus would hot lovc run itsclf out of brcath, 
And wanting rcst, find it too soon in dcath; 
Did not wisc naturc with gcntlc forcc, 
Rcstrain its ragc, and stop its hcadlong coursc: 
Indulgcntly scvcrc, shc wcll docs sparc 
This child of hcrs, that most dcscrvcs hcr сагс. 
> 

Women*s Delight 

ANONVMOUS. FROM MERRV DROLLERV, 169I 

There dwclt a maid in thc Conn^-gatc 
And shc was wondrous fair, 

And shc would havc an old man 
Was ovcrgrown with hair; 

And cvcr shc cry’d, O turn, 

O turn thcc unto mc, 

Thou hast thc thing I havc not, 

A littlc abovc the kncc. 

Нс bought hcr a Gown of grecn, 

Bccamc hcr wondrous wcll: 

And shc bought him a long sword 
То hang down by his hccl; 

And cvcr shc cry’d, ctc. 

Нс bought hcr a Pair of shcars 
То hang by hcr sidc: 

And shc bought him a winding-shcct 
Against thc day hc dicd; 

And cvcr shc cry’d, ctc. 

Нс bought hcr a Gown, a Gown, 
Embroidcrcd all with gold: 

And shc gavc him a night-cap 
То kccp him from thc cold, 

And cvcr shc cry’d, ctc. 

Нс bought hcr a Gown, a Gown, 
Embroidcrcd all with rcd: 

And shc gave him a pair of horns 
То wcar upon his hcad; 

And cvcr shc cry’d (O) turn, 

O turn thcc unto mc, 

Thou hast thc thing I havc not 
A little abovc thc kncc. 
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The Character of a Mistress 

ANONTMOUS. FROM MBMV DROLLERV, 169I 

Мт Mistrif U a shutde4;ock, 

G)mposed of Cork and feather, 

Each Đatdedore sets on her dock, 

And bumps her on the leather: 

But cast her off which way you WiU, 

She will recoil to another still, Fa, la, la, la, la, la. 

Му Mistris is a Tennis ball, 

Composed of Cotton Hne; 

She is often struck against the wall, 

And banded under-linc, 

But if you will her mind fulhll, 

You must pop her in thc hazard still, Fa, la, la. 

Му Mistris is a Nightingalc 
So sweedy shc can sing, 

She is as fair as Philomcl, 

The daughter of a King; 

And in the darksomc nights so thick 

She loves to lean against a p. . . . , Fa, la, la. 

Му Mistris is a Ship of war, 

With shot discharged at her 
The Pope hath inferred many a scar 
Even both by wind and water; 

But as she grapplcs, at the last, 

She drowns thc man, pulls down his mast, Fa, la, la. 

Му Mistris is a Virginal, 

And littlc cost will string hcr: 

She’s oftcn rcarcd against thc wali 
For evcry man to fingcr, 

But to say truth, if you will hcr plcasc 
You must run division on hcr kcys, Fa, la, la. 

Му Mistris is a Соппу finc, 

Shc’s of thc softcst skin, 

And if you pleasc to opcn hcr, 

Thc fcNcst part lics within, 

And in her Conny-burrow may 

Two Tumblcrs and a Ferrit play, Fa, la, la. 

Му Mistris is the Moon so bright: 

I wish that I could win her; 

She never walks but in the night, 

And hcari a man within her, 

Which on his back bcars pricks and thorns; 

And once a month she brings him horns, Fa, la, la. 
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Му Mistris is a Tioder4x)x, 

Would I had such a onc; 

Her Steel cndurcth тапу a knock 
Both by the flint and stone. 

And if you stir thc Tinder much, 

The match wiil flre at every touch^ Fa, ia, ia. 

Му Mistris is a Puritan, 

She wili not swear an oath, 

But for to iie with апу man, 

Shc is not very ioath; 

But pure to pure, and thcre’s no sin, 

There’s nothing lost that entcrs in, Fa, ia, ia. 

But why should I my Mistris calt, 

A shuttie<ock or bawbie, 

A ship of war or Tennis4>all, 

Which thiogs be variable? 

But to сопшкп^, 111 say no more, 

Му Mistris is an arrant whore, Fa, la, la, la, ia, la. 

Advice to Bachelors 

ANOKVMOUS. FROM МШУ ĐIOLLUV, 169I 

Нв that intends to uke a Wife, 

111 teii him what a kind of iifc 
Не raust be sure to lead; 

If ihe's a young and tender heart, 

Not documented in Lovc’s Art, 

Much teaching she will need. 

But where there is no path, one may 
Ве tired before he flnds the way, 

Nay, whcn hc’s at his trcasurc, 

The gap perhaps will prove so straight, 

That he for entrancc long may wait, 

And make a toil ofs pleasure. 

Ог if one old, and past her doing, 

Не will the Chamber’maid be wooing, 

То buv her warc thc cheaper, 

But if he choose one most formose, 

Ripe fo't, shell prove libidinous, 

Argus hims^ shan’t keep her. 

For when those thinp are neady dreit, 

Theyll entertain cacn wanton guest, 

Nor for their honour care, 

If апу give their pride a fail, 

Th' have ieamed a trick to bcar withai, 

$0 you their charges bear. 



So if you chancc to play уоиг game 
With a dull, fat, gross heavy Dame, 

Уоиг riches to increase, 

Alas! shc will but jccr you for’t; 

Bid уои to hnd out bcttcr sport, 

Lic with a pot of grcasc. 

// mcagcr-hc thy delight, 

Shc’il conqucr in vcncreal fight, 

And wastc thcc to thc bones: 

Such kind of girls, likc to уоиг Mill, 

Thc morc you givc, thc morc cravc thcy will, 
Or clsc thcy’ll grind thc stoncs. 

If black, ’tis odds she’s dcv’lish proud, 

If short, Xantippc likc, too loud, 

If long, shc’ll lazy bc, 

Foolish (thc Proverb saith) if fair, 

If wisc and comcIy, dangcr’s thcrc, 

Lcst shc do cuckold thcc. 

If shc bring storc of топсу, such 
Arc likc to dominccr too much, 

Provc Mistris, no good wifc, 

And whcn they cannot kccp you undcr, 
Thcy’ll fill thc house with scolding thundcr 
What worsc than such a lifc; 

But if hcr Dowry onIy bc 
Bcauty, farcwcll fclicity, 

Thy fortuncs cast away. 

Thou must bc surc to satisfy hcr 
In bclly, and in back-dcsirc, 

То labour night and day. 

than hcr pridc givc o’cr, 

ShcII turn pcrhaps an honourcd whorc, 

And thou’It Actcond bc, 

Whilst likc Actcon thou mayst wccp, 

То think thou forccd art to kccp 
Such as dcvour thcc. 

If bcing noblc thou dost wcd 
A scrvilc Crcaturc, basely brcd, 
dcfaccs; 

If bcing mcan, onc nobly born, 

Shcll swcar icxalt a Courtlikc horn, 

Thy low dcsccnt it graccs. 

И onc tonguc bc too much for апу, 

Thcn hc who takcs a wifc with many, 

Knows not what may bctidc him; 

Shc whom hc did for lcarning honour, 

То scolđ by book will take upon her, 
Rhctorically chide him. 
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If both hcr Parcnts living агс, 

То plcasc thcm you must take grcat carc, 
Ог spoil уоиг futurc fortune, 

But if dcpartcd thcy arc this lifc, 

You must bc parcnt to your wifc, 

And fathcr aU, bc ccrtain. 

If bravc\y drcst, fair faccd and witty, 

Sbc \\ oft bc gadding to tbe City, 

Nor may you say ber пау, 

Sbc’ll tell you (if you hcr deny) 

Since womcn havc Terms, shc knows not 
But thcy still kccp them may. 

If you makc choicc of Country warc, 

Of bcing Cuckold therc’s lcss fear, 

But stupid honesty 
Мау tcach hcr how to slcep all night; 

And take a great deal morc dclight 
То milk thc Cows than thce. 

Concoction makcs thcir blood agree 
Тоо ncar, whcre’s consanguinity; 

Thcn Ict no kin bc choscn: 

Нс loscth onc part of his trcasurc, 

Who thus confincth all his pleasurc 
То th* arms of his first Cousin. 

He’II ncver havc hcr at command, 

Who takcs a wifc at sccond hand; 

Thcn choose no widowcd mothcr: 
Thc first cut, of that bit you lovc, 

If othcrs had, why may n’t you provc 
But tastcr to anothcr? 

Đcsidcs, if shc bring childrcn many, 

Tis likc by thec shc’II not havc апу, 

But provc a barrcn Doc; 

Or if by thcm, shc nc’cr had onc, 

Ву thcc ’tis Iikcly shc’II havc nonc, 

Whilst thou for a wcak back go. 

For thcrc whcrc othcr Gard’ncrs havc bccn 
Thcir sccd, but nc’cr could find it growing, 
You must cxpcct so too; 

And whcrc thc Tcrra incognita 
S’ o’crpIow’d, you must faIIow Iay, 

And still for weak back go. 

Thcn trust not to a maidcn facc, 

Nor confidcnce in widows placc, 

Thosc wcakcr vcsscls may 
Spring'Ieak, or split against a rock, 

And whcn your Famc’s wrapt in a smock, 
’Tis casily cast away. 
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Yet he ibe hir, fouJ, shoit, or tall, 

Vbu for a tiinc шау lovc thcm aJl, 

CaJJ thcm your louJ, your iifc, 

And onc by onc thcm undcrminc, 

Af Courtczan, or Concubinc, 

But ncvcr as married wifc. 

Нс who considcr this, may end the strife, 
Confess no trouble like unto a Wife. 

Л 

The Penance 

BY NAHUM TATE 

NvMPH FANARET, thc gcnđcst maid 
That cvcr happy swain obcycd, 

(For what odencc I cannot say) 

A day and night, and half a ^у, 

Baniihed hcr shcphcrd from her sight: 

His fault for certain was not slight, 

Or surc this tcndcr judgc had nc’cr 
Imposed a pcnancc so sevcrc. 

And icst she should anon revokc 
What in hcr warmer rage she spokc, 

She bound the scntence with an oath, 
Protested by hcr Faith and Troth, 

Nought should compound for his oJfence 
But the fuli time of abstincnce. 

Yct when his penancc-glass were run, 

His hours of castigation done, 

Should he defer onc moment’s space 
То comc and bc rcstored to grace, 

With sparkling thrcat’ning cyci shc swore 
That faiiing would incense her more 
Than ail his trespasses before. 
л 

Upon a Favour O^ered 

BY WILUAM WAUH, l 6^2 

Caelia, too latc you wouId repent: 

Thc offring all your storc 
Is now but iike a pardon sent 
То onc that’s dead bcforc. 

Whiic at the Arst you cruei provcd, 
And grant the bliss too late, 

You hindercd me of one I loved 
То givc mc onc I hatc. 

I thought you innoccnt as fair 
When Arst my court I made; 

But wheo your faischoods (^ain appear 
Му iove no ionger stayed. 
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Your bounty of those favours shown, 

Who8C worth you iirst dcface, 

Is mdting valued metalt down 
And gtvmg us the brass. 

Oh since the thing we beg's a toy 
That’s prized by lovc alone, 

Why cannot womcn grant the јоу 
Before our lovc is gone? 

> 

A Song 

ВТ WILLIAM CONGREVE. FROM THE OLD BACHELOR, 1693 

As Amorct and Thyrsis lay, 

As Amorct and Thyrsis lay; 

Mclting, mclting, mclting, mclting thc Hours in gcntlc play, 
Joining, joining, joining Faccs, mingling Kisscs, 

Mingling kisscs, mingling kisscs, and cxchanging harmlcss 
Đlisscs: 

Нс trcmbling cry’d with cagcr, cagcr hastc, 

Let mc, lct mc, lct mc fccd, oh! oh! lct mc, lct mc, 

Lct mc, lct mc fccd, oh! oh! oh! lct mc, lct mc, lct mc, lct 
mc Fccd as wcll as Tastc, 

I dic, dic, dic, I dic, dic, I dic, 

I dic, if Гт not wholly Blcst, 

Thc fcarful Nymph rcplicd forbcar, 

I cannot, darc not, must not hcar; 

Dcarcst Thyrsis, do not movc mc, 

Do not, do not, if you Lovc mc; 

O lct mc still, thc Shcphcrd said, 

But whilc shc fond rcsistancc madc, 

Thc hasty јоу in struggling flcd. 

Vcx’d at thc Plcasurc shc had misscd, 

Shc frowncd and blush’d, and sigh’d and kissed, 

And secmcd to moan, in Sullcn Cooing, 

Thc sad miscarriagc of thcir Wooing: 

But vain alas; wcrc all hcr Charms, 

For Thyrsis dcaf to Lovc’s alarms, 

Bafflcd and fcncclcss, tircd hcr Arms. 

> 

Thc Rcconciliation 

BY WILUAM CONGRIVE 

Fair Celia love pretended, 

And named tke myrtle bower, 

Where Damon long atteodcd 
Beyoad the pronuied hour. 



At iength impatient growing 
0£ anxious cxpcctation, 

His hcart with ragc o*crflowing, 

Не vented thus his passion. 

То dl the sex đeceitful, 

A long and last adieu; 

Since women prove ungrateful 
As oft as man prove true 
The pains they cause are тапу, 

And long and hard to bear, 

The ioys they give (if апу) 

Few, short, and insincere. 

But Cclia now rcpcnting 
Нсг brcach of assignation, 

Arrivcd with cyes conscnting, 

And sparkling inclination. 

Likc Cythcrca smiling, 

She blushed, and laid his passion; 

Thc Shcpherd ccased rcviling, 

And sang this rccantation. 

How engaging, how endearing 
Is a lovers pain and care, 

And what јоу the nymph appearing, 

After absence or despairl 
Women wise increase desiring, 

Ву combining \ind delays; 

And advancing, or retiring, 

All they mean is more to please. 

Doris 

A SONC BY WILLIAM CONGREVE, C. I7OO 

Doris, a nymph of ripcr agc, 

Has cvcry gracc and art 
A wisc obscrvcr to cngagc, 

Or wound a hccdlcss hcart. 

Of nativc blush and rosy dyc 
Timc has hcr chcck bcrcfl; 

Which makcs thc prudcnt nymph supply, 
With paint, thc injurious thcft. 

Hcr sparkling cycs shc still rctains, 

And tcclh in good rcpair; 

And hcr wcU furnish’d front disdain 
То gracc wiih borrow’d hair. 

Of sizc, shc is nor short nor taU, 

And docs to fat inclinc 
N0 morc, than what thc Frcnch would call 
Amiabie embonpoint. 
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Farihcr hcr pcrson to disclosc 
I lcavc:—lct it sufiicc, 

Shc has fcw faults, but what shc knows, 
And can with skill disguisc. 

Shc many lovcrs has rcfuscd, 

With many morc complicd 
Which, likc hcr clothcs, whcn littlc uscd, 
Shc always lays asidc. 

Shc’s onc who looks with grcat contcmpt 
On cach ađcctcd crcaturc, 

Whosc niccty would sccm cxcmpt 
From appctitcs of naturc. 

Shc thinks thcy want in hcalth or scnsc, 
Who want an inclination; 

And thcrcforc ncvcr takcs oflfcncc 
At him who plcads his passion. 

Whom shc rcfuscs, shc ircats still 
With so much swcct bchaviour, 

That hcr rchisal, through hcr skUl 
Looks almost likc a favour. 

Sincc shc this softncss can cxprcss 
То thosc whom shc rcjccts, 

Shc must bc vcry fond, you’ll gucss, 

Of such whom shc affects. 

But hcrc our Doris far outgocs 
All that hcr scx havc donc; 

She no rcgard for custom knows, 

Which rcason bids hcr shun. 

Ву rcason, hcr own rcason’s mcant, 

Or, if you pleasc, her will; 

For when this last is discontcnt, 

The first is scrvcd but ill. 

Pcculiar, thcrcforc, is hcr way; 

Whcthcr by nature taught, 

I shall not undertake to say, 

Or by cxpcricncc bought. 

Buc who o’cr night obtain’d hcr gracc, 
She can псхс day disown; 

And starc upon thc strangc man’s facc, 
As onc shc nc’cr had known. 

So wcll shc can thc Cruth disguisc, 

Such artful wondcr framc, 

Thc lovcr or distrusts his cycs, 

Or thinks 'twas all a drcam. 

Somc ccnsurc this as lcwd and low, 

Who arc to bounty blind; 

For to forgct what wc bcstow, 

Bcspcaks a noblc mind. 

Doris our thanks nor asks nor nccds, 

For all hcr favours dooe: 

From her love fiows, as light proceeds 
Spontaneous from the suo. 
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On onc ог othcr still hcr fircs 
Display thcir gcnial forcc, 

Anđ shc, likc Sol, alonc rctircs, 

То shinc elscwhcrc of coursc. 

Song 

BY W1LLIAM CONCREVE 

Tell mc no morc I am dcccivcd, 

That Chloc’s falsc and common; 

I always kncw (at lcast bclicvcd) 

Shc was a vcry woman: 

As such 1 likcd, as such carcsscd, 

Shc still was constant whcn posscsscd, 

Shc could do morc for no man. 

But oh! hcr thoughts on othcrs ran, 

And that you think a hard thing? 

Pcrhaps shc fancicd you thc man; 

And what carc I onc farthing? 

You think shc’s falsc. Гт surc shc’s kind, 

I takc hcr body, you hcr mind, 

Who has ihc bcttcr bargain? 

A Song 

BY WILLIAM CONCREVE. FROM THE OLD BACHELOR 

Thus, to a ripc conscnting maid, 

Poor, old, rcpcnting Dclia said:— 

Would you long prcscrvc уоиг lovcr? 

Would you still his goddess rcign? 

Ncvcr lct him all discovcr, 

Ncvcr lct him much obtain. 

Mcn will admirc, adorc, and dic, 

Whilc wishing at your fcct thcy lic: 

But admitling ihcir cmbraccs 
Wakcs ’cm from thc goldcn drcam; 
Nothing’s ncw bcsidcs our faccs, 

Evcry woman is thc samc. 

A Мопоп to Pleasure 

FROM HARLEIN MSS., 169I 

Still to aflfcct, still to admirc, 

Yct ncvcr satisfy dcsirc 
With touch of hand, ог lip, or that 
Which plcascth bcst (I namc not what),— 
Likc Tantalus I pining dic, 

Taking Lovc’s daintics at thc сус. 

П35б] 



Nature made nothing but for use, 

And, fairest, 4were a gross abuse 
То her best work if you it hold 
Unused, like miscrs' ill-got gold, 

Or keep it in a virgin scorn, 

Like rich robes that are scldom worn. 

Chloris Saw Ме Sigh and Tremble 

VtOU VINCULUM SOCIBTATIS, OR THE TIE OF GOOD COMPANV 

Chloris saw me sigh and trcmble, 

And thcn ask’d why I did so; 

Love likc minc can ill dissemblc:— 

Chloris, ’tis for lovc of you, 

For thosc ргсиу tcmpting graccs 
Of your smiling lips and cycs, 

For thosc prcssing closc cmbraces 
Whcn your snowy brcasts do risc; 

For thosc joys of which thc trial 
OnIy can instruct your hcart 
What you losc by your dcnial, 

Whcn Lovc draws his plcasing dart; 

For those kisses in perfcction 
Which a wanton soul like minc, 

Form’d by Cupid’s own direction, 

Couid infusc too into thinc; 

For thosc shapcs, my IovcIy Chloris, 

And a thousand charming things, 

For which monarchs might implorc you 
То bcget a racc of kings; 

And for which I fain would whispcr, 

But my hcart is still afraid,— 

Yct ’tis that young ladics wish for 
Evcry night thcy go to bcd. 

Л 

'*The Воппу Grey Eyed Morn 
Began to Peep'* 

A BROADSIDE SONG BY J. CLARKE WITH MUSIC; C. 1699 

ТнЕ Воппу grcy Eycd Morn bcgan to pccp, 

Whcn Јосксу rouscd with Love camc blithcly on; 

And I who wishing Iay deprived of sleep, 

Abhorred thc lazy Hours that slow did run: 

But mucklc wcre my joys whcn in my view, 

I from my Window spicd my only dcar; 

I took thc Wings of Love and to him Flcw, 

For I had fancied all my Heaven was there. 
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Upoo шу Bosom Јоскеу laid his head, 

And sighing told me pretty Tales of Love; 

Му yielding Heart at ev ry word he said, 

Did flutter up and down and strangely move: 

Не sighed, he Kissed my Hand, he vowed and swore, 
That I had o’er his Heart a Conqucst gained; 

Thcn Blushing bcggcd that I would grant him more, 
Which he, alas! too soon, too soon obtained. 

**Jenny Long Resisted Wully's 
Fierce Desire'' 

A BROAĐSIDE SONG WITH MUSIC (c. I700); SET BY 
R. LEVERIDGE 

Jennv long resisted 
Wully's ficrcc dcsirc; 

Shc thc morc pcrsistcd, 

Coyncss raiscd his Firc. 

Whcn hc’d reap’d thc Trcasurc, 

And ihc Virgin’s Spoils, 

Нс found such short Plcasurc, 

Answcrcd not his Toils. 


Јсппу lay ncglected 
In hcr Lovcr’s Arms, 

Whcn shc was rcjcctcd, 

She try’d all her Charms: 

Thcn shc did discovcr, 

That no Trick, nor Art, 

Tho’t might win a Lovcr, 

Could rcgain his Hcart. 

Л 

^*Thus Damon Knoc\ed at 
Celia's Door' 

BY C, FARQUHAR IN THE CONSTANT COUPLE, I7OO 

Thus Damon knock’d at Cclia’s Door, 

Thus Damon knock’d at Cclia’s Door, 

Нс sigh’đ anđ bcgg’d, and wcpt and sworc, 
Thc sign was so, Shc answcr’d no, 

Thc sign was so, She answcr*d no, no, no, no. 


Again he sigh’d, again he pray'd, 

N 0 , Damon, no, no, no, no, no, I am afraid; 
Considcr, Damon, Гт a Maid, 

Considcr, Damon, no, no, no, no, no, no, no, 
Гт a Maid. 
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Comc in, said shc, but do not, do not sUy, 
I may concludc, you wiU bc radc; 

Đut i£ you arc you may: 

I may concludc, you will bc radc, 

But if you агс you may. 


/ 

When Sawncy First Did Woo Ме 

A SONG, SET BY MR. LEVERIDGE, I703 

When Sawncy first did Woo mc, hc did at distancc stand, 
Advancing to undo mc, hc gcntly took my Hand; 

Нс gcntly raiscd it highcr, with pish and much ado, 

His lips still crccping nighcr, at last hc Kisscd it too. 

Advancing morc to try mc, with Lovc’s cnchanting gracc, 
Нс drcw himsclf morc nigh mc, and gcntly touchcd my Facc; 
Нс sct it all on Firc, with pish and much ado, 

His lips approaching nighcr, at last hc Kisscd mc too. 

Complctcly to undo mc, hc claspcd mc in his Arms, 

As tho’ hc would go through mc, and scarch out all my 
Charms; 

As though hc would go through mc, with Oh, and much ado, 
As surc as c’cr hc kncw mc, at last hc did it too. 

> 

A Song 

BY SIR charles sedley. miscellaneous works, 1702 

Get you gonc, you will undo mc, 

If you lovc mc don’t pursuc mc, 

Lct that inclination pcrish, 

Which I darc no longcr chcrish, 

Вс contcnt y’avc won thc ficld, 

’Twcrc basc to hurt mc, now I yicld. 

With harmlcss thoughts I did bcgin, 

But in thc crowd lovc cntcrcd in. 

I kncw him not, hc was so gay, 

So innoccnt, so full of play. 

I sportcd thus with young dcsirc, 

Chccrcd with his light, frccd from his firc. 

But now his tceth and claws агс grown, 

Lct mc this fatal Lion shun; 

Уои found mc harmlcss, lcavc mc so, 

For wcrc I not, you’d Icavc mc too; 

But whcn you changc remembcr still, 

Twas my misfortune noc my will. 
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Оп Fruitton 

ВГ STR CHARLES SEDLEr, iy 22 

None but a Muse in love, can tcli 
Thc swcct tumultuous joys I fccl, 

Whcn on Celia’s brcast I lic. 

Whcn I tfcmblc, faint, and dic; 

Mingling kisscs with cmbraccs, 

Darting tongucs, and joining faccs, 

Panting, strctching, swcating, cooing, 

All in thc ccstasy of doing. 

> 

Љ Epigram to Flavia 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEV, I722 

When to thy husband thou didst first rcfusc 
Thc lawful plcasures of thy charming bcd. 

Mcd did his pipc and pot, and whores accuse; 

On his mcrc lcwdncss thc wholc fault wc laid: 

Into thy housc thou tookcst a dccp Divinc 
And all thy ncighbours flockcd to hcar him prcach: 
Thc chcatcd world did in thy praiscs join, 

Thc wisc sort yct kncw thy wanton rcach, 

From Sunday’s crowds thou didst thy gallants choose, 
And whcn thcy failcd thcc, good Doctors usc. 

То Bassa 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEV, I722 

ТнАТ I nc сг saw thcc in a coach with man, 

Nor thy chastc namc in wanton satirc mct 
That from thy scx thy liking ncver ran, 

So as to suffcr a malc-scrvant yct, 

I thought thcc thc Lucrctia of our timc: 

But, Bassa, thou thc whilc a Tribas wcrt, 

And clashing-, with a prodigious crimc, 

Didst act of man thc inimitablc part, 

What CEdipus this riddle can untic? 

Without a malc, thcrc was adultery. 

/ 

Thc Fall 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEY 

As Chloc 0 сг thc mcadows past 
I vicwcd thc lovcly maid: 

Shc turncd and blushcd, rcncwcd hcr hastc, 

And fcarcd by mc to bc cmbraccd— 

Му cyc$ my wish bctraycd. 
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I trembVmg ielt the rising flame, 

Tbe cbarming nympb pursued; 

Dapbne was not so brigbt a game, 

Tbo’ great ApoUo’s darling damc, 

Nor with such charms cnducd. 

I {oUowcd closc, thc fair still flcw 
Along thc grassy plain; 

Thc grass at lcngth my rival grcw, 

And catchcd my Chloc by thc shoc; 

Нсг spccd was thcn in vain. 

But, oh! as tottcring down shc fcll, 

What did thc fall rcvcal? 

Such limbs dcscription cannot tcll; 

Such charms wcrc ncvcr in thc Mall, 

Nor smock did c’cr conccal. 

Shc shrickcd; I turncd my ravishcd cycs 
And, burning with dcsirc, 

I hclpcd thc Quccn of Lovc to risc; 

Shc chccked hcr angcr and surprise, 

And said, “Rash youth, rctirc, 

“Begonc, and boast what you havc sccn; 

It shan’t avail you much: 

I know you likc my form and micn, 

Yct sincc so insolcnt you’vc bccn, 

Thc Parts discloscd you nc’cr shall touch.” 

A 

''Young Coridon and Phillis” 

BY SIR CHARLES SEDLEV, I707 

Young Coridon and Phillis 
Sat in a IovcIy Grovc; 

Contriving Crowns of Lilics, 

Rcpcating Talcs of Lovc: 

And somcthing clsc, but what I darc not namc. 

But as thcy wcrc a Playing, 

Shc oglcd so thc Swain; 

It savcd hcr plainly saying, 

Lct’s kiss to easc our Pain: 

And somcthing clsc, but what I darc not name. 

A thousand times he kisscd her, 

Laying hcr on thc Grccn; 

But as he farther pressed her, 

Her pretty Leg was seen: 

And somcthing else, but what I dare not name. 
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So many Bcauties removing, 

His Ardour still increased; 

And greater Joys pursuing, 

Не wandered o’er her Breast: 

And something eise, but what I dare not name. 


A last Effort she trying, 

His passion to withstand; 

Cried, but it was faintly crying, 

Ргау take away уоиг Hand: 

And somcthing clsc, but what I darc not name. 


Young Coridon grown boldcr, 

Thc Minutc would improvc; 

This is the Time he told hcr, 

То shew you how I lovc; 

And somcthing elsc, but what I dare not namc. 


Thc Nymph sccmcd almost dying, 
Dissolvcd in amorous Hcat; 

Shc kisscd, and told him sighing, 

Му Dcar, your Love is grcat: 

And something clse, but what I dare not name. 


But Phillis did rccover 
Much sooner than the Swain; 

Shc blushing askcd hcr Lovcr, 

Shall wc not Kiss again: 

And somcthing elsc, but what I đare not namc. 


Thus Love his Revels kccping, 

Till Naturc at a stand; 

From talk ihcy fcll to Slccping, 

Holding each other’s Hand: 

And somcthing elsc, but what I darc not name. 

*'Lordl JVhat's Come to Му Mother* 

ВТ THOS. DURFET, FROM THE BATH OR THE WESTERN LASS 

LordI what’s comc to my Mothcr, 

That cvcry Day morc than another, 

Му truc Age shc would smothcr, 

And say Гт not in my Tecns; 

Tho’ my Sampler I’vc scwn loo, 

Му Bib and my Apron out-grown too, 

Baby quitc away thrown too, 

I wondcr what ’tis she means; 
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Whcn our John does squcczc my Hand, 

And call mc sugar swcct, 

Му Breath almost fails me, 

I know not what ails me, 

Му Heart does so heave and so beat. 

I have heard of Dcsircs, 

From Girls that have just been of my Years, 
Lovc compar’d to swcct Briars, 

That hurts, and yct docs plcasc; 

Is Lovc fincr than Мопсу, 

Or can it bc swcctcr than Нопсу, 

Гт роог Girl such a Топеу, 

Evadc that I cannot guess, 

But Гт surc ril watch morc ncar, 

Thcrc’s somcthing that Truth will shcw, 

For if Lovc bc a Blcssing, 

То plcasc bcyond Kissing, 

Our Janc and our Budcr docs know. 

Cupid's Victory Over the Virgins' 
Hcarts 

ROKBURGHE BALLADS, II. 64; I^OI 

Where’s my Shcphcrd (my lovc) hc^-ho, 

On yondcr Mountain amidst thc Snow; 

I dcariy lovc him I vow, and now 
Will follow, and mcrrily to him go; 

Му young Shcphcrd has Beauty and Charms, 
And I long to Bnd him in my arms, 

I long for Night, to Embracc him a Bcd, 

And I long to givc him my Maiden-head. 

Soft and swcct arc thc joys of Lovc, 

Which cvcry Virgin docs long to provc, 

I will not tarry, but Маггу, 

And cvcry Rival will soon rcmovc; 

Воппу Susan docs muse on all night, 

Upon all our joys and swcct dclight, 

Shc dreams of Kisscs, Embraces, and charms, 
And shc starts and thinks my lovc in hcr arms. 

Swcctly looks thc fair Bridc in Bcd, 

With thousand Cupids all round hcr head, 
Shc sofdy sighs, and wishes, and kisscs, 

As soon as the Curtains are cIoscIy sprcad; 
Evcry Bridegroom docs thcn what hc plcaic, 
And the lovely Brides thcir flames appease, 

I need not name what young Lovers do do, 

For ’tis known to every one, I and to you. 
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Магк how kindly shc looks ncxt day, 

Morc livcly, lovcly, morc brisk and gay; 

*Twould makc maids long to bc cooing and wooing, 
То scc how thcsc wantons do sport and play: 
Somc ncw charm in his looks shc cspics, 

And thcn hc looks Babies in hcr cycs; 

Thcn, whilc hcr fondling new pleasures docs scck, 
She kindly kisses and claps his check. 


Vain it is to bc nicc and соу, 

And lct old Time all our youth dcstroy, 

I like not Whining and pining, 

For that which onc casily might спјоу: 
Therc arc bonny, Brisk lovers in storc, 

And thcn what can Maidcns wish for morc, 
What nccd has Susan to sigh and look p>alc, 
Whcn shc might o cr Thomas’s hcart prcvail. 


Have not Womcn soft charms and Arts, 

Ву Naturc givcn to conqucr hcarts, 

Which ncvcr docs fail, but prcvail, 

As oftcn as cvcr thcy shoot thcir Darts; 

No brisk youth can withstand a Maid’s charms, 
But docs strangcly softcn in hcr Arms; 

Thc Roughest Hcro in all thc bright ficld, 

То a brighter Bcauty will bow and yicld. 


Now, young buxom fair Maids, come hcrc, 

And lcarn this lesson—(to Lovc givc car), 

Thc litdc Воу is so prctty and witty, 

And plcasant and soft, that you necd not fcar; 
Roger hc shall havc Ciscly and Nan, 

And young Katc shall kiss my Ladics’ Man, 

Doll shall havc William, and John shall havc Joan, 
And thus ncithcr Scx shall lic alonc. 




Upon a Young Lady Bcing Disappointcd 

BY THOMAS BKOWN, I704 

Youno Calcdon has all the charms 
That can engage the fair; 

A tonguc that every heart disarms, 

A soft bcwitching air. 

But sce what fate attends a dronet 
Не loves what he takes, 

And when the fortress is his own 
His victory forsakes. 
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At hcr cxpense this faial tnith 
Melissa late did prove, 

Ncithcr her beauty nor her youth 
Could long sccure his lovc: 

Thc lavish hero fired too fast, 

So vain was his ambition, 

That when thrcc poor attacks wcre past, 

Не wanted ammunition. 

Wcre it inconstancy alonc, 

Art might thc youth rcclaim; 

But when love*s vital oii is gonc, 

What can rcvivc the flamc? 

Yc Gods, by whom my hopcs агс curst, 
Oncc grant mc what I ргау, 

Give Caledon less heat at flrst, 

Or bcttcr Funds to рау. 

/ 

A Satire Against Love 

BY ALBXANDER RATCLIFF. LONDON, I705 

Тнои doting fond besottcd amorous fool; 

Shame to thy $ex, return again to schooi, 

A whining lovcr is a sorry fool. 

Learn a new Icsson, vcx thyscif no morc, 

Kick that blind bastard Cupid out of door, 

His mother Venus was a common whore. 

What is*t that makes thy sensc and reason stray? 
And fondly bcars thy captivc soul away? 

Is it hcr bcauty makcs thy hcart hcr ргсу? 

Thc fairest facc that cvcr nature made, 

A litdc sickncss soon will makc it fadc. 

Tis naught but worms and dust in masquerade. 

Ог do you on your mistrcss’ virtuc đotc? 

Tcll mc, I should be vcry glad to know it, 

What virtuc dwclls bcncath a pctticoat? 

Womcn arc strange dissemUers: Thcy’ll appear 
So swccdy innocent and good, you’d swcar 
Thcy wcrc all angcls, whcn thcy dcvils arc. 

Doth she a magazinc of wealth command? 
Fetched from the bowels of the sea and land. 
Thc Oriental pearl, and Indian sand? 

Thosc glittcring toys indecd may please ihc cyes 
Of some base miser; but the brave and wiK 
Piace their content beyond such fooleries. 
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Fill me a bowl with some rich Grecian wme, 

That sprightly nectar shall my wit refine, 

And make me bravely act the libertine. 

In Bacchanalian feasts Г11 sorrows drown; 

And when my blood grows warm Г11 range the town, 
And seize on all I meet, fair, black, or brown. 

Women by nature wcre at first designed, 

То be enjoyed by man, and thou shalt find, 

If this prove cross, the ncxt will be more kind. 

Thcir inclination’s strong what c’cr thcy say, 

And hatc who court thc dull Platonic way; 

That mastcr plcascs best, who’s brisk and gay. 

No longcr thcn in whining language court— 

But if your mistrcss docs dcny your sport 
Ravish hcr first thcn shc’ll thank you for ’t. 

Pcrhaps shc’ll faintly strivc and сгу, ‘уои mcn 
Arc wondrous rudc—I vow you shant,’—and thcn 
Swcar that—you ncvcr shall comc thcre again. 

Thc dccd oncc donc, shc’ll fcign hcrsclf pcrplcxt: 
‘Fic! you’rc wondrous naught—Indccd Гт vcxt, 

But prithcc dcar, whcn shall I sec thce ncxt?’ 

With cunning arts, thus thcy invciglc man 
But they shall ncvcr more my soul trappan; 

Catch mc again you gypsics if you can. 

То spend our predous time, twixt hope and fcar, 
And lct a paltry woman dominccr, 

Tis bcttcr bc a vassal in Algicr. 

/ 

То Celia 

BY THE DUKE OF BUCKINGHAM. MISC. WORKS, I729 

Give Celia but to me alone 
Tcn thousand kisscs all in one; 

Let me not such from thee receive 
As daughters to their fathcrs give, 

Ог as the sister to hcr brothcr, 

Or the young fondling to hcr mothcr, 

But such as by the panting bride. 

Now tying at her husband’s side; 

(The fort but once or twice essayed 
Not fully gained, still half a maid) 

Are in swcet short breathed murmurs paid. 

I must to lengthcn on thc pleasure 
Dwell on thy lips, and kiss by leisurc; 

Who am not ooe that loves to kiss 
Goddesses, breathless images, 

Nor can I the most beauteous saint, 

The loveliest face, salute in paint. 

СзМЗ 



Warm flcsh and blood I’d ratbcr choosc 
A tcndcr creaturc full of juicc, 

Darting hcr nimble tongue bctvvecn 
Му moistcncd lips; thcrc mecting minc, 
Somctimcs l’d catch thc pliant toy, 

Suck it a whilc with cagcr јоу; 

Thcn lct it go, and gently nip, 

Instcad of it thc ncthcr lip. 

Thus Cclia, would wc sport away 
Likc cooing dovcs, thc happy day; 

And never satcd with dclight, 

Begin the same again at night. 

Compared with kisses, such as thcsc, 

Ncctar, itsclf, insipid is: 

Give mc but thcsc alone, and leavc 
То strokc thy bubbics as thcy hcavc: 

Lct my hanđ thcncc, but quickly rovc 
Down to the pleasing seat of love, 

Whither, do what wc can, i* thc cnđ 
Our curiosity will tcnd. 

Thcn lct thosc mistrcsscs abovc 
Vcnus and Hcbc (that of love, 

And this of youth, the deity) 

Fall to who$e share thcy wUl for me, 

Scc ćnvy nonc, nor c’cr rcpinc, 

Since, judgc who wili, thc odds are mine. 

> 

Му Thing Is Му Own 

ANONVMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

I A TENDER young Maid have been courted by many, 
Of all sorts and Tradcs as cvcr was апу: 

A sprucc Habcrdasher flrst spakc me fair, 

But 1 would have nothing to do with Smaii ware. 
Му thing is my own, and l’ii keep it so stili, 

Yct othcr young Lasses may do what thcy wiii. 

A swcct sccnted Courtier did give me a Kiss, 

And promis’d me Mountains if I wouid be his, 

But Г11 not bclicvc him, for it is too tnic, 

Somc Couitiers do promise much more than they do. 
Му thing is my own, and 111 keep it so stiil, 

Yct other young Lasses may do what they wiil. 

A flnc Man of Law did comc out of the Strand, 

То piead his own Causc with his Pee in hit Hand; 

Нс madc a brave Motion but that wouid not do, 

For I did dismiss him, and Nonsuit him too. 

Му thing is my own, and l'li kcep it so stiil, 

Yet other young Lasses may do what they wiil. 
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Ncxt camc a young FcUow, a notaNc Spark, 

(With Grccn Bag and Inkhorn, a Justicc’s Clark) 
Нс pull’d out his Warrant to makc all appcar, 

But I scnt him away with a Flca in his car. 

Му thing is my own, and Г11 kccp it so still, 

Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy wiU. 

A Mastcr of Music came with an intcnt, 

То givc mc a Lcsson on my Instrumcnt, 

I thank’d him for nothing, but bid him bc gonc, 
For my littlc Fiddlc should not bc playcd on. 

Му thing is my own, and ГИ kecp it so stUl, 

Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy will. 

An Usurcr camc with abundance of Cash, 

But I had no mind to come under his Lash, 

Не proffcrcd mc jcwcls, and grcat storc of Gold, 

But I would not Mortgagc my litdc Frce-hold. 

Му thing is my own, and Г11 kccp it $o still, 

Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy wiU. 

A blunt Licutcnant surpriz’d my Plackct, 

And ficrcciy began to riflc and sack it, 

I mustercd my Spirits up and became bold, 

And forced my Lieutenant to quit his strong hold. 
Му thing is my own, and Г11 kccp it so still, 

Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy wiU. 

A Crafty young Bumpkin that was vcry rich, 

And uscd with his Bargains to go thro’ stitch, 

Did tcndcr a Sum, but it would not avail, 

That I should admit him my Tcnant in uU. 

Му thing is my own, and Г11 kccp it so stiU, 

Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy wUl. 

A finc dappcr Taylor, with a Yard in his Hand, 
Did proffcr his Scrvicc to bc at Command, 

Нс talkcd of a slit I had abovc Kncc, 

But ni havc no Taylors to sitch it for mc. 

Му ihing is my own, and Г11 kccp it so stUl, 
Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy will. 

A Gcntlcman that did talk much of his Grounds, 
His Horscs, his Sctting-Dogs, and his Grey-hounds, 
Put in for a Coursc, and uscd all his Art, 

But hc mist of thc Sport, for Puss would not stait. 
Му thing is my own, and Г11 kccp it so stUl, 
Yct othcr young Lasscs may do what thcy wiU. 

A pretty young Squirc new comc to thc Town, 

То empty his Pockcts, and so to go down, 

Did proffcr a kindncss, but I would havc nonc, 

Thc samc that hc uscd to his Mothcr’s Maid Joan. 
Му ihing is my own, and ГИ kccp it so stUl, 
Yct oihcr young Lasses may do what thcy wUl. 
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Now hcrc 1 could rcckon a hundrcd and morc, 
Bcsidcs ail thc Gamcsters rccited bcfore, 

That made thcir addrcsses in hopcs of a snap 
But as young as 1 was I understood Trap. 

Му thing is my own, and Г11 kccp it so stili, 
Untii I be Marricd, say Mcn what thcy wiii. 

f 

A New Bcdlad Upon a Wcđding 

ANONVMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 1707 

ТнЕ Siccping Thamcs onc Morn I crosscd, 

Ву two contcnding Charons tost; 

I Landcd and I found, 

Ву onc of Ncptunc’s juggling Tricks, 
Enchantcd Thamcs was turncd to Styx, 
Lambcth thc Ei^sian Grounđ. 

Thc Dirty Linkboy of thc Day, 

То makc himsclf morc frcsh and gay, 

Had spent fivc Hours, and morc; 

Scarcc had hc Combcd and Curicd his Hair, 
When out thcrc comcs a brightcr Fair, 
Eciipscd him o сг, and o’cr. 

Thc dazzlcd Воу wouid havc rctircd, 

But durst not, bccausc hc was hircd, 

То light thc Purblind Skics; 

But all on Earth, wili Swcar and say, 

They saw no othcr Sun that Day, 

Nor Hcav n, but in hcr Eycs. 

Her starry Eycs, both warm and shinc, 

And hcr dark Brows, do thcm cnshrinc, 

Likc Lovc’s Triumphal Arch; 

Their Firmamcnt is Rcd and Whitc, 

Whilst thc othcr Heavcn is but bcdight, 

With Indigo and Starch. 

Нсг Facc a Civil War had brcd, 

Bctwixt thc Whitc Rosc and ihc Rcd, 

Thcn Troops of Blushcs camc; 

And chargcd thc Whitc with might and main, 
But stoutly wcrc rcpulscd again, 

Rctreating back with shame. 

Long was thc War, and sharp thc Fight, 

It lastcd dubious until Night, 

Which would to thc othcr yicid; 

At last thc Armics both stood still, 

And icft thc Bridcgroom at his Will, 

The Piliage o£ thc Ficld. 
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But, oh, such Spoilsl which to compare, 
A TTifonc is but a rottcn Chair, 

And Sceptcrs arc but sticks; 

Thc Crown itsclf, ’twcrc but a Bonnct, 

If hcr Posscssion lay upon it, 

What Princc wouId not hcrc fix. 

Hcavcn’s Mastcr-piccc, Divincst framc, 
That c’cr was spokc of yct by Famc, 

Rich Naturc’s utmost Sugc; 

Thc Harvcst of all formcr ycars, 

Thc past’s Disgracc, thc futurc’s fcars, 
And giory of this Agc. 

Thus to thc Parson’s Shop thcy tradc, 
And a slight Bargain therc is made, 

То make Him hcr Suprcmc; 

The Angcis pcrchcd about her Light, 
And Saints thcmseivcs had Appctite, 

But I will not Đlasphcme. 

Thc Parson did his Conscicncc ask, 

If hc wcrc fit for such a Task, 

And could pcrform his Duty; 

Thcn straight thc Man put on thc Ring, 
Thc Embicm of anothcr thing, 

Whcn strcngth is joincd to Đeauty. 

A modest cloud hcr Facc invadcs, 

And wraps it up in Sarsnct Shadcs, 
Whilc thus thcy minglc Hands; 

And then shc was obligcd to say, 

Thosc Bug'bear Words, Lovc and Obcy, 
But mcant hcr own Commands. 

The cnvious Maids iookcd round about, 
То scc what Onc would takc thcm out, 
То tcrminatc ihcir Pains; 

For tho’ thcy Covct, and arc Cross, 

Yct still ihcy valuc morc onc Loss, 

Than many Thousand Gains, 

Knighis of ihc Garicr, two wcrc callcd, 
Knights of thc Shoc-string, two installcd, 
And all wcrc bound by Oath; 

No furiher than thc Kncc to pass, 

But ohl thc Squirc of thc Body was 
A bcttcr place than both. 

A tcdious Fcast protracts thc timc, 

For cating now, was but a Crime, 

And alT that intcrposcd; 

For likc two Ducilists thcy siood, 
Panting for one another’s Biood, 

And longing till they closed. 
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Тћсп camc thc )ovia\ Music in, 

And many a теггу VioUn, 

TUat Lifc and Soul of l^gs; 

Th’ impaticnt Bridcgroom would not stay, 
Good Sir, сгу thcy, what Man can play, 

Till hc’s wound up his pcgs. 

But thcn hc Danccs till hc rccls, 

For Lovc and Јоу had wingcd his Hccls, 
And puts thc Hours to flight; 

Нс lcapt and skipt, and secmcd to say, 

Comc Boys, ril drivc away thc Day, 

And shakc away thc Night. 

Thc lovcly Bridc, with Murdcring Arts, 
Walks round, and Brandishcs hcr Darts, 

То givc thc deepcr Wound; 

Hcr Bcautcous Fabric, with such gracc, 
Ensnarcs a Hcart, at cvcry pacc, 

And Kills at cach rcbound. 

Shc glidcs as if thcrc werc no Ground, 

And slily draws hcr Nets around, 

Hcr Limc-twigs arc hcr Kisscs; 

Thcn makes a Curtsic with a Glancc, 

And strikcs cach Lover in a Trancc, 

That Arrow ncvcr misscs. 

Thus havc I oft a Hobby sccn, 

Daring of Larks ovcr a Grccn, 

His ficrcc occasion tarry; 

Danccs about thcm as thcy fly, 

And givcs thcm sport bcforc thcy Dic, 

Thcn stoops and Kills thc Quarry. 

Hcr Swcat, likc Нопсу -drops did fall, 

And Stings of Bcauty picrccd us all, 

Hcr shapc was so cxact; 

Of Wax shc sccmcd framed alivc, 

But had hcr Gown too bccn a Hivc, 

How Bccs had thithcr flockcd. 

Thus cnvious Timc prolongcd thc Day, 

And strctchcd thc Prologuc to thc Play, 
Long stoppcd thc sluggish Watch; 

At last a Voicc camc from abovc, 

Which callcd thc Bridcgroom and his Lovc, 
То consummatc thc Match. 

But (as if Hcav’n would it rctard) 

A banquct comcs, likc thc Night^uard, 
Which suycd thcm half thc Night; 

Thc Bridcgroom thcn with’s Mcn rctircd, 
Thc Train was laying to bc fircd, 

Не went his Match to light. 
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Whcn hc returned, his Hopes were crowneđ, 
An Angel in the Bed he hund, 

So ghrious W25 her Рзсе; 

Amazed hc stopt—but thcn, quoth Нс, 

Tho’ 'tis an Angcl, ’tis a She, 

And leapcd into his Placc. 

Thus lay thc Man with Hcav’n in’s Arms, 
Blesscd with a Thousand plcasing Charms, 

In Rapturcs of Dclight; 

Reaping at oncc, and Sowing Joys, 

For Bcauty’s Manna nevcr cloys, 

Nor fills thc Appctitc. 

But what was donc, surc was no morc, 

Than that which had bccn donc bcforc, 

Whcn shc hcr sclf was Made; 

Somcthing was lost, which nonc found out, 
And Нс that had it could not shcw’t, 

Surc ’tis a juggling Tradc. 

> 

A Ballad of All the Trades 

ANONVMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

Он thc Millcr, thc dusty, musty Millcr, 

Thc Millcr, that bcarcth on his Васк; 

Не ncver gocs to Measurc Meal, 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds 
ope thc sack. 

O the Bakcr, thc bonny, bonny Bakcr, 

Thc Bakcr that is so full of Sin; 

Не ncver hcats his Oven hot, 

But hc thrusts, but hc thrusts, but hc thrusts his 
Maidcn in. 

O thc Brcwcr, thc lusty, lusty Brcwcr, 

Thc Brcwcr that Brcws Alc and Bccr; 

Не ncver hcats his Liquor hot, 

But hc takcs, but he takes, but hc takes his Maid 
by the Geer. 

O thc Butcher, thc bloody, bloody Butchcr, 

The Butchcr that sells both Bccf and Bonc; 

Не ncver grinds his Slaught’ring Knifc, 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid must 
turn his Stone. 

O thc Wcavcr, thc wickcd, wickcd Wcavcr, 

That followcth a wcary Trade; 

Не nevcr shoots his Shuttlc right, 

But he shoots, but he shoots, but he shoots first 
at his Maid. 
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О iV\t Bairbct, thc ncal and mmUc Barber, 

V/hosc Tradc is nc cr thc worsc*, 

Нс ncNcr gocs lo V/ash and Shavc, 

But hc uims, bui bc irims, but ћс trims bii 
Maidcn first. 

O thc Taylor, the (ine and frisking Тау1ог, 

Thc Taylor that givcs so good rcgard; 

Нс ncvcr goes to mcasurc Lacc, 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid holds 
out his Yard. 

O the Blacksmith, thc lusty, lusty Blacksmith, 

Thc bcst of all good Fcllows; 

Не ncver hcats his Iron hot, 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid must 
blow thc Bcllows. 

O thc Tanner, thc Мсггу, Мсггу Tanncr, 

Thc Tanncr that draws good Hidcs into Lcather; 

Нс ncvcr strips himsclf to work, 

But his Maid, but his Maid, but his Maid and 
hc's togethcr. 

O thc Tinkcr, thc sturdy, sturdy Tinkcr, 

Thc Tinker that dcals all in Mctdc; 

Не nevcr clcnchcth homc a Nail, 

But his Trull, but his Trull, but his Trull 
holds up thc Kcttle. 

/ 

0 / King Edward and Jane Shorc 

ANONVMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

Why should we boast of Lais and her Knights, 

Knowing such Champions intrapt with Whorish 
Lights; 

Or why should we spcak of Thais Curled Locks, 

Or Rhodop ihat gavc so many Mcn thc Рох. 

Read old Stories, and thcrc you shall Hnd, 

How Janc Shorc, Janc Shorc shc plcascd King 
Edward's mind. 

Janc Shorc shc was for fair Englanđ, Quccn 
Fredricka was for Francc, 

Honi soit qui mal у pcnsc. 

То speak of thc Amazons it werc too long to tcU, 

And likewisc of the Thracian Girls, how far they 
did excel; 

Those with Scythian Lads, engag’d in several Fights, 

And in the grave Venctian Wars, did foil advent'rous 
Knightt: 



Mdsalinc and Julia wcrc Vessels wond*rous bntde, 

But /апс Shorc, /апс Shorc took down King Edwar<rs 
Metde. 

/алс Shore sbe W23, etc. 

Thalcstis of Thormydon, shc was a doughty Wight; 

Shc Conqucrcd Pallas Ktng in the Excrcisc of Night; 

Herculcs slcw thc Dragon whosc Tccth wcrc all o£ Brass, 

Yct he himsclf bccamc a Slavc unto thc Lydian Lass: 

Thc Thcban Scmcl lay with Jovc, not dreading all his Thundcr, 
But Jane Shore ovcrcamc King £dward, altho’ he had her 
undcr. 

Janc Shorc thc was, ctc. 

Helen of Greecc shc camc of Spartan Blood, 

Agricola and Cressida thcy werc bravc Whorcs and good; 
Quccn Clytcmncstra bold, slcw old Arthur’s mighty Son, 

And fair Нагсуоп pullcd down the Strength of Telamon: 
Those werc the Ladies that causcd the Trojan Sack, 

But Janc Shorc, Janc Shorc shc spoilcd King Edward’s Васк. 
Janc Shorc shc was, ctc. 

For this thc Ancient Fathcrs did great Venus defy, 

Because with hcr own Fathcr Jovc shc fcarcd not to lic; 

Hcncc Cupid camc, who afterwards rcvcngcd his loving 
Mother, 

And made kind Điblis do the like with Cornus her own 
Brother; 

And aftcnvards thc Goddcss kcpt Adonis for Rcscrvc, 

But Janc Shorc, Janc Shorc shc strctchcd King Edward’8 
ncrvc. 

Jane Shore she wa5, etc. 

Thc Colchin Damc Macdca hcr Fathcr did bctray, 

And taught her Lovcr Jason how the Vigilant Bull to slay; 
And aftcr, thence convcycd hcr Fathcr’s goldcn Flecce, 

Shc with hcr Lovcr sailcd away in Argus Ship to Greccc: 

But Bnding Jason Falsc, she burnt his Wife and Court, 

But Jane ^re, Jane Shorc she shewed King Edward sport. 
Janc Shorc shc was, etc. 

Romix of Saxony thc Wclsh Sutc ovcrthrcw, 

Igraeyn of Cornwail, Pcndragon did subdue: 

(^een Guinevere with Arthur fought singly hand to hand 
In Bed, tho’ afterwards she made Horns on his Head to stand: 
And to Sir Mordrcd, Pictish Prince a Paramour became, 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shore she made King Edward tame. 
Jane Shore she was, etc. 

Marosia of ltaly, see how she stoudy copes, 

With Jcsuits, Priesu and Cardinals, and triple Crowncd Popes; 
And with King Непгу, Rosamond spent many a dallying Hour, 
ТШ lasdy she was Poisoned in Woodstock fatal Bower: 
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ind loan ol Atc pUy’d in the Dark with the Kni^tj oi 
languedoc, 

iut lanc Shorc, mct King Edward, and gavc ium Knoch ior 
Knock, 

]ane Shore she was, etc. 

Pasiphac wc know played fcats with thc Cretan Bull, 

And Proscrpinc, tho’ so Divinc, bccamc black Pluto’s Trull: 

Thc Spanish Bawd hcr Strumpets taught to lay thcir Lcgs 
astride, 

But thcsc and all thc Curtczans Jane Shorc did thcm dcridc: 

Popc Joan was right, altho’ shc did the Papal Sccptrc Wicld, 

But Janc Shorc, Janc Shorc shc madc King Edwarđ yiciđ. 

Janc Shorc shc was, ctc. 

Agathoclca and Acnathc did govcrn Egypt’s King; 

ТЕе witty Wench of Andovcr, shc was a prctty thing, 

She frccly took hcr Lady’s placc, and with grcat Edgar dallicd, 
And with main forcc shc foilcd him quitc, altho’ hc oftcn 
rallied: 

For which brave Act, he that hcr racked, gavc hcr his Lady’8 
Land, 

But Janc Shore, Jane Shorc King Edward did command. 

Janc Shorc shc was, ctc. 

Of Phryne and Lanva Historians have rclatcd, 

How thcir Illustrious Bcautics, two Gcncrals Captivatcd: 

And thcy that in the Days of Yorc killcd Mcn and Sackcd 
thcir Citics, 

In Honour of thcir Mistrcsscs composcd Amorous Dittics: 

Lct Flora gay with Romans play, and bc a Goddcss callcd, 

But Janc Shore, Janc Shorc, King Edward shc cnthrallcd. 

Janc Shorc shc was, ctc. 

Thc Jolly Tanncr’s Daughtcr, Harlot of Normanđy, 

She onIy had the happiness to please Dukc Robert’s Еуе; 

Anđ Roxolana tho’ a Slavc, and born a Grecian, 

Could with a Nod, command and rulc Grand Scignior Solyman; 
And Naplcs Joan would makc thcm Groan that ardcntly did 
lovc hcr, 

But Janc Shorc, Janc Shorc King Edward hc did Shovc hcr. 

Jane Shore she was, etc. 

Aspasia doth of the Persian Brothers boast, 

Though Cynthia јоу in the Lampathean Воу, Jane Shore shall 
rule thc roast; 

Cleopatra loved Mark Antony, and Brownal she did feats, 

But compared to our Virago, they were but merely chcats, 

Brave Carpet Knighu in Cupid’s Fights, their milkwhite Rapicrs 
drew, 

But Jane Shore, Jane Shoie King Edward did subdue, 

Jane Shorc she wat, ctc. 
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Hamlet’s incestuous Mother was Gertrude, Denmark’s Queen, 
And Circc that cnchanting Witch, the like, was scarccly secn; 
Waiiike Penthesile was an Amazonian Whore, 

То Hector and young Troylus, both which did her adorc, 

But brave King Edward, who beforc had gain’d Nine Vic« 
tories, 

Was like a Bond'Siave, fctter’d with Jane Shore’s all con- 
quering Thighs: 

Jane Shore she was, etc. 

The Slow Меп of London 

ANONVMOUS. PROM PILLS ТО PURGB MELANCHOLV, I709 

Thbre dwclt a Widow in this Town, 

That was both Fair and Lovely; 

Her facc was comely, ncat and brown, 

То Pleasurc shc would movc thcc: 

Hcr Iovcly Trcsscs shincd likc Gold, 

Most ncat is hcr Bchaviour; 

For truth it has of latc bccn told, 

Therc’s many strove to have her. 

Thcre wcrc threc Voung Mcn of this Town; 

Slow mcn of London; 

And thcy’d go Woo the Widow Brown, 

Because thcy would bc undonc. 

Thc onc a Taylor was by Tradc, 

An excellcnt Occupation; 

But Widow’s Lovc doth wasic and fadc, 

I hnd by obscrvation: 

The second was a Farrier bold, 

A Man of cxcellent Metal; 

His Lovc to her was ncvcr cold, 

So firm his Thoughts did setde, 

Therc wcrc thrcc, ctc. 

Thc third a Wcavcr was that camc, 

A Suitor to this Widow; 

Hcr Bcauty did his Hcart inflamc, 

Her Thoughts deceit doth shadow, 

Widows can disscmblc still, 

Whcn Young Mcn comc a Wooing; 

Ус1 thcy wcrc guidcd by hcr Will, 

That proved to thcir undoing. 

Thcrc werc thrcc, ctc. 

Thit Widow had a dainty Tongue, 

And Word8 as sweet as Нопеу; 

Which madc hcr Suitors to hcr throng, 

Tili thcy had spent thcir Мопеу: 



Thc Taylor spcnt an Hundrcd Pound, 

That hc took up on Crcdit; 

But now hcr Knavcry hc hath found. 
Rcpcnts that arc hc did it. 

Thcrc wcrc ihrcc, ctc. 

Thrccscorc Pounds thc Farricr had, 

Lcft him by his Father; 

То spcnd this Мопсу hc was mad, 

His Dad so long did gathcr: 

This Widow oftcn did protcst, 

Shc lovcd him bcst of апу; 

Thus would shc swcar, whcn shc did Icast, 
То make thcm spcnd thcir Мопсу. 

Thcrc wcrc thrcc, ctc. 

Thc Wcavcr spcnt his daily gains, 

That hc got by his Labour; 

Somc thirty Pounds he spcnt in vain, 

Нс borrowcđ of his Ncighbour: 

Shc must havc Sack and Muscadinc, 

And Clarct brcwcd with Sugar: 

Each Day thcy fccd hcr chops with Winc, 
For which thcy all might hug hcr. 

Thcrc wcrc thrcc, ctc. 

ТНЕ SECOND PART 

Shc wcnt Apparcllcd ncat and finc, 

Pcoplc wcll might wondcr, 

То scc how shc in Gold did shinc, 

Hcr famc abroad did thundcr: 

A watcrcd Camlct Gown shc had, 

A Scarlct Coat bclaccd 

With Gold, which madc hcr Suitors glad, 
То scc how shc was graccd. 

Thcrc wcrc thrcc, ctc. 

Thc Taylor was thc ncatcst Lad, 

Hcr Cloaths wcrc oft Pcrfumcd; 

Kind Entcrtainmcnt still hc had, 

Till hc his ’statc consumcd: 

Thc Farricr likcwisc spcnt his ’statc, 

Thc Wcavcr oftcn kisscd hcr: 

Bul whcn that thcy in ’statc wcrc Poor, 
Thcy sought but still thcy misscd hcr. 

Thcre wcrc thrcc, ctc. 

Thc Farricr and thc Wcavcr too, 

Wcrc fain to fly thc City: 

Thc Widow did thcm quitc undo, 

In faith morc was thc pity: 
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She of her Suitors being rid, 

A Welchman came unto her: 

Ву Night and Day his suit he plied» 

Most roughly hc did Woo hcr; 

For wooing tricks hc quitc put down, 

Thc Slow-mcn of London: 

Не over-rcachcd thc Widow Brown, 

That had so many undone. 

Не sworc he wa$ a Gentlcman, 

Wcll landcd in thc Country: 

And livcd in Rcputation thcrc, 

His Namc Sir Rowland Humphry. 

Thc Widow did bclicve him thcn, 

Anđ Lovc unto him granted; 

Thus he hcr Favour did obtain, 

Wclchmcn will not bc dauntcd. 

Ву cunning tricks hc quite put down, 

Thc Slow-mcn of London: 

That camc to Woo this Widow Brown, 

Bccausc thcy would bc undone. 

Thc Wclchman plicd hcr Night and Day, 

Till to his Bow hc brought hcr; 

And bore away thc Widow quite, 

From all that cvcr sought her: 

Shc thought to bc a Lady gay, 

But shc was sore deccivcd: 

Thus thc Wclchman did put down, 

Thc Slow-mcn of London; 

For thcy would Woo thc Widow Brown, 
Bccause thcy would bc undonc. 

Thus shc was fittcd in hcr kind, 

For all hcr former Knavcry; 

The Wclchman did dcccivc hcr Mind, 

It had bccn bcttcr shc had ta’cn, 

Thc Wcavcr, Smith, or Taylor; 

For whcn shc sought for Statc and Pomp, 

Thc Wclchman quitc did fail hcr: 

Thcn lcarn you Young Mcn of this Town, 

You SloW'men of London: 

Which way to takc thc Widow Brown, 

For lcast you all bc undone. 

The Disappointment 

ВТ ТОМ DURFET. FROM SONGS COMPLBTl, 1719 

Тнв Clock had struck, faith I cannot tcll what, 
But Morning wa$ come as Grey as a Cat; 

Cocks and Hens from their Roosts did fly, 
Grunting Hogs too had left their sty; 
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Whcii in a Valc, 

Carrying a Pail, 

Sissljr hcr ncw Lovcr mct, Dappcr Наггу; 

First they Kisscd, 

Then shook Fist, 

Then talked as Fools do that just were to Маггу. 
Zooks cried Hal, I can’t but think, 

Now wc are come to Wcdlock brink; 

How purc a stock *twill be how finc, 

Whcn you put your goođ mark to minc; 

Siss at that, 

Growing hot, 

Đussed him as if shc’d havc burnt him to Tindcr 
Thus thcy Woo, 

But scc how, 

Damncd Fatc contrivcd now thc Bargain to hinder. 
Sissly had got a G)ld I supposc, 

And *twixt hcr Fingcrs was blowing hcr Nosc; 

Наггу, that Lincn too wantcd I doubt, 

Lcnt hcr his Glovc, to scrvc for a Clout; 

Scraping low, 

Manncrs to show, 

And tcll hcr how much hc was hcr adorcr: 

Ргау mark thc Jokc, 

Leathcr thong broke, 

And Brecches fcll down to his Anklcs bcforc hcr. 

Sissly who $aw him thus distrcst, 

Pulls off hcr Gartcr of woolcn List; 

And with a sly and leering look, 

Gave it to mcnd up what was brokc; 

Fumbling hc, 

Could not scc, 

What hc discovcrcd, tho’ c’cr hc had ticd ail: 

For just bcfore, 

Shirt was torc, 

And as thc £)evil would have’t she had spicd all. 

She gave him thcn $o cold a Look, 

Discontent it plainly spoke; 

And running from him near a Mile, 

Нс ovcrtook hcr at a stilc; 

Тоо much hast, 

Milk down cast, 

And top$y turvy shc fcll on her Polc with4: 

Не secing that, 

Runs with's Hat, 

But could not Covcr hcr C-for his soul with*t. 

Have you not secn at Noon of Day, 

The Sun his glorious Face dispUy; 

So Sissly shone with Bcauty’s Rays, 

Reflecting from her Postern gnoe; 
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Till at last 
Struggling past, 

Wide sprawling Legs were again set in order: 

But poor Hal, 

Since her fall, 

Stood just likc onc was found guilty of Murder. 

Thc God of Lovc, or clse old Nick, 

Sure had designcd this Dcv’lish trick, 

То makc thc Bridcgroom and thc Bridc; 

With thcmsclvcs dissatisficd; 

She grown соу, 

Callcd him boy, 

Нс gctting from hcr cricd Zoons you*rc a rouzcr: 
Foh, shc cricd, 

Ву things spicd, 

Shc had as licf a mcrc Baby should cspousc hcr. 

> 

The Play-House Saint 

BY ТОМ DURFEV. FROM SONCS COMPLBTE, I719 

Near famous Covcnt-Gardcn 

A Domc thcrc stands on high; 

With a fa, la, la, la, etc. 

Whcrc Kings агс rcprcscntcd, 

And Quccns in Mctre dic; 

With a fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

The Bcaus and Mcn of Business 
Diversions hither hring, 

То hcar thc wanton Doxics pratc, 

And scc ’cm dancc and sing; 

With a fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Негс Phillis is a Darling, 

As shc hcr sclf givcs out, 

For a fa, la, la, la, 

As tight a Lass a$ cvcr 
Did usc a Doublc Clout, 

On hcr fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

She’s hrisk and gay, and cunning, 

And wants a Wcdlock Yokc, 

Hcr Mothcr was bcforc hcr 
As good a$ cvcr strokc 

For a fa, la, la, la, la, etc. 

Young Suitors she had many, 

From ’Souirc, up to Lord, 

For her fa, la, la, la, etc. 

And daily shc rcfuscd ’cm, 

For Virtuc was thc Word; 

With her fa, la, la, la, etc. 
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А Saint shc woul(i be thought, 

And disscmblcd all shc could, 

But јоИу Rakcs all kncw shc was 
Of Play'housc Flcsh and Blood, 
And hcr £a, la, la, la, ctc. 

Her Mothcr when encouragcd 
With warm Gcncva Dosc, 

And a fa, la, la, la, etc. 

Slill cricd, takc carc dcar PhiIIy, 

То kccp lhy Haunchcs closc, 

And this fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

This madc hcr stand out stoutIy, 
Opposing all that comc, 

Though twcnty Dcmi-Cannon 
Siill wcrc mountcd at hcr Bum, 
And hcr fa, la, la, la, etc. 

The Knight and Country Squirc 
Wcrc shot with hcr disdain, 

And hcr fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Thc Lawycr was outwittcd, 

Thc hardy Soldicr slain, 

Ву hcr fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Thc bluflf Tarpolian Sailor 
In vain cricd hard a Port, 

She bufflcd Shirks at Sca, 

As thc Country, Town, and Court; 
With a fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Thc God of Lovc grown angry, 

That Phillis sccmcd so shy, 

Of hcr fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Rcsolvcd hcr Pridc to humblc, 

And rout hcr pish and fic; 

Нс scnt a splayfoot Taylor, 

Who kncw wcll how to stitch, 

And in a littlc timc had found 
A button for hcr Britch, 

And hcr fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Yct was it not so closc, 

But ’tis known without all doubt, 
With a fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

A littlc human Figurc 
Has sccrctly droppcd out, 

From her fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

And tho’ somc pctty Scandal 

Pursuc this Vcnial Fact, 

Hcr Mothcr shc swcar$ Zoons and C- 
And her fa, la, la, la, etc. 

Her Honour is intact, 

And hcr fa, la, la, la, etc. 
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Oh Phillis, thcn bc wisc, 

And give Easc to Lovcr’s rackcd, 

For your fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

Let Coyncss bc abated, 

You know thc Pitchcr’s crackcd, 

Ву a fa, fa, la, la, ctc. 

For shamc, lct lousic Taylors 
No morc уоиг Love trapan, 

Sincc ninc of ’cm, you know ’tis said, 

Can hardly make a man; 

With a fa, la, la, la, ctc. 

/ 

The Courtier and Country Maid 

BY ТОМ DURFEV. FROM SONGS COMPLETE, I719 

All you that cithcr hcar or rcad, 

This Ditty is for your Dclight: 

’Tis of a prctty Country Maid, 

And how shc scrvcd a courtly Knight. 
’Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

This courtly Knight, whcn Ficlds wcrc grccn, 
And Sol did gcnial Warmth inspirc, 

A Farmcr’s Daughtcr late had sccn, 

Whose Facc had sct his Hcart on Fire, 
’Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Oft to hcr Fathcr’s Housc hc camc, 

And kindly was rcccivcd therc still, 

The morc hc addcd to his Shamc, 

Sincc onIy ’twas to gain his Will. 

’T^as in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Onc Evcning thcn amongst thc rcst 
Нс camc to visit thc good Man, 

But nccds must know whcrc Clara was, 

And hcard shc was a milking gonc. 

Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Thcn callcd he for his pampcrcd Stccd, 

With Pistols at his Saddlc Bow, 

And to thc Mcadow rodc with Spccd, 

Whcre shc was milking of hcr Cow. 

Twas in thc flowry Spring, etc. 

Thcn off hc lights, and ties his Horse, 

And sworc shc must his Pain rcmovc, 

If not by fair Means, yct by Forcc, 

Sincc hc was dying for hcr Lovc, 

Twas in the flowry Spring, etc. 

СзвО 



Thc pcarly Tcars now trickling fall, 

That frotn hcr bashful Eycs do flow, 
But that hc heedcd not at all, 

But docs her straight his Pistols show. 

’Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

But first pulled out a fine gay Pursc, 

Wcll lined within, as shc might scc, 

And cried, beforc it happcns worsc, 

Вс wisc, and take a Golden Fcc. 

’Twas in thc flowry Spring, etc. 

Oh kcep your Gold, replicd thc Maid, 

I will not takc уоиг goldcn Fcc, 

For wcll you hopc to be rcpaid, 

And grcatcr Trcasure takc from mc, 

*Twas in the flowry Spring, ctc. 

A thundering Oath thcn out hc scnt, 

That she should presently bc dcad; 

For wcrc his Heart not cased, hc mcant 
Point blank lo shoot her thro* thc Heađ. 

*Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Thcn making hastc to scizc hcr, wcnt 
And laid thc Firc-Arms at hcr Fcct, 
Whilst Clara sccing his Intcnt, 

Has no rccourse to Aid, but Wit. 

*Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Shc fcigns a Smilc, and clinging closc, 
Cricd out, I’vc now your Couragc tricd, 
V’havc mct no simplc Country Mousc, 

Му dcar, you shall bc satisficd. 

Twas in thc flowry Spring, etc. 

Му Fathcr takcs me for a Saint, 

Tho’ wcary of my Maidcn Gecr, 

That I may give you full Contcnt, 

Ргау look, Sir Knight, thc Coast bc clcar. 

’Twas in thc flowcry Spring, ctc. 

Look out, and scc who comcs and gocs, 
And you shall quickly have your Will; 

For if my Fathcr nothing know$, 

Thcn I shall be a Maiden still. 

’T^as in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Thc witlcs$ Knight pccps o’cr thc Hcdgc, 
As onc wcll plcascd with what he hcard, 
Whilst shc docs both thc Pistols snatch, 
And boldly stood upon hcr Guard. 

Twas in ihc flowry Spring, ctc. 
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Ксср off, ксср off, Sir Fool, shc cricd, 

And from this Spot of Ground rctirc, 

For if onc Yard to mc you stridc, 

Ву my savcd Maidcn-hcad I hre. ' 

Twas in the flowry Spring, ctc. 

Му Father once a Soldicr was, 

And Maids from Ravishcrs would frce, 

His Daughtcr too, in such a Casc, 

Can shoot a Gun as wcll as hc. 

Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

For Sovcreign too, whcn Foc invadcs, 

Can on Occasion bravcly kill, 

Not shoot, likc you, at harmlcss Maids, 

That won4 obcy your Savagc Will. 

Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

Who whcn ihc good old Man, whosc Chccr 
Showed welcomc, tho’ of littlc cost, 

A Rape thought on his Daughtcr dear, 

Most grateful way to рау your Host. 

Twas in the flowry Spring, ctc. 

Go homc, ус Fop, whcrc Gamc’s not dcar, 
And for half Crown a Doxcy gct, 

But scck no more a Partridge hcrc, 

You could not kccp, tho’ in your Nct. 
Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

At this thc Knight lookcd likc a Momc, 

Нс sucs and vows, but vain wa$ all, 

Shc soon convcycd thc Trophies homc, 

And hung up in her Fathcr’s Hall. 

’Twas in thc flowry Spring, ctc. 

The Воппу Lass: Or, the 
Button'd Smocl{ 

\NONYMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLV, I72O 

SiT you тсггу Gallants, 

For I can tcll you Ncws, 

Of a Fashion called thc Buttoncd Smock, 
Thc which our Wcnchcs usc: 

Bccausc that in thc City, 

In troth it is grcat pity; 

Our Gallants hold it much in scorn, 

Thcy should put down thc City: 

But is not this a bouncing Wcnch, 

And is not this a Воппу; 

In troth she wear$ a Holland Smock, 
l£ that she wcareth апу. 



А bonny lass in a Country Town, 

Unto hcr Commendation; 

Shc scorns a Holland Smock, 

Made aftcr the old Fashion: 

But shc will have it Holland finc, 

As finc as may bc worc; 

Hem’d and stitch’d with Naplcs Silk, 
And buttoncd down bcforc; 

But is not, ctc. 

Our Gallants of thc City, 

Ncw Fashions do dcvisc; 

And wear such ncw found fanglc things, 
Which country Folk despisc; 

As for the Buitoncd Smock, 

None can hold it in scorn; 

Nor nonc can think thc Fashion ill, 

It is so closcly worn; 

Although it may bc fclt, 

It’s scldom to bc sccn; 

It passcih all thc Fashions yct, 

That hcretofore hath bccn. 

But is not, ctc. 

Our Wcnchcs of thc City, 

That gain the Silvcr rarc; 

Somctimcs thcy wcar a Canvas Smock, 
That’s torn or worn Thrcad-barc: 

Pcrhaps a Smock of Lockrum, 

Thal’s dirty, foul, or black: 

Or clsc a Smock of Canvas coarsc, 

As hard as апу Sack. 

But is not, ctc. 

But shc that wcars thc Holland Smock, 
I commcnd hcr still that did it; 

То wcar hcr undcr Parts so finc, 

Thc morc ’tis for hcr Crcdit: 

For somc will havc thc out-sidc finc, 

То makc thc bravcr show; 

But shc will havc hcr Holland Smock 
That’s Buttoncd down bclow. 

But i$ not, ctc. 

But if that I should take in hand, 

Hcr Person to commend; 

I should vouchsafc a long Discoursc, 
Thc which I could not end: 

For hcr Virtucs ihcy arc many, 

Her pcrson likewise such; 

But onfy in particular, 

Some part of them П1 touch. 

But is noc, ctc. 

Пз«5 3 



Those Fools that still are doing^ 

With none but costly Dames; 

With tcdiousness of wooing, 

Makes cold their hottest flames: 

Givc mc thc Country Lass, 

That trips it o’er the Field; 

And ope’s her Forest at the first, 

Anđ is not Соу to yicld. 

Who whcn shc dons hcr Vcsturc, 

Shc makcs ihc Spring hcr Glass; 

And with hcr Comcly gesturc, 

Doth all thc Mcadows pass: 

Who knows no othcr cunning, 

But whcn shc fecls it comc; 

То gripc уоиг Васк, if you be slack, 

And thrust уоиг Wcapon homc. 

*Tis not thcir boasting humour, 

Their paintcd looks nor statc; 

Nor smclls of the Perfumcr, 

Thc Crcaturc doth create: 

Shall makc mc unto thcsc, 

Such slavish servicc owe; 

Givc mc thc Wcnch that frccly takcs, 

And frccly doth bcstow. 

Who far from all bcguiling, 

Doth not hcr Bcauty Mask; 

But all the while lye smiling, 

Whilc you arc at your task: 

Who in thc midst of Plcasurc, 

Will bcyond activc strain; 

And for your Pranks, will givc you thanks, 
And curtscy for уоиг pain. 

A 

The Old Woman’s Wish 

ANONVMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURCB MELANCHOLV, I72O 

As I went by an Hospital, 

I hcard an Old Woman сгу, 

Kind Sir, quoth she, be kind to me, 

Oncc morc bcforc I Dic, 

And grant to mc thosc Joys, 

That bclong to Woman-kind, 

And thc Fatcs above reward your Love, 

То an Old Woman Роог and Blind. 

I find an itching in my Blood, 

Altho' it bc somcthing G)ld, 

Thercfore Good Man do what you can, 

То comfort me now Гт Old. 
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And Grant to mc those Joys, 

That bclong to Woman-kind, 

And thc Fatcs abovc Rcvvard your Lovc, 
То an Old Woman Poor and Blinđ. 

Altho’ I cannot scc thc Day, 

For ncvcr a glancc of light; 

Kind Sir, I swear and do dcclarc, 

1 honour thc Joys of Night; 

Thcn grant to mc thosc Joys, 

That bclong to Woman-kind, 

And the Fates abovc Reward your Love, 
То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

Wlicn I was in my Blooming Vouth, 

Му vigorous Lovc was Hot; 

Now in my Agc I darc Engagc, 

A fancy I stiU havc got: 

Thcn givc to mc thosc Joy$, 

That bclong to Woman-kind, 

And thc Fatcs abovc Rcward your Lovc, 
То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

You shall gain of a Rcward, 

If Rcadily you comply; 

Thcn do not Blush but touch my flcsh, 
This minutc bcforc I dic: 

0 let mc tastc those Joys, 

That bclong to Woman-kind, 

And thc Fatcs abovc Rcward your Lovc, 
То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

I Forty Shillings would frccly give, 

Tis all ihc Мопсу I havc; 

Which I full long havc bcggcd for, 

То саггу mc to my Gravc: 

This I would givc to havc thc Bliss, 

That bclongs to Woman-kind, 

And thc Fatcs abovc Rcward your Lovc, 
То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

I had a Husband in my Youth, 

As vcry wcll 'tis known, 

Thc truth to lcll he pleased mc wcll, 

But now I am left alonc; 

And long to tasic thc good Old Gamc, 
That bclongs to Woman-kind: 

And thc Fatcs above Rcward your Lovc, 
То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

If Forty Shillings will not do, 

Му Pctticoat and my Gown; 

Nay Smock also shall frecly go, 

То makc up ihe othcr Ćrown: 
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Then Sir, ргау Grant that kind Request, 
That belongs to Woman-kind; 

And the Fates above Reward your Love, 

То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

Tho’ I am Fourscore Ycars of Age, 

I love with a Right good Will; 

And what in truth I want in Youth, 

I have it in pcrfect Skill: 

Then grant to me that Charming Bliss, 

That bclongs to Woman*kind; 

And thc Faics abovc Rcward your Lovc, 

То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

Now if you do not plcasurc mc, 

And givc mc thc thing I cravc; 

I do protest I shall not rcst, 

Whcn I am laid in my Gravc: 

Thcrcforc kind Sir, granl mc ihc Joys, 

That bclong to Woman-kind; 

And the Fatcs abovc Rcward your Lovc, 

То an Old Woman Poor and Blind. 

/ 

The ЈоИу TradcS‘Mcn 

ANONVMOUS. FROM PILLS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLV, I72O 

SoMETiMES I am a Tapster ncw, 

And skillful in my Tradc, Sir, 

I fill my Pots most duly, 

Without dcccit or froth, Sir: 

A spickct of two Handfuls long, 

I usc to Оссиру Sir: 

And when I sct a Butt abroach, 

Thcn shall no Bccr run by Sir. 

Somctimcs I am a Butchcr, 

And thcn I fccl fat Warc Sir; 

And if thc Flank bc flcshcd wcll, 

I takc no farthcr care Sir: 

But in I thrust my Slaughtcring-Knifc, 

Up to ihc Haft with spccd Sir; 

For all that cvcr I can do, 

I cannot makc it blecd Sir. 

Sometimcs I am a Bakcr, 

And Ваке both white and brown Sir; 

1 havc as finc a Wriggling-Polc, 

As апу is in all this Town Sir: 

But if my Ovcn bc ovcr-hot, 

I darc not thrust it in Sir; 

For burning of my Wriggling-Polc, 

Му Skill’s not worth a Pin Sir. 
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Sometimes I am a Glover, 

And can do passing well Sir; 

In dressing of a Doe-skin, 

I know 1 do excel Sir: 

But if by chance a Flaw I find, 

In dressing of the Lcathcr; 

I siraightway whip my Nccdlc out, 

And I tack *cm closc togethcr. 

Somctimes I am a Cook, 

And in Flect-Strcct I do dwell Sir: 

At the sign of the Sugar-Ioaf, 

As it is known full wcll Sir: 

And if a dainty Lass comcs by, 

And wants a dainty bit Sir; 

I take four Quartcrs in my Arms, 

And put thcm on my Spit Sir. 

In wcavcring and Fulling, 

I have such passing Skill Sir; 

And undcrncath my VVcavcring-Bcam, 
Thcrc stands a Fulling-Mill Sir: 

То havc good wivcs’ displcasurc, 

I would bc vcry loath Sir; 

Thc Water runs so ncar my Hand; 

It ovcr-thicks my Cloath Sir. 

Somctimcs I am a Shoc-makcr, 

And work with silly Bones Sir; 

То makc my Lcathcr soft and moist, 

I usc a pair of Stones Sir: 

Му Lasts for and my lasting Sticks, 

Art fit for cvcry sizc Sir; 

I know the length of Lasscs Fcct, 

Ву handling of thcir Thighs Sir. 

Thc Tanncr’s Tradc I practicc, 
Somctimcs amongst thc rcst Sir; 

Yct I could ncvcr gct a Hair, 

Of апу Hidc I drcss’d Sir; 

For I havc bccn tanning of a Hidc, 

This long scvcn Ycars and morc Sir; 

And yet it is as hairy still, 

As cvcr it was beforc Sir. 

Somctimcs I am a Taylor, 

And work with Thrcad that’s strong Sir; 
I have a finc great Necdle, 

About two handfulls long Sir: 

Thc fincst Sempster in this Town, 

That works by line or leisure; 

Мау use my Needle at a pinch, 

And do themselvcs great Heasure. 
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No Wit U\€ То a Woman's 

FROM THE ЕХЕТЕЕ CARLAND, IJIO 

You Gallants all London, ргау draw ncar a whilc, 

Here’s a pleasant Ditty will makc you all to smilc, 

*Ti8 of a Merchant’s Widow that did in London dwcll, 
And shc had Storc of Richcs, as many Pcoplc tcll. 

Shc had a prctty Daughtcr, indccd shc had no morc, 

And she was Heir, as wc do hnd to all hcr worldly Store. 

A Sailor came to court this Maid, but he was very poor, 

Yct nc’crthclcss this Maidcn fair did him much adorc. 

This youthful Couplc agrccd to wcd in a litdc Timc, 

If that good old Woman thcy could gct in Mind: 

But of her Gold and Silvcr shc such a God did make, 

She kcpt hcr Daughtcr singlc all for hcr Fortunc’s Sakč. 

Thc Maidcn said, Ргау, Mothcr, lct mc wcd my Dear, 

For wc havc lovcd cach othcr abovc thcsc scvcn Ycar. 

The Mother then she said, Havc him with all my Heart, 

But with onc Farthing of your Portion yct I will not part. 

Thc Daughtcr said, Your Rcason for this lct mc know, 

Six thousand Pounds my Fathcr has lcft mc, that is truc, 

As long as I have Wealth enough, Г11 have thc Man I love, 
And thcrcforc I do hopc you will of thc Match apprdvc. 

Thcn straightway in Passion thc old Woman sworc, 

You’rc too young 10 таггу yct, and thcrcforc ргау forbcar, 
For you must lct mc таггу first, for tho* Гт old and gray, 

I havc a Tooth within my Hcad that’s coltish I do say; 

This Мопсу 4will bring mc a Husband brisk and young, 
’Tis Timc cnough for you to bcgin, I think, whcn I’vc donc; 
Му Child, you nc’cr kncw the Bliss, and so you cannot pinc, 
As I for wani of my Goodman havc donc a tcdious Timc. 

Dcar Mothcr, you makc mc blush to hcar you talk so wild, 
But sincc you do a Husband want, I swcar as Гт your Child 
Г11 stay till you’rc married first, and whcn it is my Turn, 

I hopc to havc thc Man I lovc, so lct thc Gamc go on, 

Ргау fit mc for thc Country, for thcrc I mcan to go, 

And thcrc thc јоИу Sailor will not bc in my Vicw. 

The old Woman rcjoiccd at this, fit hcr out straightway 
Thinking shc to Worccstcrshirc would go without Dclay. 

This young crafty Damsel has a Frolic in hcr Hcad, 

Shc sent thcn for hcr Lovcr, and unto him she said, 

Му Mothcr $ays my Portion must hcr a Husband buy, 

For shc without a Bcdfellow no longcr cannot lic; 
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Anđ thercforc Гш rcsolvcđ thi.« Frolic for to plty» 

I will cut my lovcly Hair, and drcss in Man’s Аггау, 

A Suitor to my Mothcr Ш go in this Disguisc, 

And chcat thc good old Woman of all thc goldcn Prizc. 

Hcr Lovcr hc did hcartily laugh to hcar thc samc, 

Saying, If you do procccd, my Dcar, *twill bc a prctty Gamc; 
But prithcc do you not think but that shc’U know your Facc. 
Nc’cr fcar, said thc Damscl, for thus must stand the Case. 

Ш stiflc hcr with Kisscs, and put hcr in Surprizc, 
rU vow and swear I nothing see but Beauty in hcr £yes; 

And if at апу timc shc gazcs in my Facc, 

ril on hcr Bosom lay my hcad, hcr Bubbics to cmbracc; 

I’ve a Fricnd that soon shall go, my Pcrson to commcnd, 
And tcll Гт in Lovc with hcr, and soon shc’ll for mc scnd: 
So farc you wcll, my dcarcst Dcar, this Frolic ГИ pursuc, 

And cvcry Day Г11 lct you know how all Mattcrs go. 

Thc old Woman thinking hcr Daughtcr out of Town 
Shc was rcsolv’d not vcry long for to lic alonc; 

And shc among hcr Fricnds a visiting did go, 

In hopcs a Husband for to gct as shc walkcd to and fro. 

Hcr Daughtcr, drcst like a Bcau, onc day shc did mcct, 
Who kindly cmbraccd hcr, & swore thc Kiss was swcct, 

Dcar Madam, Гт so dccp in Lovc, bcforc that wc do part, 

I bcg you’ll tcll mc whcrc you, livc, or you’U brcak my Hcart. 

Shc said, Go along with mc, and if your Lovc bc truc, 

You arc a charming prctty Youth, and 1 can fancy you, 

I’vc Storc of Gold and Silvcr lo makc you rich and grcat, 

A Chariot whcrcin you may ridc, Footmcn on you to wait. 

Shc not thinking who this young airy Spark might bc 
Shc took hcr ncw Acquaintancc homc immcdiaicly; 

This Spark fcll strong to courting, 6c suddcnly did swcar 
Tcn thousand charming Bcautics in hcr Eycs thcrc wcrc. 

Thcn gavc hcr mclting Kisscs, бс pullcd hcr on’s Kncc, 

And with hcr ancicnt Bubbics playcd a plcasant Comcđy. 

Thc old Woman did simpcr, 6c was plcascd to thc Hcart, 
Saying, Му Dcar, a Diamond Ring, ГИ givc bcforc wc part. 

Thcn up Stairs shc took him to scc hcr golden Storc, 
Saying, The Day I таггу you, 111 givc you this and morc; 
But can you lovc mc hcartily, tcll mc, my prctty Dcar, 

Because you see that I am old, and strickcn wcU in Ycars. 

And you are but a Stripling, Just in your youthful Primc, 

I fcar you wiU a Whoring run, and lcavc mc for to pinc. 

Dcar Madam, I did ncvcr lovc a Whorc in all my Lifc, 

111 bc as constant as thc Dovc when you arc made my Wife. 
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Му Dear, taid the old Woman, on St. Andrew*t Day 
We wiU be )oined togethcr in private I do say: 

111 make you Master of my Store before to Bed we go, 

That you better may reward my Love for doing to. 

With many amorous Kisses they partcd.that Night, 

She goes unto the Sailor her јоу and Heart's Delight; 

She gave him the Diamond Ring and told her Succest, 

And tho' she had Breeches on, they lovingly cmbraced. 

A courting to hcr Mother each Day she constant went; 

At length St. Andrcw*s Day came, to her great Content. 

То Church thcn to be married this couple they did hie, 

The Marriage being over, the Fun comes by and by. 

As soon as c’er thc Bridgeroom camc within thc Door 
She took him in and madc him the Master of her Store, 

Her Gold, Bonds, k Leascs, shc did to her Spousc rcsign, 
Saying, Такс Possession of my Storc for thou’rt fairly minc. 

This done, the Fcmale Bridegroom bcgan to bc in Carc 
Which way the golden Prize to convey unto hcr Dear, 

Thcn turning to hcr Mothcr, said, Му Hcart’s Dclight, 

We’U go abroad to dinc to Day, and home to Bed at Night. 

Thc Bridc she had a Sister lived in Hanovcr-Squarc, 

She agreed to go thither, and Spouse to mect her therc, 

Her Chariot was made ready, as soon as she was gone, 

The Maid for thc Sailor sent, & told him what was done. 

Ten thousand Pound to the jolly Sailor she did givc, 
Stying, To-morrow Hl bc wiih you, if that I do livc, 

But I must give my Bride my Сотрапу to Night 
I fcar ihe Bargain shcll rcpcnt bcforc thc Morning light. 

Thc Sailor wcnt off, thc Bridcgroom wcnt to thc Bridc 
Soon as she entcred thc Room, the Aunt in surprise said, 

Гт surc, if this your Husband be, I vcrily do swcar 
It is your only Daughtcr that does thc Đrceches wcar. 

Thc Dcvil take hcr if it bc, (The Mothcr thcn did say) 
Now stcadfastly I look at hcr, I rcally think ’tis shc; 

But to bc furthcr satisficd, I soIcmnly do swear, 

I will havc thc Brccchcs down to know what Sort of Warc. 

Then rising in a Passion did about the Brccchcs fall 
Thc Daughtcr laughcd hcartily, shc had no strcngth at all, 
She said, How can you bc so rudc such Things to discovcr? 
I’m sure I am as good a Man as cvcr was my Mother. 

She got the Brecches down, k found that it was true, 

Shc said, Sincc you’vc mc dcccivcd Г11 surcly makc you rue. 

II is not in уоиг Powcr, (thc Daughter shc did say) 

You fairly did surrcndcr your Treasure unto me; 
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So Гш rcsolvcd to-morro^v to wcd thc Sailor bright, 

I think it is high timc I should know thc swcct Ddi^t 
That scts you thus a longing, and whcn that I havc (bnc, 

Уои may gct a Husbanđ, whcn it comcs to уоиг Turn. 

The old Woman torc the Tccth out of hcr Hcad, 

Next Day thc youthful Lady shc did thc Sailor wcd. 

The Mother still a hundrcd a Year does posscss, 

And whcn it comcs in hcr Turn shc’s to bc carcsscd. 

> 

РгеПу Kate of Windsor: 

A New Ballad 

ANONVMOUS. PROM PILLS ТО PURGE MBLANCHOLV, I^IO 

Near to thc Town of Windsor, upon a plcasant Grccn, 

Therc livcd a Millcr’s Daughtcr, hcr Agc about Eightccn. 

A Skin as Whitc as Alabastcr, and a killing Еус, 

A round Plump bonny Buttock joincd to a upcr Thigh; 

Thcn ah! bc kind, my Dcar, bc kindcr, was thc Ditty Still, 
Whcn prctty Katc of Windsor camc lo thc Mill. 

То trcat with hcr in Privatc, first camc a Booby Squirc, 

Нс ofTcrcd tcn broad Picccs, but shc rcfuscd thc hirc; 

She said his Corn was musty, nor should hcr Toll-dish fill, 

His Mcasurc too so scanty, shc fcarcd ’twould burn hcr Mill. 

Thcn ah! bc kind, ctc. 

Soon after camc a Lawycr, as hc thc Circuit wcnt, 

Нс sworc hc’d Chcat hcr Landlord, and shc should рау no 
Rcnt; 

Нс qucstioncd thc Fcc simplc; but him shc plainly told, 

ГИ kccp in spight of Law Tricks, minc own dcar Copyho!d. 
Thcn ah! bc kind, ctc. 

Thc ncxt camc on a Troopcr, that did of Fighting pratc, 

Till shc pullcd out his Pistol, and knockcd him o’cr thc Patc. 

I hatc, shc cricd, a Hcctor, a Dronc without a Sting, 

For if you must bc Fighting, Fricnd, go do it for thc King. 
Thcn ah! bc kind, ctc. 

A latc discardcd Giurticr, wouId ncxt hcr favour win, 

Нс offcrcd hcr a Thousand whcn c’cr King Jamcs camc in; 

Shc laughed at that cxtrcmcly, and said it was too small, 

For if hc c’cr comcs in again, you’ll gct thc Dcvil and all. 

Thcn ah! bc kind, ctc. 

Ncxt camc a strutting Sailor that was of Matc's dcgrcc, 

Нс braggcd much of his Valour in thc laic Fight at Sca; 

Shc told him his Bravados but lamcly did appcar, 

For if you had stood to’i, you Rogucs, thc Frcnch had nc’cr comc 
hcrc. 

Thcn ah! bc kind, ctc. 
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А Shopkeeper of London then opened his Love Case, 

Не told her he was Famous for Penning an Address; 

She tdid City<wisdom was known by their Affairs, 

Guild-Hall was full of Wit too in choice of Sheriffs and 
Mayors. 

Then ah! be kind, etc. 

Ncxt camc a smug Physician upon a Pacing Marc, 

But she declared shc likcd him much worse than апу there; 

Не was so used to Blistcrs, she told him to his Face, 

Не always would be bobbing his Pipe at the wrong place. 

Then ah! bc kind, ctc. 

The Parson of the Town then did next his flame reveal, 

She made him second Mourning, and covered him with Meal; 
Thc Man of God stood frctting, shc bid him not be vcxt, 

Twill serve you for a Surplicc to Cant in Sunday next. 

Thcn ahl bc kind, ctc. 

Now if you*d know the rcason she was to them unkind, 

There was a brisk young Farmcr that uught her still to 
grind; 

She knew him for a Workman that had the ready skill, 

То open well her Water-gate, and best supply her Mill. 

Thcn ah! bc kind, my Dcar, bc kindcr, wa8 thc Ditty still, 
Whcn prctty Katc of Windsor camc to thc Mill. 

A 

Lamcntation for Dorinda 

BY MATTHEW PRIOR. FROM POEMS, 1^22 

Farewell уе shady walks, and founuins, 

Sinking vallcys, rising mountains; 

Farcwcll ус crystal strcams, that pass 
Thro’ fragrant mcads of vcrdant grass; 

Farcwcll ус flowers, swcct and fair, 

That uscd to gracc Dorinda’s hair; 

Farcwcll ус woods, who uscd to shade 
The pressing youth, and yiclding maid: 

Farcwcll ус birds, whosc morning song 
Oft made u$ know we slept too long: 

Farewcll dcar bcd, so often prcst, 

So oftcn abovc othcrs blcst, 

With thc kind wcight of all hcr charms, 

When panting, dying, in my arms. 

Dorinda’s gonc, gone far away, 

She’s gone, and Strephon cannot stay: 

Ву sympathetic ties I flnd 
That to Her sphere I am confln’d; 

Му motions still on Her must wait, 

And what She wills to me is fate. 
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She's gone, O! hear it all ус bowers, 

Ус walks, ус founiains, trecs, and flowers, 
For whom you mađc your earliest show, 
For whom you took a pride to grow. 
Shc’s gonc, 01 hcar уе nightingalcs, 

Yc mountains ring it to thc valcs, 

And ccho to the country round, 

Thc mournfui, dismai, kiliing sound; 
Dorinda’s gone, and Strcphon gocs, 

То finđ with Hcr his lost rcposc. 


But crc I go, Of lct mc sec, 

That all things mourn Hcr loss like mc: 
Play, play, no morc ус spouting fountains, 
Risc, ус vallcys, sink, ус mountains; 

Yc walks, in moss, ncglcctcd lic, 

Yc birds, bc mutc; ус strcam, bc dry. 
Fadc, fadc, ус flowcrs, and lct thc rosc 
No morc its blushing buds disclosc; 

Yc sprcading bccch, and tapcr fir, 
Languish away in mourning Hcr; 

And ncvcr lct your fricndly shade, 

Thc stcalth of othcr Lovers aid. 

And thou, 0! dear, dclightful bcd, 

Thc altar whcrc Her maidcnhcad, 

With burning chccks, and down cast cycs, 
With panting brcasts, and kind rcplics, 

And othcr duc solcmnity, 

Was offcr’d up to lovc and mc. 

Hcrcaftcr suffcr no abusc, 

Sincc consccraicd to our usc, 

As thou art sacrcd, don’t profanc 
Thy sclf with апу vulgar stain, 

But to thy pridc bc still displaycd, 

Thc print hcr lovcly limbs havc madc: 

Scc, in a moment, all is chang’d, 

Thc flowcrs shrunk up, thc trccs disrang’d, 
And that which worc so swcct a facc, 
Bccomc a horrid, dcsert placc. 

Naturc Hcr influcncc withdraws, 

Th’ cfTcct must follow still thc causc, 

And whcrc Dorinda will residc, 

Naturc must thcrc all gay providc. 
Dccking that happy spot of carth, 

Likc Edcn’s-Gardcn at its birth, 

То plcasc Hcr matchlcss, darling Maid, 
Thc wondcr of hcr Forming-Trađc; 
Exce!ling All who e’cr Exccllcd, 

And as wc nc’cr thc likc bchcld, 

So ncithcr is, nor c’cr can bc, 

Hcr Parallcl, or Sccond Shc. 
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Advice То a Lady 

BY MATTHEW PRIOR. FROM POEMS, 1^22 

Phillis, givc this humour over, 

We too long have timc abused; 

I shall turn an errant rover, 

If thc favour’s still rcfuscd. 


Faithl ’tis nonsensc out of mcasurc, 
Without cnding thus to scc 
Womcn forccd to tastc a pleasurc 
Which thcy lovc as wcll as wc. 


Lct not pride and folly sharc you, 
Wc wcrc madc but to спјоу; 
Nc’cr will agc or ccnsure sparc you, 
E’cr thc morc for bcing соу. 


Ncvcr fancy Timc’s bcforc you, 

Youth, bclicvc me, will away; 

Thcn, alas! who will adorc you, 

Or to wrinklcs tribute рау? 

All thc swains on you attcnding 
Show how much your charms dcscrvc; 
But, miscr-like, for fcar of spcnding, 
You amidst your plcnty starvc. 


Whilc a thousand frccr lasscs, 

Who thcir youth and charms cmploy, 
Though your bcauty thcirs surpasses, 

Livc in far morc pcrfcct јоу, 

> 

Ап Anstver То the Curious Maid 

BY MATTHEW PRIOR, I73I 

То Cloc’i Lap all Men muit yield; 

Against thii Part thcre is no shield. 

—LATE MISCELL. 

Thy Muse, O Bard! that Wondcrs tcll, 

Fair Qoc*s Charms Below Reveals; 

Thc Blissful Scat all Mcn Adore, 

Whcn fclt; whcn sccn, that strikes no more: 
Tho’ thus thy Musc Displays thc Place, 

Full oft Rcvicw’d in Shining Glass; 

Yct Still Ncglects thy vent’rous Lyrc, 

The Greatest Joys which Youths inspife. 

П 396 3 



As Labourers in thc Oozy Mine, 

Must deep Descend, (a$ Lakes o£ Brine) 
In caverns dark, thro’ Vcins below, 

Thro’ Mazes, Turnings, Windings go, 
Earth’s Treasures £ar beneath unbind, 

Thc Gold and Silvcr Orc to find; 

So must each Swain his Couragc provc, 
Within, to scek thc Јоув o£ Lovc. 

When Ships at Sca, in Storms are tost, 
Ву furious Galcs in Tcmpcst lost; 

Whcn £oaming Wavcs disturb thc Main; 
Below thc Watcrs movc Scrcnc; 

Thus Ruff to vicw tho’ Cloc's Pridc, 
Within thc grcatcst Charms residc. 

’Tis no One Тоу that wins thc Swain, 
That givcs to Vouthful Damon Pain; 

The £ycs like Stars, and shining Hair, 
Thc globous Brcasts our Vouths Ensnare; 
Finc Ivory Limbs conccalcd, Surprizc; 

Thc Valc, and Mount, and Snowy Thighs, 
0£ Bcauteous Cloc nc’cr cmploycd 
In Lovc, nor Evcr oncc Enjo^cd; 

Hc’s morc than Man that Thcsc can view, 
And not thc Gamc o£ Lovc pursuc. 

Whcn paniing Breast to Brcast is joincd 
Wc Fcast on Raptures unconfined, 

Vast and Luzuriant, such as prove, 

Thc Immortality o£ Lovc. 

Lovc’s Palacc fills cach Brcast with Firc, 
This Damon movcs with strong Dcsirc: 

As Lilies fair the Banks adorn, 

And Violcts in thc Bosom worn; 

A$ ncar somc purling Strcams агс scen, 
Thc sprcading Boughs of Willow Grccn; 
As Trccs that gracc thc verdant Plain, 

And Hills complcat thc Rural Sccnc; 

As Noble Mansions furnished round, 

With Hangings fair and Fringc abound; 
So Cloc gay has pow’rful Charms, 

То sct ofi what thc Lovcr warm$. 

No singlc Јоу thc Swain czcitcs, 

’Tis All ihc Femalc that invitcs; 

Нсг Scnsc, hcr Wit, hcr Bcautics all, 

Ву which thc Vouthful Lovers fall. 

As Warriors in ihc Martial Ficld, 

Макс Stubborn Foes to Conduct yicld, 

Ву various Arts and Toils prevail, 

Whcn Cannons loud and Morurs fail; 
Thus when thcir Charms Bclow агс vain, 
Ву othcrs Femates Conoucst gain. 
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The Su/imming Lady: Or, 

A Wanton Discovery 

ANONVMOUS. FROM COLL. OF OLD BALLADS, 1723 
Being a true Relation o( a Соу Uđy betray’d by her Lover as ihe wai Strippmi 
herseU stark Naked, and Swiinmmg in a River ncar Oxford. 

ТнЕ four and twcnticth Day of Мау, 

Of ali Timcs in thc Ycar, 

A Virgin-Lady bright in and gay, 

Did privatcly appcar 
Closc by a Rivcr-sidc, which she 
Did singlc out thc rathcr, 

’Causc shc was surc, shc was secure, 

And had an Intcnt to bath hcr. 

With glittcring Glancc, hcr jcalous Eycs, 

Did slyly look about, 

То scc if апу lurking Spics, 

Wcre hid to find hcr out; 

And bcing wcll rcsolv’d that nonc 
Could vicw hcr Nakcdncss; 

Shc puts hcr Robcs off, onc by one 
And doth hcr sclf undrcss. 

A purplc Mantlc (fringcd with Gold) 

Нсг Ivory Hands unpin, 

It would have madc a Coward bold, 

Ог temptcd a Saint to sin; 

She turns about to look again, 

I hope, say$ she, I am safe, 

And thcn a Rosy Pctticoat, 

Shc prcscntly put off. 

The Snow-Whitc Smock which shc had on 
Tran$parcndy so dccked hcr, 

It looked likc Cambrick-Lawn, upon 
An Alabastcr Picturc, 

Thro’ which уоиг Еус might faindy spy 
Нсг ВсИу and hcr Васк; 

Hcr Limbs were strait, and all wa$ white 
But that which should be black. 

The Part which shc’s ashamed to scc 
Without a bashful Blush, 

Appeared like curious ТШапу 
Displayed upon a Bush; 

But that Postcrior cxtremc Limb 
Shc cannot look upon, 

Did likc a twisted Сћеггу seem 
Bcfore the white was gone. 

As whcn a Masquing Scene is drawn, 

And new Lights do appear, 

Whcn shc put ofl hcr Smock of Lawn, 

Just such a Sight was there: 
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Thc biight Rcflecuon oi ћсг E^cs, 

In cvcry Umb wjis sirowcd, 

As v/bcn tbc radiant Sun doib risc, 

And gild cach ncigbbouring Cloud, 

Into a flucnt Strcam shc lcapt, 

Which look’d likc liquid Glass; 

The Fishcs from ali Quarters crcpt, 

То scc what Angcl ’twas; 

She did so likc a Vision look, 

Or Fancy in a Drcam, 

Twas thought thc Sun thc Sky forsook, 

And dropt into thc Strcam, 

Each Fish did wish himsclf a Man, 

About her all wcrc drawn, 

And at thc Sight of hcr bcgan 
То sprcad abroad thcir Spawn: 

Shc turncd to swim upon hcr Васк, 

And so display’d hcr Banncr, 

If Jovc had then in Hcavcn bccn 
Нс would havc dropt upon hcr. 

Thus was thc Rivcr’s Diamond Hcad, 

With Pearl and Sapphirc crowncd: 

Her lcgs did shove, her Arms did movc, 

Hcr Body did rebound; 

Shc that did quaff thc Juicc of Јоу, 

(Fair Vcnus Quccn of Lovc) 

With Mars did ncver in morc ways, 

Of mcliing Motion movc. 

A Lad that long hcr Lovc had been, 

And could obtain no Gracc, 

For all hcr prying, lay unsccn; 

Hid in a sccrct Placc; 

Who having bccn rcpulscd whcn hc 
Did often come to woo her, 

Pull’d off his Clothcs, and furiously 
Did run and lcap in to hcr. 

She shricks, she strives, and down she dives, 
Не brings her up again, 

Нс got hcr o’cr, upon thc Shorc, 

And thcn, and thcn, and thcn! 

As Adam did old Evc спјоу, 

You may gucss what I mcan; 

Bccausc shc all uncovercd 1ау, 

Нс covcrcd hcr again. 

With wat’ry Еусз, she pants, and crics 
I’m uucrly undonc, 

If уоиИ not be wcddcd unto mc, 

Ecr thc next Morning Sun; 
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Не answered her, 1*11 never sdr 
Out o£ thy Sight *till then; 

We'll both clap Hands, in Wedlock Bandi, 
Маггу, and to’t agen. 

/ 

The Wanton Wife of Bath 

ANONVMOUS. FIOM COLL. OP OLD EALLADS, I723 

In Bath a wanton Wifc did dwcll, 

As Chaucer hc doth write; 

Who did in Plcasurc spcnd hcr E)ayi, 

In many a Fond Delight. 

Upon a timc fore sick she was, 

And at thc lcngth did die; 

Hcr Soul af last at Hcaven’s Gatc, 

Did knock most mightily. 

Then Adam came unto the Gate, 

Who knocketh thcrc? quoth hc: 

I am thc Wife of Bath, shc said, 

And fain would come to thec. 

Thou art a Sinncr, Adam said, 

And hcrc no Placc shall havc, 

Alas for you, good Sir, she said, 

Now gip you doting Knave. 

I will comc in, in spight she said, 

Of all such Churlcs as thec; 

Thou wcrt thc Causer of our Woc, 

Our Pain and Miscry; 

And Brst broke God’s Commandments, 

In pleasure of thy Wife: 

Whcn Adam heard her tcll this Tale, 

Нс ran away for Lifc. 

Thcn đown camc Jacob at thc Gatc, 

And bids her pack to Hcll, 

Thou falsc Dccciver, why, said shc, 

Thou may’5t bc thcrc as wcll. 

For thou dccciv’st thy Fathcr dcar, 

And thinc own Brother too. 

Away wcnt Jacob presently, 

And made no morc ado. 

She knocks again with might and main, 
And Loc, he chides her strait: 

Why then, quoth she, thou drunken Ais, 
Who biđ thec here to waii. 
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With thy two l>aughters thou đid’st lic, 

On them two Bastards got; 

And thus most tauntingly she chah 
Against poor silly L^. 

Who callcth thcrc, quoth Judith thcn, 
With such shrill sounding NotcsP 

This Bne Minx surcly cannot hcar, 

Quoth Shc, for cutting Throats. 

Good Lord, how Judith blush'd for shamc 
Whcn she hcard her say so; 

King David hearing of the same, 

Нс to thc Gatc did go. 

Quoth David, who knocks thcrc so loud, 
And makcth all this Strifc! 

You wcrc morc kind, good Sir, shc said, 
Unto Uriah’s Wifc. 

And whcn thou causcdcst thy Servant 
In Battlc to bc slain, 

Thou causcdcst thcn morc strifc than I, 
Who would comc hcrc so fain. 

Thc Woman’s mad, said Solomon, 

That thus doth taunt a King. 

Not half so mad as you, she said, 

I know in many a thing, 

Thou haddcst scvcn Hundrcd Wivci, 

For whom thou did’st provide, 

Yct for all this, thrcc hundrcd Whorcs, 
Thou did’st maintain bcsidc. 

And thosc madc thcc forsakc thy God, 

And worship Stocks and Stoncs, 

Bcsidcs thc chargc thcy put thcc to 
In brccding of young Boncs. 

Had’st thou not bccn bcsidc thy Wiis, 
Thou would’st not thus havc vcnturcd; 

And thcrcfore I do marvcl much, 

How thou this Placc hast entercd. 

I ncver heard, quoth Jonas then, 

So vile a Scold as this, 

Thou Whorc-$on run away, quoth shc, 
Thou diddcst morc amiss. 

I think, quoth Thomas, Women’s Tongues 
Of Aspcn-Leaves are madc. 

Thou unbelieving Wretch, quoch she, 

AIl is ooc true that’s said. 
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What Магу Magdalcn hcard hcr thcn, 
Shc camc unto thc Gatc, 

Quoth shc, good Woman, you must think 
Upon уоиг formcr Statc. 

No Sinncr cntcrs in this Placc, 

Quoth Магу Magdalcn thcn, 

*Twcrc ill for you, fair Mistrcss mild 
Shc answcr’d hcr again: 

You for уоиг Honcsty, quoth shc, 

Should oncc bc stoncd to Dcath, 

Had not our Saviour Christ comc by, 
And writtcn on thc Earth. 

It was not your Occupation, 

You arc bccomc divinc, 

I hopc my Soui in Christ’s Passion 
Shall bc as safc as thinc. 

Thcn rosc thc good Apostlc Paul, 

Unto this Wifc hc cricd, 

Except thou shake thy Sins away 
Thou hcrc shalt bc dcnicd. 

Rcmembcr Paul, what thou hast done, 
All thro’ a lcwd Dcsirc, 

How thou did’st pcrsccutc God’s Church, 
With Wrath as hot as firc. 

Thcn up starts Pctcr, at thc last, 

And to thc Gatc hc highs, 

Fond Fool, quoth he, knock not so fast, 
Thou wcaricst Christ with Crics. 

Pctcr, said shc, contcnt thy sclf, 

For Мсгсу may bc won, 

I ncvcr did dcny my Christ, 

As thou thy sclf hath donc. 

Whcn as our Saviour Christ hcard this, 
With hcavcnly Angcls bright, 

Не comes unto this sinful Soul, 

Who trcmblcd at his Sight. 

Of him for Мсгсу shc did cravc, 

Quoth hc, thou hast rcfuscd 
Му proffcrcd Gracc, and Мсгсу both, 
And much my Namc abuscd. 

Sore httve / sinn'd, 0 Lord, she smd, 

And spent ту time in vein. 

But bring me Ш(е и wttnd‘ring Sheep 
Into thy Floc{ ttgttin: 



0 Lord ту God, l mll amend 
Му jormer wtc\ed Vice. 

The 'liiicf at thcsc poor sUly Wor(ls, 
Passcd into Paradisc. 

Му Laws and my G)mmandments, 

Saith Christ, wcrc known to thcc, 

But of the same in апу wi$e, 

Not yct onc Word did ус. 

I grant thc samc, O lord, quoth shc, 

Most lcwdiy did I livc, 

But yet the loving Father did 
His prodigai ^n forgivc. 

So I forgivc thy Soul, hc saiđ, 

Through thy rcpcnting Сгу, 

Comc you thcrcforc into my Јоу, 

I wili not thee dcny. 

/ 

The Cowardly Clown of Flanders 
Cuct{olded 

ANONVMOUS. FROM COLL. OF OLD BALLADS, I723 

An honcst Man as I am toid, 

Нс was a Cuckold madc; 

With his swcct Wifc, a Spaniard boid, 

Thc wanton Frolick plaid. 

Г11 tcll you how it camc to pass, 

If you’ll attcnd a whilc; 

A guinea to a singlc Groat, 

This Song will makc you smilc. 

In Flandcrs fair, a simplc CIown, 

As hc travclling had bccn; 

Bringing his Wife in Сотрапу, 

Came late unto his Inn: 

A Spanish Soldier being there, 

A gucst unto thc Placc, 

N 0 sooner $aw, but likcd his Wifc; 

Shc had a comcly Facc. 

Her Cheeks for curious Red and White 
The like is scldom seen; 

All wcre charraing Beauty bright, 

And of a courteous Micn; 

The Soldicr then his Wcapon drew, 

And stood upon his Guard, 

And vowcd hc’d havc a louch or two, 

Or it should ’scape him hard. 



No Rett or Quiet could he take, 

Fof Cupid*s loud Alarms; 

Free Plunder he resolvcd to make 
Of her Delightful Charms. 

Нс watchcd when thcy wcrc gonc to Bcd, 
Thcn boIdIy in comcs hc, 

And ncver said, Fricnd, by your lcavc, 

But madc thcir Numbcr thrcc. 

Нс claspcd hcr round hcr tcndcr waist, 

And fairly fcll to work; 

She had not oft bccn so cmbraced, 

Нс pleased hcr at a Jcrk: 

Thc Clown Iay still and fclt a stir, 

But durst not spcak for’s Lifc: 

At icngth his Paticncc was so movcd, 

Нс softly jogged his Wifc. 

And said to hcr, prithec intreat 
Thc Spaniard to bc still. 

То spcak Spanish, Man, quoth shc, 

You know I havc no Skill. 

But Husband, if you plcasc to risc, 

And to thc Scxlon go, 

Нс undcrstandeth Spanish well, 

Assurcdly I know. 

Faith, and Г11 fetch him strait, quoth he, 
And so thc Rustick rosc, 

And sofily sncaking out o’ Door, 

About his Mcssagc gocs: 

Mcantimc imaginc what you wiil, 

То mc it is unknown: 

But crc hcr Husband came again, 

Thc Spaniard hc was gonc. 

Which whcn thc simplc Man pcrccivcd, 

Нс fcll to Dominccr; 

O Wifc, said hc, for Twcnty Pound 
I would hc had bccn hcrc, 

This Cudgcl should havc thrashcd his Hidc 
Till all his Bones werc brokc: 

That I would have been satisfyed, 

’Causc hc did me provokc. 

Ву this chastizing Hand of mine, 

Не should havc fclt the Smart: 

I know he had some base dcsign, 

Which vcxcd mc to thc Hean. 

Tell mc, Swect hcart, whcn I was gone, 
How long the Knave did stayp 
Quoth she, You scarcc was out of Doors 
Before he ran away. 
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Wife, quoth thc Ciown, thou mak*st me laugh, 
That I did fear him thus: 

Come let us take a litde пар, 

For his disturbing us; 

You sec what comcs of Policy, 

And good discrction, Wifc, 

If I had becn some hasty Fool, 

It might havc cost my Lifc. 


Ah, so it might, quoth shc, my Dear, 
Tis well you had that Wit, 

I should havc dicd for vcry Fcar, 

If you and hc had fit; 

Comc lct u$ kccp cach othcr warm, 
And plcasant Storics tcll; 

Ohl as hc has donc mc no harm, 

So all I hopc is wcll. 




The Worcestershire Wedding 

ANONVMOUS. FROM COLL. OF OLD BALLADS, I723 

An old Woman clothcd in gray, 

Hcr Daughtcr was charming and Young, 
Who chanccd to bc muddlcd astray, 

Ву Rogcr’s falsc flattcring tonguc, 

With whom shc’d so oftcn bccn, 

Abroad in thc Mcadows and Ficlds, 

Hcr ВсИу got up to hcr Chin, 

And hcr Spirits quitc down to hcr Hccls. 


At lcngth shc bcgan for to pukc, 

Hcr Mothcr posscsscd wiih a fcar, 

Thcn gavc hcr a gcntlc Rcbukc, 

And said, Child, a Word in thy Еаг, 

I fear thou hast bccn playing the Fool, 
Which many call high ding a ding: 
Why didst thou not follow my RuJe, 
And tie thy two Toes in a String. 


Dear Mothcr уоиг Counscl I took, 

But yct it was never the near, 

Не got to my Conjuring Воок, 

And broke all the Paltry Gcer: 

Twa$ Thrcad of two Shillings an Ouncc, 
Не broke it and would have his scope; 

It is but a Folly to flounce, 

Tis done and it cannot be holp. 
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But who it the Father o£ it, 

Tell me without longer clelay, 

For now I am just in the Fit, 

То go and hear what he will say; 

Twas Roger, thc Damscl rcplied, 

Who called me his dear prctty Bird, 

And told me I should be his Bride 
But hc’s not so good as his Word. 

What, Rogcr that livcs in Mill? 

Yes, vcrily, Mothcr the same, 

Of mc hc has had his Will; 
ni hop to him tho’ I am Lame; 

Go fctch mc my Crutches with spccd, 

And bring mc my Spectaclcs too 
A lccturc to him I will rcad, 

Shall ring his Ears thro’ and thro’. 

This said shc wcnt hopping away, 

And came to young Hodgc in thc Mill, 

On whom shc hcr Crutchcs did lay. 

And cricd you havc ruincd poor Gill, 

In getting her dear Maidenhead; 

This Truih you can no Ways dcny; 

With hcr I advise you to wcd, 

And make her as honcst as I. 

But what will vou give mc, quoth Hodge, 
If I take her ofi your Hands; 

You shall makc mc Hcir of your Lodge, 
Your Houscs, your Мопсу and Lands; 

Your Barns, your Cattlc and Plows, 

With cvcry Wcathcr and Ycw; 

This donc I wili makc hcr my Spousc; 
Speak up, are you willing or no? 

She said, taking Hodgey by the Hand, 

Let it comc to Have and to Hold, 

You shail have my Houses and Land, 

Му cattlc, my Silvcr and Gold: 

Маке her but thv honoured Wife, 

And thou shalt be Lord of my Store, 
Whcnc’er I surrcndcr my Life, 

In casc it wa8 Forty times more. 

The Bargain was presendy struck; 

The Marriage and this being done, 

The old Woman wished thcm good luck, 
Being proud of hcr Daughtcr and Son: 
Then hye for a Girl or a Воу, 

Young Siss looked as great as a Dutchets: 
The old Woman capered for Јоу, 

And danccd a Jigg in her Crutches. 



The Scotch Lass*s Lamentation 

ANONVMOUS. FROM COLL. OF OLD BALLADS, I723 

There livcd a Lass in our Town, 

, Нсг namc was Moggy Lawdcr, 

And Shc would fain havc plaid thc Loon, 
But durst not tcll hcr Father; 

Now shc’s forgot hcr Fathcr’s fcar, 

And on thc samc did vcnturc, 

And aftcrwards as you shall hcar 
A lad did oft frequcnt hcr. 

Now Moggy Lawdcr on a Day, 

A Barbcr Lad did mcct hcr, 

Both Јоу and Hcart to hcr did зау, 

And kindly hc did trcat hcr; 

Му dcar lct mc gct thcc with Bcarn, 

And I shall be its Fathcr, 

And you’ll bc Mothcr of thc samc, 

Му bonny Moggy Lawdcr. 

Swcct-hcart to him shc says indccd. 

And so did fall a wccping, 

Гт wcaricd with my Maidcnhcad 
While I have it in kecping: 

But if thou’lt truc and trusty bc, 

Ai I am Moggy Lawdcr, 

I thcn will givc it unto thcc, 

But do not tcll my Fathcr. 

For if my Fathcr hcar thc samc, 

Right for hc wili abuse me, 

But I think long to try the Gamc, 
Thcrcforc ГИ not refuse thcc: 

But Hrst protcst to таггу mc, 

То bc my Baby’s Fathcr, 

And be a Husband unto me, 

Воппу Moggy Lawdcr. 

Му Dcar, says hc, indccd I am, 

Unto my Tradc a Shavcr, 

And thcrc is not a living Man, 

Can call mc a Dcccivcr; 

Yca surcly I will таггу thce, 

And be thy Baby’s Father, 

And thou shalt be a Wifc to mc, 

Му bonny Moggy Lawdcr. 

And then to her he gave a Kiss, 

Saying, Dcar, how shall I please thee, 
Ве sure I will do more than this, 

And of thy Troublcs casc thec: 



And all aiong upon her Васк, 

Нс laid poor Moggy Lawdcr» 

Gave her a Scope upon her dope, 

She durst not tcll hcr Father. 

With Kisses and Embraces thcn, 

In Peace and Lovc they parted, 

And did appoint another time, 

То mcct thcrc loving hcartcd: 

And with a тсггу Hcart’s contcnt, 

With what thc Lad had gavc her, 
Rcjoicing homcward as shc wcnt 
Shc sung the jolly Shaver. 

But now the Sced that late was sown, 

Is become a springing, 

And she is melancholy grown, 

And has left off her singing: 

And oftcn in her heart could wish, 

That she had been at Calder, 

For Edinborough is Blled with 
Thc talk of Moggy Lawdcr. 

And now thc Word is sprcad abroad, 

That shc with Bcarn has provcd, 

Thc Barbcr Lad has ta’cn thc Road, 

And lcft thc Lass hc lovcd: 

And to anothcr Nation’s gone, 

And lcft is Moggy Lawdcr, 

Right sad in hcart not knowing wherc, 

То find hcr Child a Fathcr. 

All you young Maids that таггу would 
Scc that you bc morc соу, 

Throw not your Maidcnhcad away, 

Lcst it should you аппоу: 

And in thc cnd you bc bcguilcd, 

As was Moggy Lawder, 

First таггу thcn you may bc surc, 

Your Child shall havc a Fathcr. 

/ 

The Baffled Knight' 

ANONVMOUS. FROM COLL. OF OLD BALLADS, 1723 

There was a Knight was drunk with Winc, 
a riding along thc way, Sir, 

And thcrc hc did mcct with a Lady finc, 
and among thc Cocks of Нау, Sir. 

^ Sec another versioa оп page 176. 
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Onc Favour hc did cravc of hcr, 
and ask’d to lay hcr down, Sir, 

But hc had ncithcr Cloth nor Shcct, 
to kccp hcr from thc Ground, Sir. 

Thcrc is a grcat Dcw upon thc Grass, 
and if you should lay mc down, Sir, 

You would spoil my gay clothing, 
that has cost me many a Pound, Sir. 

I have a Cloak of Scarlct rcd, 

Г11 lay it undcr thcc, Lovc, 

So you will grant mc my rcqucst, 
that I shall ask of you, Lovc. 

And if you’ll go to my Fathcr’s Hall, 
that is moatcd all round about, Sir, 

Thcrc you shall havc your Will of mc, 
within, Sir, and wiihout, Sir. 

Oh yondcr stands my Milk'whitc Stccd, 
and among thc Cocks of Нау, Sir, 

If thc King’s Pcnncr should chance to come, 
hc’ll takc my Stccd away, Sir. 

I have a Ring upon my Fingcr, 
it’s madc of thc fincst Gold, Lovc 
And it shall scrve to fctch your Stced, 
out of thc Pinncr’s Folđ, Lovc. 

And if you’ll go to my Fathcr’s Housc, 
round which ihcrc’s many a Trcc, Sir, 
Thcrc you shall have your Chambcr frcc, 
and your Chambcrlain Г11 bc, Sir. 

Нс sat hcr on a Milk-whitc Stccd, 
himsclf upon anothcr; 

And thcn thcy rid along thc way, 
likc Sistcr and likc Brothcr. 

But whcn shc camc to hcr Fathcr’s Housc, 
which was moatcd all round about, Sir, 
Shc slippcd hcrsclf within thc Galc, 
and shc lockcd thc Knight without, Sir. 

I thank you kind Knight for sccing mc hcrc, 
and bringing me home a Maidcn, Sir, 

But you shall havc two of my Fathcr’s Mcn, 
for to set you as far back again, Sir. 

Нс drcw his Sword out of his ScaM>ard, 
and whet it upon his Sieeve, Sir, 

Saying, Cursed bc to ev*ry Man, 
thtt will a Maid belicve, Sir. 
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She drew her Handkerchief out of her Pocket, 
and threw it upon the Ground, Sir, 

Saying, thrice cursed be to ev*ry Maid, 
that will believe a Man, Sir. 

We have a Tree in our Garden, 
some call it of Rosemary, Sir; 

There’i Crowing-cocks in our Town, 
that will make a Capon of you, Sir. 

Wc havc a Flowcr in our Garden, 
some call it a Marygold, Sir; 

And hc that would not whcn hc might, 
hc shall not when hc would, Sir. 

But if you chance for to mect a Maid, 
a littlc bclow the Town, Sir, 

You must not fcar hcr gay clothing, 
nor thc wrinkling of hcr Gown, Sir. 

And if you chancc for to mcct a Maid, 
a little bclow the Hill, Sir, 

You necd not fear hcr shricking out, 
for shc quickly will lic still, Sir, 

Thc bafflcd Knight was by thc Lass 
ingeniously out'Witted; 

And since that time, it came to pass, 
hc was again wcll Htted: 

As hc was riding across a Plain, 
in Boots, Spurs, Hat and Fcathcr, 

Не mct that Lady fair again, 
thcy talk’d a whilc togcthcr. 

Нс said, tho* you đid scrvc mc so, 
and cunningly dccoy mc; 

Yct now, bcforc you furthcr go, 

I must and will спјоу thcc. 

Twas ncar a spacious Rivcr’s sidc, 
whcrc Rushcs grecn wcrc growing, 

And Ncptunc’s silvcr Strcams did glidc, 
four Fathom Watcrs flowing, 

Thc Lady blush’d likc Scarlct-rcd, 
and trcmbling at this Strangcr; 

How shall I guard my Maidcn-hcad 
from this approaching dangcr? 

With a lamenting sigh, said she, 
to dic I now am ready; 

Must this dishonour fall on me? 
a most unhappv Ladyt 



Не from his Sadcfle did a4ight 
in a gaudy rich attire; 

And cried, I am a Noble Knight, 
who do your Charms admire. 

Нс took the Lady by thc Hand, 
who secmingly conscntcd; 

And would no more dispudng stand, 
she had a Plot inventcd, 

How she might baffle him agaiO) 
with much Deiight and Pleasure; 

And eke unspotted suU remain 
with hcr purc Virgin Trcasurc. 

Look yonder, good Sir Knight, I ргау, 
methinks I do discover, 

Well mountcd on a Dapplc*grcy, 
my truc cntirc Lovcr. 

Thc Knight, hc standing on thc brink 
of the deep floating River; 

Thought she, thou now shalt swim or sink, 
chusc which thou fancy rathcr. 

Against his back the Lady run, 
the Watcrs strait he found: 

Нс cricd out, Love! What havc you donc! 
hclp! hclp! or I am drowncd! 

Said shc, Sir Knight, farcwcll, adicu, 
you scc what comcs of fooling: 

That is thc fittcst placc for you, 
whosc Couragc wantcd cooling. 

Lovc, hclp mc out, and П1 forgivc 
this Fault which you*rc committcd: 

No, no, says shc, Sir, as I livc, 

I think you’rc fincly filtcd, 

Shc rid homc to hcr Fathcr’s Housc 
for spccdy cxpcdition; 

While thc gay Knight was soakcd likc Souce, 
in a sad wct condition. 

Whcn hc camc mountcd to thc Plain, 
hc was in rich attire: 

Yct whcn hc back rcturncd again, 
he was aU Muck and Mire. 

A solcmn Vow he therc did make, 
just as he camc from twimming, 

He’d love no Lady, for ber sake, 
nor апу othcr Womcn. 
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The Baffled Knight wa$ fooled once more, 
you’ll And by this pleasant ditty, 

For she whose Charms he did adore 
was wonderfui sharp and witty. 

Returning from her Father’s Park, 
just close by a Summer Bower, 

She chanced to mcct hcr angry Spark, 
Who gavc hcr a frowning lowcr. 

Thc thoughts of what shc twicc had donc, 
did causc him to draw his Rapicr, 

And at thc Lady thcn hc run, 
and thus hc bcgan to vapour; 

You chous’d mc at your Fathcr’s Gatc, 
thcn tumblcd mc into thc Rivcr, 

I scck for satisfaction, straight; 

Shall I bc a Fool for cvcr? 

Нс camc with Rcsolution bcnt 
that Evcning to спјоу hcr; 

And if shc did not givc conscnt, 
that Minutc hc would dcstroy hcr. 

I ргау Sir Knight, and why so hot 
against a young silly Woman.? 

Such Crimcs as thcsc might bc forgot, 
for тсггу intrigucs arc common. 

What do you count it Mirth, hc cricd, 
lo tumblc mc in and lcavc mc? 

What if I drowncd thcrc had dicd, 
a dangcrous Jcst, bclicvc mc. 

Wcll, if I pardon you this Day 
thosc fnjurics out of mcasurc, 

It is bccausc without dclay 
I mcan to спјоу thc Plcasurc. 

Your suit, shc said, is not dcnicd, 
but think of your Boots of Lcathcr; 

And lct mc pull ihcm off, shc cricd, 
bcforc wc lic down togcihcr. 

Нс sct him down upon thc Grass, 
and Violcts so swcct and tcndcr; 

Now by this mcans it camc to pass, 
that shc did his purposc hindcr. 

For having pullcd his Boots half way, 
shc cricd, 1 am now your bcttcrs; 

You shall not makc of me your Ргеу, 
sit thcre like a Thief in Fetters. 
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Now finding she had served him so, 
he rose and began to grumble; 

Yet he could neither stand nor go, 
but did a Cripple tumble. 

The Boots stuck fast, and would not stir, 
his foUy she soon did mcntion, 

And lau^hing said, I ргау kind Sir, 

How iike you my ncw Inventioni 

Му laughing Fit you must cxcusc, 
you arc but a stinglcss Nettle; 

You’d nc’cr a stood for Boots or Shocs, 
had you bcen a Man of Mcttic. 

Farcwcll, Sir Knight, ’tis almost Tcn, 

I fcar ncithcr Wind nor Wcathcr: 

Г11 scnd my Fathcr’s Scrving-Mcn, 
to pull оП your Boots of Leathcr. 

She laughed out-right, as wcll shc might, 
with тсггу conccits of Scorning, 

And lcft him thcrc to sit all Night, 
until thc approaching Morning. 

Thc fourth Part of thc bafflcd Knight, 
thc Lady hath fairly actcd, 

Shc did his Lovc and Kindncss slight, 
which made him almost distractcd. 

Shc lcft him in her Fathcr’s Рагк, 
whcrc nothing but Dccr could hcar him; 

Whilc hc lay rouling in thc dark, 
thcrc’s ncvcr a Soul camc ncar him; 

Until thc Mornrng brcak of Day, 
and bcing warm Summcr-wcathcr, 

A Shcphcrd chanccd to comc thal way, 
who pullcd on his Boots of Lcathcr. 

Then mounting on his Milk'whiic Stccd, 
hc shaking his Ears was rcady, 

And whip and spur hc rid wiih spccd 
to find out this crafty Lady. 

If oncc this Lady I comc nigh 
shc shall bc releascd by no Мап; 

Why should so bravc a Knight as I, 
bc foolcd by a silly Woman? 

Thrcc timcs she has afirontcd mc, 
in Crimcs which I cannot Pardon; 

But if I’m not rcvcng’d, said hc, 
lct mc not bc worth a Farthing. 
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I valuc not hcr Bcauty fair, 
tho’ oncc I did dotc upon her; 

This trusty Sword shall now repair 
Му ba£Qed, blastcd Honour. 

Unto her Father*s House hc came, 
which cvcry sidc was moatcd; 

The fair swcct youthful charming Damc, 
his angry brows shc notcd. 

Thought shc, Г11 havc thc othcr bout, 
and tumble him in the River, 

And lct thc Dcvil help him out, 
or therc he shall soak for cvcr. 

Нс will not lct mc livc at rcst, 
although I havc oftcn foilcd him; 

Thcrcforc, oncc morc I do protcst, 
with flattcring Г11 bcguilc him; 

Thc Briđgc was drawn, thc Gatcs lockcd fast, 
so that he could no ways cntcr; 

Shc smilcd to him, and cricd at last, 

Sir Knight, if you plcasc to vcnturc, 

A Plank lics ovcr thc Moat hard by, 
full Scvcntccn Foot in Mcasurc, 

Thcrc’s no body now at homc but I, 
thcrcforc wc’ll take our plcasure. 

This Word shc had no sooncr spokc, 
but straight hc was tripping ovcr; 

Thc Plank was sawcd, and snapping brokc; 
hc prov’d an unhappy Lovcr. 

Robin and Nan 

\ BROADSIDE SONG WITH MUSIC [c. I705]; WORD 5 
BY В. J. ALCOCK, JUNIOR, М. В. 

Nan was Robin’s fcllow scrvant, 

Shc could milk, and hc could plow; 

Robin’s lovc for Nan was fcrvcnt, 

But thc damscl would not trow. 

In thc ficld ог in thc mcadow, 

Whcrc so c’cr shc daily wcnt, 

Robin foIlow’d likc hcr shadow, 

All to givc his passion vent. 

Sce fair maid each tiving creaturc, 

(Only stubborn-hcartcd thou); 

Do as all are taught by naturc, 

And to love’s dominion bow, 
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Long his passion Nan rcsisted, 

And had always kept her hold, 

Had not fortune once assisted; 

Fortune often heips the bold. 

Nan would go to bed as usual, 

Just as Robin went that way; 

When her đoor madc stout rcfusai, 
Damc forgot and took thc ксу; 

Robin, proud of this occasion, 

Aii his formcr hopcs to crown, 

Brought the maid, by fair persuasion, 

On his thrcshoid to sit down. 

Now, said hc, my charming biowsy, 

Lct us iovc and banish fcar; 

Dame, you know, is aiways drow$y, 

Wc may talk and shc not hcar. 

Thus onc lucky minutc doing 
All thc mighty work of iovc, 

Evcr after, without wooing, 

Bob and Nan wcnt hand and glovc. 

/ 

In the Springly Month of Мау 

BY SIR JOHN VANBRUCH, IN AESOP, A COMBDT 

In thc sprightly month of Мау, 

Whcn males and females sport and play, 
And kiss and toy away thc day; 

An cager sparrow and his matc 
Chirping on a trcc wcrc satc, 

Full of lovc—and full of pratc. 

Thcy talk’d of nothing but thcir fircs, 

Of raging hcats and sirong dcsircs, 

Of ctcrnal constancy: 

How truc and faithful thcy wouid bc, 

Of this and that, and cndless joys, 

And a thousand morc such toys: 

Thc only ihing lhcy apprchcndcd, 

Was that thcir livcs would bc so short, 
They could not finish half thcir sport 
Bcfore their days were ended. 

But as from bough to bough thcy rove, 
They chanced at iast 
In furious haste, 

On a twig with birdlime sprcad, 

(Want of a more downy bcd) 

То aa a scenc of iovc. 

Fatal it provcd to both their fires. 
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For though at length they broke away, 

And balk’d the schoolboy of his ргеу, 

Which made him weep the livelong day, 
The bridegroom in the hasty strife, 

Was stuck so fast to his dear wife, 

That though hc uscd his utmost art, 

Не quickly found it wa$ in vain, 

То put himsclf to furthcr pain, 

Thcy ncvcr morc must part. 

A gloomy shade ocrcast his brow; 

Нс found himsclf—I know not how: 

Нс look’d—as husbands oftcn do 
Whcrc’cr hc movcd hc fclt hcr still, 

Shc kiss’d him oft against his will: 

Abroad, at homc, at bcd and board, 

With favours shc o’crwhclmcd hcr lord. 
Oft hc turncd his hcad away, 

And seldom had a word to say. 

Which absolutcly spoilcd hcr play, 

For shc was bctlcr storcd. 

Howc’cr at lcngth hcr stock was spcnt. 

(For femalc fircs sometimcs may bc 
Subjcct to mortality;) 

So back to back thcy sit and sullcnly rcpcnt. 
But thc mutc sccnc was quickly cnded, 

Thc lady, for hcr sharc, prctcndcd 
Thc want of lovc 1ау at his door; 

For hcr part shc had still in storc 
Enough for him and twcnty more, 

Which could not bc contcndcd. 

Нс answer’d hcr in homcly words. 

(For sparrows arc but ill-bred birds,) 

That hc alrcady had cnjoy’d. 

So much, that truly hc was cloy’d. 

Which so provokcd hcr splccn, 

That aftcr somc good hearty praycrs, 

A jostle, and some spiteful tcars, 

Thcy fcll togcther by thc cars, 

And nc’cr were tond again. 


"Chloe Blush*d and Frown*d 
and Swore” 

BY NICHOLAS ROWE. FROM THE BITER, I705 

Chloe blush’d and frown’d and sworc, 
And pushcd mc rudcly from hcr; 

I call’d hcr Faithlcss, Jilting Whorc, 

То talk to me of Honour; 
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But when I rose and would be gone, 

She cricd пау, whither go ус? 

Young Damon say, now we’rc alonc, 
do, do what you will, do what you will wiih Chloe: 
what you will, what you will, what you will wiih Chloe, 
what you will, what you will, what you will wiih Chloe. 

> 

"Why Is Your Faithful Slave 
Disdain’d?’’ 

PROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

Why is your faithful Slave disdain’d? 

Ву gcntle Arts my Heart you gain’d 
Oh, kccp it by thc samc! 

For cvcr shall my Passion last, 

If you will makc me oncc posscst, 

Of what I darc not namc. 

Tho’ charming arc your Wit and Facc, 

’Tis not alonc to hcar and gazc, 

That will sufficc my Flamc; 

Lovc’s Infancy on Hopcs may livc, 

But you to minc full grown must givc, 

Of what I darc not name. 

Whcn I bchold your Lips, your Eycs, 

Thosc snowy Brcasts that fall and risc, 

Fanning my raging Flame; 

That Shapc so made to be embraccd, 

What would I givc I might but tastc, 

Of what I darc nol namc! 

In Court I ncver wish to risc, 

Both Wcalth and Honour I dcspisc, 

And that vain Breath called Famc; 

Ву Lovc, I hopc no Crowns to gain, 

’Tis somcthing morc I would obtain, 

’Tis thai I darc not namc. 

/ 

A Song 

BY RICHARD DUKE. FROM MISCELLANY POEMS, I707 

After ihc ficrccst pangs of hot desirc, 

Betwccn Panthea’s rising breasts, 

His bending breast Philander rcsts: 

And vanquished, yet unknowing to rctirc, 

Closc hugs the charmer, and charmcd to yietd, 

Tho’ he has lost the day, yct kccps the ficld. 
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When with a sigh the fair Panthea said, 

What pity ’tis, ус Gods, that all 
Thc noblest warriors sooncst fall; 

Then with a kiss hc gcntly rcarcd his hcad, 
Armcd him again to fight, for nobly shc 
Morc lovcd thc combat than thc victory. 

But morc cnragcd, for bcing bcat bcforc, 

With ali his strcngth hc docs prcparc 
Morc ficrccly to rcncw thc wars; 

Nor ccased hc till thc noblc prizc hc borc: 

Evcn hcr much wondrous couragc did surprisc, 

Shc hugs thc dart that woundcd hcr, and dics. 

A 

"The Night Her Blac{est Sable Wore" 

ATTaiBUTED ТО Т. DURFEV, PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV 
[1707], 202 ; AND ALSO ТО SEMPLE OF BBLTREES; SEE ROXBURCHE 
BALLADS [bALLAD SOC. REPT.], I. I97 

ТнЕ Night hcr blackcst Sablc worc, 

And gloomy wcrc thc Skics; 

And glittVing Stars thcrc wcrc no more, 

Than thosc in Stclla’s Eycs; 

Whcn at her Fathcr’s Gatc I knockcd, 

Wherc I had oficn bccn, 

And shrouded only with her Smock, 

Thc Fair onc lct me in. 

Fast lockcd within hcr closc Embracc, 

She trcmbling lay ashamcd; 

Hcr swclling Brcast, and glowing Facc, 

And cvcry touch cnflamcd: 

Му cagcr Passion I obcycd, 

Rcsolved thc Fort to win; 

And hcr fond Hcart was soon bctraycd, 

То yicld and lct mc in. 

Thcn! thcn! bcyond cxprcssing, 

Immortal was thc Јоу; 

I kncw no grcatcr blcssing, 

So grcat a god was I; 

And shc transportcd with dclight, 

Oft praycd mc comc again; 

And kindly vowcd that cvcry Night, 

Shc’d risc and lct mc in. 

But, oh! at last shc provcd with Bcarn, 

And sighing sat and dull; 

And 1 that was as much conccrncd, 

Lookcd then just like a Fool: 
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Нсг lovcly Eycs with tcars run o cr, 

Repcnting her rash Sin; 

Shc sighcd and curscd the fatal hour, 

That c’cr shc lct me in. 

But who could сгиеИу decctve, 

Ог from such Bcauty part; 

I loved her so, I could not lcave 
Thc Charmcr of my Hcart: 

But Weddcd and concealed the Crimc. 

Thus all was wcll again; 

And now she thanks thc Blcsscd Hour, 

That c’cr shc lct me in. 

Susannah and the Eldcrs 

A DRO\nslDE SOVO WITH МГ 51 С, C. T707 

SusANNAH the fair 
Wiih hcr Rcautics лИ barc, 

Was bathing hcr, vvas bathing hcrscll in an Arbottr: 

Thc Eldcrs stood pecpmg, and plcascd 
With thc dipping, 

Would fain havc stecred into^hcr ll.trbour. 

But shc in a rage, 

Swore she’d ncvcr cngage, 

With monsters, wiih monstcrs, vvith monstcrs so old and so 
fecble. 

This causcd a grcat rout, 

Which had nc'er come about, 

Had thc Elders bcen sprighlly and ablc. 

Му Mistress That's Pretty 

FROM PILLS ТО PUROE MELAN( HOLY, I707 

I’ll smg you a Song of my Mistress that’s prctty, 

Л Lady so frolic and gay; 

It ticklcs my Fancy to tunc hcr swcct Ditty, 

For Lovc was all hcr Play. 

Shc’s wilty and prctty, and tuncs likc a Fiddlc, 

A Lady so frolic and gay; 

Shc bcgins at both Ends, and cnds in thc Middlc, 

For Lovc was all hcr Play. 

Shc hugs and shc Kisscs without a Word spcaking, 

A Lady so frolic and gay; 

Shc fails on hcr Васк without flinching and squcaking, 
For Lovc was all her Play. 
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She't laden with Graces of Virtue and Honour, 

A Lady to frolic and gay; 

Twixt a fair pair of Sheets with warm Love upon hcr, 
For Love was all her Play. 

/ 

"Јеппу, Му Blithest Maid” 

PROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

Jbnnv, my blithcst Maid, 

Prithcc listcn to my truc Lovc now; 

I am a саппу Lad, 

Gang along with mc to yondcr Brow; 

Aw thc Boughs shall shadc us round, 

While thc Nightingalc and Linnct tcach us, 
How thc Lad thc Lass may woo, 

Comc, and Г11 shcw my Јсппу how to do. 

I kcn full many a thing, 

I can dancc, and can whistlc too; 

I many a Song сап sing, 

Pitch-Bar, and run and wrcstlc too: 

Воппу Mog of our jrown, 

Gavc mc Bcad-laccs and Kerchcrs many, 

OnIy Јсппу 4was could win, 

Јоскеу from aw thc Lasscs of thc Grccn. 

Thcn lig thcc down, my Bcarn, 

Izc not spoil ihc gawdy shining Gccr; 

ГИ makc a Bcd of Fcrn, 

And Г11 gcntly prcss my Јсппу thcrc: 

Lct mc lift thy Pctticoat, 

And thy Kcrchcr too that hidcs lhy Bosom; 

Shcw thy nakcd Bcauty’s storc, 

Јеппу alone’s thc Lass that I adorc. 

/ 

"Heaven First Created Woman 
ToBeKind’’ 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I^O^ 

Heaven first crcatcd Woman to bc Kind, 

Both lo bc bclovcd, and for to Lovc; 

If you contradict what Hcavcn has dcsigncd, 
Vou’II bc contcmncd by all thc Powcrs ahove: 
Thcn no morc disputc mc, for I am rashly bcnt, 
То subjcct your Bcauiy 
То kind Nature’s Duty, 

Let me thcn salutc you by Conscnt. 
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Argumcnts and fair Intreats did I use, 

But with her Consent could not prcvail; 

She the Blessing modestly would still refuse, 
Seeming for to slight my amorous Talc: 
Sometimes shc would сгу Sir, prithee, 1>саг bc good, 
Oh, Sir, ргау, Sir, why, Sir? 

Ргау now, пау now, fyc, Sir, 

I would sooner die, Sir, than be rude. 

I began to trcat her thcn anochcr way, 

Modesdy I melted with a Kiss; 

She then blushing looked like thc rising Day, 
Fitting for me to attempt thc Bliss; 

I gave hcr a fall, Sir, shc began to tear, 

Crying shc would call, Sir, 

As loud as she could bawt, Sir, 

But it prov’d as false, Sir, as shc’s Fair. 

**Come, Jug, Му Нопеу, Let*s to Bed” 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, IJOJ 

fohn. Comc, Jug, my Нопсу, lct’s to bcd, 

It is no Sin, sincc wc arc wcd; 

For when I am near thcc by desire, 

I burn like апу Coal of Fire. 

Jug. То quench thy Flamcs П1 soon agrec, 

Thou art thc Sun, and I thc Sca; 

All Night within my Arms shalt bc, 

And risc cach Morn as frcsh as hc. 

СНО. Comc on thcn, and couplc togcthcr, 

Come all, the Old and the Young, 

Thc Short and thc Tall; 

Thc richer than Croesus, 

And poorcr than Job, 

For ’tis Wcdding and Bedding, 

Thai Pcoplcs thc Globc. 

John. Му Hcart and all’s at thy command, 

And tho’ I’vc ncvcr a Foot of Land, 

Yct six fat £wes, and onc milch Cow, 

I think, my Jug, is Wcalth cnow. 

Jug. A Whcel, six Platters and a Spooo, 

A Jackct, edg’d with bluc Galoon; 

Му Coat, my Smock is thine, and thall 
And something under best of all. 

СНО. Come on then, Лсс. 



*'When First Amyntas Su*d For a Kiss'* 

РЕОМ PILLS ТО PORCE MELANCHOLV, I707 

When first Amyntas sucd for a Kiss, 

Му innocent Hcart was tcndcr; 

That tho’ I pushcd him away from thc bliss, 
Му cycs dcclarcd my Hcart was won; 

I fain an aitful Coyncss would usc, 

Bcforc I thc Fort did Surrcndcr; 

But Lovc would suffcr no morc such abusc, 
And soon, alas! my chcat was known: 
Hc’đ sit all day, and laugh and play, 

A thousand prctty things would say; 

Му hand hc’d squcczc, and prcss my knccs, 
Till farthcr on hc got by dcgrccs. 

Му Hcart, just likc a Vcsscl at Sca, 

Woiild toss whcn Amyntas was ncar mc; 
But ah! so cunning a Pilot was hc, 

Thro Doubis and Fcars hc’d still sail on; 

I thought in him no dangcr could bc, 

Тоо wiscly hc knows how to stccr mc; 
And soon, alas! was brought to agrcc, 

То tastc of Joys bcforc unknown: 

Wcll might hc boast his Pain not lost, 

For soon hc found thc Goldcn Coast; 
Enjoy’d thc Oar, and ’tach’d thc shorc, 
Whcrc ncvcr Mcrchant wcnt bcfore. 

*'l]pon a Sunshine Summer s Day 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 1707 

Upon a sunshinc Summcr’s day, 

Whcn cvcry Trcc was grccn and gay; 

Thc Morning blusht with Phocbus гау, 

Just thcn .isccnding from thc Sea: 

As Strcphon did a Huniing ride, 

A lovcly Coitagc hc cspicd; 

Whcrc lovely Chloc Spinning sat, 

And still shc turned hcr Whccl about. 

Hcr Facc a Thousand Graccs crown, 

Hcr curhng Hair was lovcly brown; 

Hcr rolling Eycs all Hcarts did win, 

And whitc as Down of Swans her Skin: 
So taking hcr plain Drcss appcars, 

Hcr Agc not passing Sixlccn Ycars, 

Thc Swain lay. sighing at her Foot, 

Yct still shc turncd hcr Whccl about. 



Thou swcctcst of thy tcndcr kind, 

Crics hc, this nc’cr can suit thy Mind; 

Such Gracc attracting noblc Lx)vcs, 

Was nc’cr dcsigncd for Woods and Grovcs: 

Comc, comc with mc, to Court, my Dcar, 

Partakc my Lovc and Honor thcrc; 

And lcavc this Rural sordid routc, 

And turn no morc thy Whccl about. 

And this with somc fcw Modcst sighs, 

Shc turns to him hcr Charming Eycs; 

Ah! tcmpt mc, Sir, no morc, shc crics, 

Nor scck my Wcakncss to surprisc: 

I know your Art’s to bc bclicvcd, 

I know how Virgins arc dcccivcd; 

Thcn lct mc thus my Lifc wcar out, 

And turns my harmlcss Whccl about. 

Ву that dcar panting Brcasl, crics he, 

And yct unseen divinity; 

Nay, by my Soul that rcsts in thcc, 

I swcar this cannot, must not bc: 

Ah! causc not my cternal woc, 

Nor kill the Man that Lovcs thec so; 

But go with me, and casc my douht, 

And turn my harmlcss Whccl ahout. 

His cunning Tonguc so play’d its part, 

Нс gain’d admission to hcr Hcart; 

And now shc thinks it is no Sin, 

То takc Lovc’s fatal poison in: 

But ah! too latc shc found hcr fault, 

For hc hcr Charms had soon forgot; 

And Icft hcr c’cr ihe Ycar ran out, 

In Tcars to turn hcr Whccl about. 

"Philander and Sylma, a Gentle 
Soft Pair’’ 

BY NAT. LEE; ML’SIC in pills to purce melanluolv 

Philander and Sylvia, a gcntle soft Pair, 

Whosc busincss was loving, and ktssing thcir Carc; 

In a swcct smclling Grovc wcnt smiling along, 

Till thc Youih gavc a vcnt to his Hcart with his Tonguc: 
Ah, Sylvia! said hc, (and sighcd whcn hc spokc) 

Your crucl rcsolvcs wiU you ncvcr rcvokc? 

No ncvcr, shc said. How ncvcr, hc cncd, 

TU thc Damncd that shall onIy that Scntcncc abidc. 



She turned her about to look all around, 

Then blushed, and hcr prctty Eyc5 cast on thc Ground; 
Shc kisscd his warm Chccks^ thcn playcd with his Ncck, 
And urged that his Reason his Passion wouid check: 

Ah, Philanderl she said, ’tis a dangcrous Bliss, 

Ahl ncvcr ask morc and ГП givc thcc a Kiss; 

How ncvcr? hc cricd, thcn shivered all o’cr, 

No never, she said, thcn trippcd to a Bower. 

Shc stoppcd at thc Wickct, hc cricd lct me in, 

She answcrcd, I wouId if it wcrc not a sin; 

Heavcn sees, and thc Gods will chatisc thc poor Head 
Of Philandcr for this; straight Trcmbling hc said, 

Hcavcn sccs, I confcss, but no Tcll-talcs arc thcrc, 

She kisscd him and cricd, you’re an Athcist, my Dcar; 
And should you provc falsc I should ncvcr endure: 

How ncvcr? hc cricd, and straight down hc thrcw hcr. 

Hcr dclicatc Body hc claspcd in his Arms, 

Нс kissed hcr, hc prcsscd hcr, hcapcd charms upon charms; 
Нс cricd shall I now? no ncvcr, shc said, 

Your Will you shall ncvcr спјоу till Гт dcad: 

Then as if shc wcrc dcad, shc slcpt and lay still, 

Yct cvcn in Dcath bcqucathcd him a smilc: 

Whcn cmboldcncd thc Youth his Charms to apply, 

Which hc bore still about him to curc thosc that dic. 

> 

The Silly Maids 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

Maids arc grown so Соу of latc, 

Forsooth thcy will not Маггу; 

Tho’ thcy’rc in thcir Tccns and past, 

Thcy say thcy yct can tarry: 

But if thcy kncw how swcct a thing 
It is in Youih to Маггу, 

Thcy would scll their Hosc and Smock, 

Erc thcy so long would tarry. 

Wintcr Nights arc long, you know, 

And bittcr cold thc Wcathcr, 

Thcn who’s so fond to lic alonc, 

Whcn two may lic togcthcr? . 

And is’t not bravc whcn Summcr comcs, 

With all thc Ficlds inrolled, 

То takc a Grccn-Gown on thc Grass, 

And wcar it uncontrollcd? 

For shc that is most Соу of all, 

If she had time and leisure, 

Would lay away scvercst Thoughts, 

And turn to Miith and Pleasurc: 



For why, th€ faircst Maid somedmes 
Puts on thc Facc of Folly, 

And Maids do nc’cr rcpcnt so much 
As whcn thcy arc too Holy. 

> 

'*0 thc Time that Is Past” 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MBLANCHOLV, 1707 

O THE timc that is past 
Whcn shc hcld mc so fast, 

And dcclarcd that hcr Honour no longcr could last; 
Whcn no light but hcr languishing Eycs did appcar, 

То prcvcnt all cxcuscs of Blushcs and Fcar. 

Whcn shc sighcd and unlaccd 
Wiih such Trcmbling and hastc, 

As if shc had longcd to bc closcr Embraccd; 

Му Lips thc swcct plcasurc of Kisscs cnjoycd, 

Whilc my Mind was in scarch of hid Trcasurc cmploycd. 

Му Hcart sct on firc, 

With thc flamcs of dcsirc, 

I boldly pursucd what shc sccmcd to rcquirc; 

Bui shc cricd for pity-sakc, changc your ill Mind, 

Ргау Amyntas bc Civil, or ГИ bc unkind. 

Dear Amyntas, shc crics, 

Thcn casts down hcr Eycs, 

And in Kisscs shc givcs, what in words shc dcnies; 

Тоо surc of my Conqucst, I purposc to stay, 

Till hcr frcc Conscnt had morc swcctcncd thc Ргсу. 

But too latc I bcgun, 

For hcr Passion was donc, 

Now Amyntas, shc crics, I will ncvcr bc won; 

Your Tcars and your Courtship no pity can movc, 

For you’vc slightcd thc Critical minute of Lovc. 

A 

*'Now That Love's Holiday Is Come** 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLT, I707 

Now that Lovc’s Holiday is come, 

And Madgc the Maid hath swepc thc room, 

And trimmed her Spit and Pot; 

Awake my тсггу Muse and Sing, 

Thc Revcls and that othcr thing, 

That must not bc forgot. 



As the s^rđ/ Mornlns dđwned, ^tis sald, 
C/đr/ndđ hrohe оиГ о/Лег ied, 

L/ke Cynth/3 /п her Pr/de, 

Where đlJ the Maiden Lights that were, 
Comprised within оиг Hemisphere, 
Attendedđt her s/de, 

But wot уои then^ witb much ado, 

ТЋеу dressecl the Bride from top to tocf 
And brougbt her from her Chamber: 

Decked in hcr Robes, and Garments gay, 

Morc sumptuous than the liveAong day, 

Of Stars ensbrincd in Amber. 

Thc sparkling bullies of her Eyes, 

Likc two Eclipsed Suns did risc, 

Bcncath hcr Crystal brow; 

То show, likc those strangc accidents, 

Somc sudden changcablc cvents, 

Wcrc likc to hap bclow. 

Hcr chceks bcstrcakcd with whitc and rcd, 

Likc pretty tell-talcs of the bed, 

Presagcd thc blust’nng night, 

Rcsolvcd to swallow and invade, 

And screcn her virgin light. 

Hcr lips, thosc thrcads of Scarlet dye, 

Whercin Lovc’s charms and quivcr lic, 

Legions of swccts did crown, 

Which smilingly did scem to say, 

O crop mc! crop mc* whilst you may, 

Anon thcy'rc not mme own. 

Нсг brcasts, thosc mclting Alps of snow; 

On whosc fair hills in opcn show, 

Thc (Jod of Love lay napping; 

Likc swclhng Butts ot lively wind, 

U[K>n thcir Ivory Titts did shinc, 

То wait thc lucky tapping. 

Hcr waist, that tcndcr typc of man, 

Was but a small and singlc span, 

Ycl I darc safcly swcar, 

Нс that wholc thousands has in fcc, 

Would forfcit all, so he might bc 
Lord of thc Manor there. 

But now bcforc I pass thc linc, 

Ргау, Rcadcr, givc mc lcave to dinc, 

And pausc herc in thc middlc; 

The Bridcgroom and thc Parson knock, 

With all thc Нутспса! flock, 

Thc Plum-cakc and thc Fiddlc. 
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Whcna$ thc Pricst Clarinđa sccs, 

Нс starcd, as’t had bccn half his fccs, 

То gazc upon her facc: 

And if thc spirit did not move, 

His countcnancc was far abovc 
Each sinner in thc placc. 

With micklc stir hc joincd thcir hands, 

And hampercd ihcm in Marriage bands, 

As fast as fast may bc: 

Whcrc still mcthinks. methinks, I hcar, 

Thal sccrct sigh in cv*ry car, 

Once, lovc, rcmcmbcr mc. 

Which done, thc Cook he knockt amain, 

And up thc dishes in a train 
Camc smoking two and two; 

With that thcy wipcd iheir Mouths and satc, 

Some fell to quaffing, somc to pratc, 

Ау таггу, and wclcomc too. 

In pairs thcy thus impaiPd thc Mcat, 

Rogcr and Margarct, and Thomas and Katc, 

Ralph and Bcss, Aniirew and Maudlin; 

And Valcntinc, ekc with Sybil so swcet, 

Whosc Checks on cach sidc of hcr Snuflcrs did mcct, 
As round and as plump as a Codling. 

Whcn at ihc last thcy had fetchcd thcir frccz, 

And mircd their stornachs cjuitc up to thcir knccs 
In Clarct and good Chccr; 

Thcn, thcn bcgan thc тсггу din, 

For as it was thcy wcrc зИ on thc pin, 

O! what kissing and clipping was iherc. 

But as Luck would have il, ihc Parson said gracc, 

And so frisking and dancing thcy shufflcd apacc, 
Each Lad took his Lass by thc Fisl, 

And whcn he had squcczcd hcr, and gamcd hcr, until, 
Thc fat of hcr face ran down likc a mill, 

Нс tollcd for ihc rcst of thc grist. 

In Swcal and in Dust having wastcd thc Day, 

Thcy cntcred upon thc last act of thc play, 

Thc bridc to her bcd was conveycd, 

Whcrc kncc'decp cach hand fcll down to thc ground, 
And in sccking the Gartcr much plcasurc wa$ found; 
’Twould havc madc a man’s arm havc strayed. 

This cluttcr o’cr Clarinda Iay, 

Half bcddcd, likc thc pccping day, 

Bchind 01ympus cap; 

Whilst at hcr Hcad cach twittcring Girl, 

Thc fatal Stocking quick did whirl, 

То know thc lucky hap. 
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The Bridegrootn in at last did rusde, 

All disappointed in the bustle, 

The Maidens had shavcd his brccches, 

But let ut not complain, ’tis well, 

In such a storm I can you tcll, 

Не laved his other stitches. 

And now he bounced into the Bcd, 

Even just as if a man had said, 

Fair Lady, have at all; 

Wherc twistcd at thc Hug thcy lay, 

Likc Venus and thc sprighdy Воу, 

Ot who would fear the fallP 

Thus both with Lovc’s swcct Tapcrs fircd, 
And thousand balmy kisscs tircd, 

Thcy could not wait thc rcst; 

But out the fotk and Candles fled, 

And to’t thcy wcnt, and what thcy did, 
Thcrc lics thc Crcam o’ thc jcst. 

/ 

Thc Fair Lass of Islington 

PROM PILLS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLV, 1707 

Thbre was a Lass of Islington, 

As I have heard many tell; 

And shc would to Fair London go, 

Fine Applcs and Pcars to scll; 

And as along thc Strccts shc flung, 

With hcr baskct on hcr Arms; 

Hcr Pcars to scll, you may know it right wcll, 
This fair Maid mcant no harm. 

But as shc tript along thc Strcct, 

Hcr pleasant Fruit to scll; 

A Vintncr did with hcr mcct, 

Who likcd this Maid full wcll; 

Quoth hc, fair Maid, what havc you thcrc? 

In Basket dcckcd brave; 

Fine Pcars, quoth shc, and if it plcasc ус, 

A taste, Sir, you shall have. 

Thc Vintner hc took a Tastc, 

And likcd it wcll, for why; 

This Maid he thought of all thc rest, 

Most {^easing to nis Еус: 

Quoth he, fair Maid I havc a Suit, 

That you to me must grant; 

Which if I find you bc so kind, 

Nothing that you shall want. 



Thy Bcauty doth so please my Еус, 

And dazzles so my sight; 

That now of all my Libcrty, 

I am dcprivcd quitc: 

Thcn prithcc now conscnt to mc, 

And do not put mc by; 

It is but one small courtcsic, 

All Night with you to lic. 

Sir, if you lic with mc onc Night, 

As you propound to mc; 

I do cxpcct that you should provc, 

Both courtcous, kind, and frcc: 

And for to tcll you all in short, 

It will cost you Fivc Pound, 

A Match, a Match, thc Vintncr said, 

And so lct this go round. 

Whcn hc had lain with hcr all Night, 

Hcr Мопеу shc did cravc, 

O stay, quoth hc, thc othcr Night, 

And thy Мопеу thou shalt havc: 

I cannot stay, nor I will not stay, 

I nccds must now bc gonc, 

Why thcn ihou may’st thy Мопсу go look, 
For Мопсу Г11 рау thcc nonc. 

This Maid shc madc no morc ado, 

But to a Justicc wcnt; 

And unto him shc madc hcr moan, 

Who did hcr Casc lamcnt: 

Shc said shc had a Ccllar Lct out, 

То a Vintncr in thc Town; 

And how that hc did thcn agrcc 
Fivc Pound to рау hcr down. 

But now, quoth shc, thc Casc is thus, 

No Rcnt that hc will рау; 

Thcrcforc your Worship I bcsccch, 

То scnd for him this Day: 

Thcn straight thc Justicc for him scnt, 
And askcd thc Rcason why; 

That hc would рау thc Maid no Rcnt? 

То which hc did Rcply, 

Although I hircd a Ccllar of hcr, 

And thc Posscssion was minc, 

I ne cr put апу thing into it, 

But onc poor Pipc of Winc: 

Thcrcforc my Bargain it wai hard, 

A$ you plainly scc; 

I from my Frccdom was Dcbarrcd, 

Then, good Sir, favour me. 
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This Fair Maid bcing ripc of Wit, 

She straight Reply’d again; 

Therc wcrc two Butts morc at the Door, 
Why did you not roul thcm in? 

Уои had your Frccdom and your Will, 
As is to you wcll known; 

Thcreforc I do dcsirc still, 

For to rcccivc my own. 

The Justice hearing of thcir Casc, 

Did thcn givc Ordcr straight; 

That hc thc Мопсу should рау down, 

Shc should no longcr wait: 

Withal hc told thc Vintncr plain 
If hc a Tcnant bc; 

Нс must expcct to рау thc samc, 

For hc could not sit Rent-frcc. 

But whcn thc Мопсу shc had got, 

Shc put it in hcr Pursc; 

And clapt hcr Hand on thc Ccllar Door, 
And said it was nevcr ihc worse; 

Which causcd the Pcople all to Laugh, 

То scc this Vintner Fine: 

Out-witted by a Country Girl, 

About his Pipc of Wine. 

/ 

}оап То Hcr Lady 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I707 

Lady, swcct, now do not frown, 

Nor in Angcr call mc Clown, 

For your servant Joan may provc, 

Likc your self, as dccp in Lovc; 

And as absolutc a Bit, 

Man’s swcct Iiquorish Toolh to fit. 

Thc 5т(кк alonc ihc diffcrence makes, 
’Causc yours is spun of fincr Flax. 

What avails thc Namc of Madam? 

Camc not all from Fathcr Adam? 

Whcrc docs onc cxcccd thc othcr? 

Was not Evc our common Moihcr? 

Thcn what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 

Truly in my Judgmcnt, nonc. 

Ladics агс but Blood and Bone, 

Skin and Sincws, so is Joan. 

Joan’s a Piccc for a man lo borc, 

With his Wimblc, yours no morc. 

Thcn what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 

Truly in my Judgmcnt, nonc. 
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It is not your flaunting Tircs 
Are thc causc of Men’s Dcsircs; 

Thcy’rc oiher Darts which Lusts pursuc, 
Thosc Joan has as wcll a$ you. 

Thcn what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 
Truly in my Judgmcnt, nonc. 

What carc wc for Glorious Lights, 
Womcn arc uscd in thc Nights; 

And in Night in Womcn-kind, 

Kings anđ Ciowns likc Sport do find. 
Thcn what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 
Truly in my Judgmcnt, nonc. 

Whcrc thcrc’s two in Bcd togcthcr, 
Therc’s no a Pm to chusc 4wixt ciihcr; 
Both have Eyes, and boih havc Lips; 
Both havc Thighs and both havc Hips. 
Thcn what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 
Truly in my Judgment, nonc. 

Whcn your Hand puts out thc Candlc, 
And you at last begin to handle, 

'l'hcn you go about to do 
What you should bc donc unto. 

Then what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 
Truly in my Judgmcnt, nonc, 

Who can but in Conscicncc say, 

Fic, fic, for shame away, away, 

Putting Fingcr in thc Еус, 

Till you havc a frcsh Supply. 

Thcn what odds ’twixt you and Joan? 
Truly in my Judgmcnt, nonc. 

> 

Thc Forgctful Mother 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, l'JO’J 

My Molhcr shc wiU not cndurc 
That I should Marncd bc, 

Altho’ my Fathcr do procurc 
A Husband fit for mc; 

Whcrcin she doth mc much abusc, 
Му fathcr’s proffcr lo rcfusc; 

For youngcr Maids than I arc spcd, 

And yct forsooih, I must not Wcd. 

Му Mothcr shc brccds ali thc Jars, 

And ill shc docs mc usc, 

And Lovc and Agc brecds all thc Wars, 
Which gricvcs mc to rcfusc. 
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Before she was as oid as I, 

She with a Man six Weeks did lie; 
Judgt you how much she doth me wrong, 
То make me live a Maid so long. 


For oow I am of lawful Vears, 

A Twelvc Month‘s timc and morc, 

As by the Church-Đook plain appears, 
Whtch doth my Age implore. 

Por now I am Sixteen years old, 

Why should I then be thus controlled, 
And discontent to lie alone; 

None knows my Gricf, but by thcir own? 


I do believc in Heart and Mind, 

Thcrc is no grcatcr Pain 
Can fall upon us Woman'kind, 

And brecdeth all our Pain, 

То lic alonc, all by my sclf, 

It brceds Discasc, instcad of Health; 
And shordy it will cnd my Days, 

For so I know thc Doctor says. 


Му Fathcr’s Care I must commend, 

And Pains that he doth takc; 

Му Mother spcaks not as a Friend, 

That I shan't havc a Matc. 

Altho’ my Mothcr doth refusc 
That I my youthful timc should use, 
I mean not long to stay un'Wed, 

Nor yct to kccp my Maidcn-hcad. 

Thc Lascmous Lover and 
thc Соу Lass 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 1707 

PisH, fyc, you’rc rudc, Sir, 

I ncvcr saw such idle fooling; 

You’rc grown so lcwd, Sir; 

So dcbauchcd I hate your ways; 
Lcavc, what arc you doing? 

I see you seek my ruin, 

I’ll сгу out, ргау make no delay, 

But takc your Hand away; 

Ah! good Sir, ргау, Sir, don’t you do so, 
Ncver was I thus abuscd so, 

Ву апу Man, but you alone, 

Thcrcfore, Sir, ргау bcgone. 
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The Соу Lass Dress'd Up In Her Best 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 17O9 

Do not rumplc my Тор-кп<л, 
ril not bc kisscd to Day; 

ril not bc havvlcd and pullcd about, 

Thus on a Но1уч1ау: 

Thcn if your Rudcncss you don’i lcavc, 

N 0 morc is to bc said: 

Sec this long Pin upon my Slccvc, 
ril run up to thc Hcad; 

And if you rumplc my hcad Gcar, 

ГН give you a good flurt on thc Ear. 

Comc upon a Worky'day, 

When I havc my old Clothcs on; 

I shall not bc so mcc nor Соу, 

Nor stand so much upon: 

Then hawl and pull, and do your bcst, 

Yct I shall gcntlc bc: 

Kiss hand, and Mouth, and fcll my Brcast, 
And ticklc to my Kncc: 

I won’t bc put oul of my rodc, 

You shall not rumplc my Commodc. 

' 7 / You Wilt Love Ме” 

A SONC BY THOS. DURFEV. FROM DON QUIXOTE, IJOJ 


If you will lovc me, be frcc m cxprcssing it, 
And hcnccforth givc mc no causc lo complain; 
Or if you hatc mc, bc plain m confcssing ii, 

And in fcw Words put mc out of my Pam. 
This long dclaying, with sighmg and praying, 
Brceds only decaymg in Lifc and Amour, 
Cooing and wooing, 

And daily pursumg, 

Is damned silly doing, thcrcforc ГИ givc o’cr. 

If you’ll proposc a kind Mcihod of ruling mc, 

I may rcturn to my Duty agam; 

But if you stick to уоиг old way of fooling mc, 

I must bc plain, Гт nonc of your Mcn; 
Passion for Passion on cach kind Occasion, 

Wiih frcc Inclinaiion docs kindlc Lovc’s Firc, 
But tcdious prating, 

Соу folly dcbating, 

And ncw Doubts crcating still makc it cxpirc. 
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II. ТНЕ LADV’S ANSWER 

You love, and yct when I ask you to таггу mc, 
Still havc recourse to thc Tricks of your Art, 
Then likc a Fcnccr you cunningly раггу mc, 
Yct thc same timc makc a Pass at my Hcart. 
Fye, fyc, dcccivcr, 

No longcr cndcavour, 

Or think this way cvcr thc Fort will bc won; 
No fond carcssing 
Must bc, nor unlacing, 

Or tendcr cmbracing, ’till thc Parson has donc. 


Somc say that Marriagc a Dog with a Botdc is, 

Plcasing thcir Humours to rail at thcir Wivcs; 

Others dcclarc it an Apc with a Rattlc is, 

Comfort’s Dcstroyer, and Plaguc of thcir Livcs: 

Somc arc affirming, 

A Trap ’tis for Vermin, 

And yct with thc Bait tho’ not Prison agrcc, 

Vcntring that choosc you 
Must lct mc espousc you, 

If c’cr my dcar Mousc you will nibblc at mc. 

> 

"Nay Pish, Sirl What Ails УоиГ 

BY MR. CLISSOLD, I7II 

Nay pish, пау pish, пау pish, Sir, what ails you; 

Lord! what is’t you do? 

I nc’cr mct with onc so uncivil as you; 

You may think as you plcasc, but if Evil it bc, 

I wou’d havc you to know, you’rc mislakcn in mc. 

You Mcn so rudc, and so boislcrous arc grown, 

A Woman can’t trust hcr sclf with you alonc: 

I cannot but wondcr what ’tis that shou’d move ус; 

If you do so agam, I swcar, I swcar, I swcar, I swcar, I swcar 
I won’t lovc ус. 


i 

ThcFan 

PROM ТНВ PAN. BY JOHN CAY, 1713 

• •••••• 

Seb, to his soft cmbraccs how she stcals, 

And on his lips hcr warm carcsscs scals; 

N 0 morc hcr hand thc glitt’ring jav’lin holds, 
But round his ncck her cager arm shc folds. 

С434З 



Why are our secrcts by our blushcs shown? 

Virgins are virgms siill— \vhile 'tis unknown, 

Here let hcr on somc Ho\very bnnk be 1лк1. 

Whcrc mccting bccches wea\c a gratcful shade, 
Hcr nakcd bosom \vanlon tresses gracc, 

And glowing eX}X‘clalion }\aints her lacc, 

O’er her fair limbs a thin loose vcil is s}iread, 

Stand оП, ус shcphcrds; tcar Actacon’s hcad; 

Lct vig’rous Pan ihc unguarded mimiic sci/c, 

And in a shaggy goat thc virgin plcase, 

Why arc our sccrcts by our blushcs sho\\n^ 

Virgins are \irgins still— \\hiie ’ns unkno\vn. 

There \vith just \varmth Aurora’s }xi4sion tracc, 
Lct sprcading crimson siain hcr virgin face; 
(Behind, hcr rosy manilc louscly llo\vs, 

Hcr blooming lcaturcs youthlul hcalih disclosc). 
Scc Ccphalus hcr waiuon airs despise, 

While shc provokcs him \vith dcsiring eycs; 

(No\v unronstrainM she \viil mdulgc hcr llame, 
Prcvaiimg lo\c hath siillcd all hcr shamc). 

То raisc liis passion she displays hcr charms, 

His modcst hand u{son hcr bosom \varins; 

Nor looks, nor praycrs, nor torcc his hcart persuadc, 
But wiih disdain hc quits thc rosy maid. 

Herc let dissolving Lcda gracc thc loy, 

Warrn chccks and lua\ing brcasts rcveal hcr )oy; 
Bcncath the prcssing s\van she pants for air, 

While with his lluit ring \vings hc fans thc fair. 
Thcrc lct all-conqu’ring gold cxert ils povvcr, 

And soflcn Danac in a gliit’rmg shovvcr. 

Would you warn bcaiity not to chcrish {iridc, 
Nor vamly in ihc treach’rous bloom conHde, 

On ihc machine thc sagc Mmcrva place, 

With lincamenis of vvisdorn mark hcr facc; 

Scc, whcrc shc hcs ncar somc transparent flo(wl, 
And with her pi[3cr checrs thc rcsoundmg wood. 
Hcr imagc m thc lookmg glass shc spics, 

Hcr bloatcd chccks, worn lips, and shrivcllcd cycs; 
Shc breaks the guiltless pipc, and with disdam 
Its shatlcred ruins flings u}x)n thc plain. 

With ihc loud rced no morc hcr chcck shall swcll; 
What, spoil hcr faccf no. Warblmg strains, farcwcl!. 
Shall arts—shall scicnccs cmploy thc fair? 

Thosc triflcs arc bcncaih Mmcrva’s carc. 

From VTnus lct hcr lcarn thc marricd lifc, 

And all thc virtuous dutics of a wifc. 

Hcrc on a couch cxtend thc Cyprian damc, 

Lct hcr сус sparklc wiih ihc growing flamc; 

Thc God of war within hcr clinging arms, 

Sinks on hcr lips, and kindlcs all her charms. 
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(The prying Sun their amVous strife betrays, 

And through the casemcnt darts his treachVoui rays.) 
Ptint iimping Vulcan with a husband’s care, 

And lct his brow thc cuckold’s honours wcar; 

Bcneath the nct the captivc lovers place, 

Their limbs entangled in a closc embrace. 

(The summon’d gods survcy the struggling bridc, 
And with contcmptuous smilcs thc spousc dcridc.) 
Let thesc amours adorn thc ncw machine, 

And fcmalc naturc on the piece be secn; 

So shall the fair as long as fans shall last 
Learn from your bright cxamples to be chastc. 

Т he Coquet Mother and Her Daughter 

A SONO BY JOHN САУ, 172O 

I 

Ат thc closc of thc day, 

Whcn thc bcan'flower and hay 
Breathcd odours in cvery wind: 

Lovc cnlivcn’d thc vcins 
Of thc damscls and swains; 

Each glancc and cach action was kind. 

II 

МоПу, wanton and free, 

Kissed and sat on cach kncc, 

Fond ccsta$y swam in hcr cycs. 

Scc, thy mothcr is ncar, 

Harkl she calls thec to hear 
What age and cxpericnce advisc. 

III 

Hast thou sccn thc blithc dovc 
Strctch hcr ncck to hcr lovc, 

All glo$sy with purplc and goldP 
If a kiss he obtain, 

Shc rcturns it again: 

What follows you nccd not bc told. 

IV 

Look ус, mothcr, shc cricd, 

You instruct mc in pride, 

And men by good'inanncrs are won. 

She who trifles with ail 
Is less iikciy to fail 
Than she who but trifles with one. 
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V 


Prithee, Molly, be wise, 

Lest by sudden surprise 
Love sbould tingle in ev*ry vcin: 
Таке a sbepberd for life, 

And wbcn once you’rc a wifc, 

You safely may trifle again. 

VI 

МоИу, smiling, replicd, 

Tbcn Г11 soon bc a bridc; 

Old Rogcr had gold in bis chcst. 
But I thougbt all you wivcs 
Chosc a man for your livcs. 

And triflcd no morc witb tbc rcst. 

> 

The Mad-Dog 

A TALE BY JOHN CAY, I72O 

A PRUDE, at morn and cv’ning ргаусг, 
Had worn hcr vclvct cushion barc; 
Upward shc taught hcr cycs to roll, 

As if shc watchcd hcr soaring soul; 

And when dcvoiion warmcd thc crowd, 
Nonc sung, or smotc thcir brcast so loud: 
Palc Pcnitcncc had mark’d hcr facc 
Wiih all thc mcagrc signs of gracc. 

Hcr mass-book was compIctcly lincd 
With painied sainls of various kind: 

But whcn in cv’ry pagc shc vicwcd 
Fine ladics who thc flcsh subducd; 

As quick hcr beads shc countcd o’cr, 

Shc cricd—such wonders arc no morc! 

Shc chosc not to dclay confcssion, 

То bcar at oncc a ycar’s transgrcssion, 

But cv’ry wcck sct all things cvcn, 

And balanccd hcr accounts with hcavcn. 

Bchold her now in humblc guisc, 

Upon hcr knccs wiih downcast cyes 
Bcforc thc Pricst: shc thus bcgins, 

And, sobbing, blubbcrs forth hcr sins; 
“Who could that tcmpiing man rcsist^ 

Му virtuc languishcd, as hc kissed; 

I strovc—till 1 could strivc no longcr, 
How can thc wcak subduc thc strongcr^ 
Thc fathcr askcd hcr whcrc and whcn.^ 
How many .? and what sort of mcn? 

Ву what dcgrccs hcr blood was hcatcd? 
How oft thc frailty was rcpcatcd.^ 
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Thui have I sccn a prcgnant wcnch 
All flushcd with guilt bcforc the bcnch, 

Thc judges (wak^d by wanton thought) 

Dive to the bottom of her fault, 

Thcy lccr, thcy simpcr at hcr shame, 

And makc hcr call all things by name. 

And now to scntcnce hc procecds, 

Prcscribcs how oft to tcll hcr bcads; 

Shows hcr what saints could do hcr good, 
Doubles hcr fasts to cool hcr blood. 

Eascd of hcr sins, and light as air, 

Away shc trips, pcrhaps to ргаусг. 

’Twas no such thing. Why thcn this haste? 
Thc clock has struck, thc hour is past, 

And on thc spur of inclination, 

Shc scorn’d to bilk her assignarion. 

Whate’cr shc did, ncxt weck she came, 

And piously confcst the sanic; 

Thc Pricst, who fcmalc fraillics piticd, 

First chid her, then hcr sins rcmitlcd. 

Madam, I grant ihcre’s something in it, 

That virtuc has ih’ unguarded mmute; 

But ргау now tcll mc what are whorcs, 

But womcn of unguardcd hours? 

Then you must sure have lost ali shame. 
What, cv’ry day, and stiil thc samc, 

And no fauit cisc! ’tis strangc lo find 
A woman to onc sin confincd! 

Pridc is this day her darling passion, 

Thc ncxt day siander is ш fashion; 

Gaming succccds; if fortunc crosscs, 

Thcn virtuc’s mortgagcd for hcr iosscs; 

Ву usc hcr fav’ritc vicc shc ioathes, 

And iovcs ncw foiiies iikc new clothcs: 

Đut you, bcyond aii thought unchaste, 

Havc aii sin ccntcr’d ncar your waistl 
Whcncc is this appctitc so strong? 

Say, Madam, did уоиг mother iong? 

Or i$ it iuxury and high dict 
That won’t ict virtuc siecp in quiet? 

Shc tciis him now with racckcst voicc, 

That shc had ncvcr crrcd by choicc, 

Nor was therc known a virgin chastcr, 

ТШ ruin’d by a sad disaster. 

That shc a fav’rite iap-dog had, 

Which, (as she stroked and kiss’d) grew mad 
And on hcr iip a wound indcnting, 

Fint set hcr youthful biood fermenting. 

• •••••• 
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Fly, Fly From Му Sighl. Fly Far Away 

A DIALOCUE SUNO AT A PLAY, BY A EUNUCH BOY 
AND A GIRL, I719 

SHE. Fly, fly from my sight, fly far away, 

Му scorn thou’lt only purchasc by thy stay, 
Away, away, away, fond Fool, away. 

НЕ. Dcar, dcar Angcl to 

Негс on this placc Г11 rootcd grow, 

Thosc prctty, prctty Eycs, 

Havc charmcd mc so, 

I cannot, cannot stir, I cannot, cannot go. 
SHE. Thou Silly, silly creature be adviscd, 

And do not stay to bc dcspiscd; 

Ву all my Actions, thou may’st scc, 

Му Hcari can sparc no room for thcc. 

НЕ. Why, why dost thou hatc mc, ah, confcss 
Thou swcct disposer of my Joys.^ 

Why I can Kiss, and 1 can play, 

And tcll a thousand pretty talcs; 

Can Sing, can sing ihe livclong day, 

If апу other Talcnt fails. 

SHK. Boast not thy Music, for I fcar, 

111 у singing Gift has cost thcc dear; 

Each warbling Linnct on thc Trec 
Has far a bctter Faic than thce: 

For thcy Lifc’s happy plcasurcs provc, 

As thcy can sing, so thcy can Lovc. 

НЕ. Why, so can I, 

SHE. No, no, no poor Воу: 

НЕ. Why, why cannot L^ 

SHE. Thc rcason is, I only gucss 

1 hcrc’s somcthing m lhy Facc and Voicc, 
'l'hat thou’rt not madc likc othcr Boys, 

No, no роог Воу. 

НЕ. Ргау do but try, do but try, &c. 

1 know no rcason, no rcason why.^ 
sHE. You know, you know, you know you Lic. 


Would Yc Have a Young Virgin of 
Fiftecn Years 

A SONG IN THE LAST ACT OF THE MODERN PROPHETS, I719 

WouLD ус havc a young Virgin of fiftccn Vcars, 
You must ticklc hcr Fancy with swcct$ and dcars, 
Evcr loying, and playing, and swccdy, swcclly, 
Sing a 1лус Sonnct, and charm hcr Ears: 
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Wittily, prettily talk hcr down, 

Chase her, and praise her, if fair or brown, 

Sooth her, and smooth her, 

And tcase her, and pleasc hcr, 

And touch but hcr Smicket, and all’s your own. 

Do ус fancy a Widow wcll known in a Man? 

With a front of Assurancc comc boldly on, 

Let her rcst not an Hour, but briskly, briskly, 

Put hcr in mind how hcr Time stcals on; 

Rattle and prattlc although she frown, 

Rowsc her, and towsc hcr from Morn to Noon, 

Shcw hcr somc Hour у*агс ablc to grapple, 

Thcn gct but hcr Writings, and all’s уоиг own. 

Do ус fancy a Punk of a Humour frcc, 

That’s kcpt by a Fumblcr of Quality, 

You must rail at hcr Кссрсг, and tcll hcr, tcll hcr 
Plcasurc’s bcst Charm is Varicty, 

Swcar hcr much faircr than all thc Town, 

Тгу hcr, and ply hcr whcn Cully’s gonc, 

Dog hcr, and jog hcr, 

And mcct hcr, and trcai hcr, 

And kiss with two Guincas, and all’s your own. 

Л 

**ln a Ccllar at Sodom'* 

A CATCH FROM PILLS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLV, I719 

In a Ccllar at Sodom, at thc Sign of thc Т— , 

Two Вихот young Harlots wcrc drinking with L—; 
Somc say thcy wcrc his Daughtcrs, no mattcr for that, 
Thcy’rc rcsolvcd thcy would sousc thcir old Dad with a Pot; 
All flustcrcd and bousic, thc Doting old Sot, 

As grcat as a Monarch bctwccn ’cm was gol; 

Till thc Eldcst and Wiscst thus opcncd thc Plot, 

Ргау shcw us dcar Daddy how wc wcrc bcgot; 

Godzoukcs, you young Jadcs, ’twas thc first Oath I wot, 
Thc Dcvil of a Scrpcnt this Humour has taught; 

N 0 mattcr, thcy cricd, you shall Pawn for thc shot, 

Unlcss you will shcw us how wc wcrc bcgot 

/ 

Gentlc Breeze from the 
Lavinian Sea* 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I719 

A CENTLE Brcczc from thc Lavinian Sca, 

Was gliding o’cr thc Coast of Sicily; 

When lullcd with soft Rcposc, a prostratc Maid, 

Upon hcr bended Arm had raiscd hcr Hcad: 
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Hcr Soul was all tranquil and smooth with Rcst, 
Likc thc harmonious Slumbcrs of thc Blest. 

Wrappcd up in Silcncc, innoccnt shc lay, 

And prcsscd thc Flow’rs with Touch as soft as thcy. 


Му thoughts in gcntlcst Sounds shc did impan, 
Hcightcncd by dl thc Graccs of that Art; 

And as I sung, I graspcd hcr yiclding Thighs, 
Till brokcn Acccnts faltcrcd into Sighs: 

I kisscd and wishcd, and foragcd all hcr storc, 
Yct wallowing in thc Picasurc, I was poor; 

No kind Rclicf my Agonics could casc, 

I groancd, and curscd Religious Crucltics. 


Thc trcmbling Nymph all o’cr Confusion lay, 

Hcr mclting Looks in swcct Disorđcr play; 

Hcr Colour varics, and hcr Brcath’s opprcsscd, 

And all hcr Facultics arc disposscsscd, 

At last impctuously hcr Pulscs movc, 

Shc givcs a mighty Loosc to stiflcd Lovc; 

Thcn murmurs in a soft Complaint, and crics, 

Alas! and thus in soft Convulsions dics. 

> 

**Се1етеп€, Ргау Tell Ме** 

FROM PIl-LS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLT [1719], WITH MUSIC; SET BY 
MR. HENRV PURCELL, SUNG BY A BOY AND CIRL AT THE PLATHOUSE 

HE. Cclcmcnc, ргау tcll mc, 

Ргау, ргау tcll mc, Cclcmcnc, 

Whcn thosc prctty, prctty, prctty Eyc$ I scc, 

Why my Hcart bcats, bcats, bcats, bcats in my Brcast, 
Why, why it will not, it will not, why, why, it will not 
lct mc rcst: , 

Why this trcmbling, why this trcmbling too all осгГ 
Pains I ncvcr, pains I ncvcr, ncvcr, ncvcr fclt bcforc: 

And whcn thus I touch, whcn thus I touch your hand, 
Why I wish, I wish, I wish, I was a Man.? 
sHE. How should I know morc thari you? 

Yct would bc a Woman too. 

Whcn you wash your sclf and play, 

I mcthinks could look all day; 

Nay, just now, пау, just now am plcascd, am plcasco 
so wcll, ^ 

Should you, should you kiss mc, I won t tcll, 

Should you, should you kiss mc, I won’t tcll: 

N 0 , no I won’t tcll, no, no I won’t tcll, no, no I won t 
tcll. 

Should you kiss mc I won’t idl. 



НЕ. Tho* I coulđ đo that all day, 

And dcsirc no bcttcr play: 

Sure, sure in Lovc thcre’s somcthing morc, 

Which makcs Mamma so big, so big bcforc. 

SHE. Oncc by chancc I hcard it named, 

Don’t ask what, don’t ask what, for Гт ashamcd: 

Stay but till you’rc past Fiftccn, 

Thcn you’II know, thcn, thcn, you’lI know what ’tis 
I mean. 

Thcn you’II know what, then you’II know what ’tis 
I mcan. 

НЕ. Howevcr, losc not prcsent hliss, 

But now wc’rc alonc, lct’s kiss: 

But now we’rc alone, let’s kiss, let’s kiss. 

SHE. Му brcasts do so hcave, so hcave, so hcavc, 

НЕ. Му hcart docs so pant, pant, pant; 

SHE. Therc’s Somcthing, somclhing, something morc wc 
want, 

Thcrc’s KSomcthmg, somelhing, something morc wc 
want. 

> 

Ап Epithalatnium on thc Marriage of 
thc Honourable Charles Leigh 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGR MELANCHOLV, I719 

Draw, draw thc Curtain, fic, makc hastc, 

Thc panting Lovcrs long to bc alonc, 

Thc prccious Ttmc no more in talking wastc, 

Thcrc’s bcttcr Busincss going on; 

Our Abscncc will thcir Wishcs crown, 

Thc ncxt 5 wift Momcnt’s not too soon, 

Our artful Song sounds likc a Dronc, 

For now all Music, but thcir own, 

Is harsh, and out of Tunc. 

Now Love inflamcs thc Bridcgroom’s Hcart, 

How wcak, how poor a Charmcr is thc Flute; 

And whcn thc Bridc’s fair Eycs hcr Wishcs dart, 
How dully sounds thc warbling Lutc. 

If this Divinc, harmonious Bliss 
Attcnds cach happy Marriagc Day, 

Who such a blcsscd Statc would miss, 

And such a charming Tunc as this, 

Who would not lcarn to play? 

Oh, Јоу too ficrcc to bc cxprcst, 

Thou swcct Atoncr of Lifc’s greatest Pain, 

Ву thcc arc Men with Lovc’s dcar Trcasurc blcst, 

And Women still by losing gain. 
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Smilc thcn divinc, propiiious Pow’rs, 

. Upon this Pair lct Blcssings flow, 

Lct Сагс mix with thcir Swccts, not Sours, 

But may succccding Days and Hours 
Вс charming all as now. 

> 

A Dialogue Between a Т own Spar\ and 
Hls Miss 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I719 

SHE. Did you not promise me when you lay by me, 

That you would таггу me, can you dcny mc? 

НЕ. If I did promisc thee, 4was but to try thce, 

Cail up your VVitncsscs, clse I dcfic thec. 

SHE. Ah, who would trust you mcn that swear and vow so, 
Born only to dcceivc, how can you do so? 

НЕ. If wc can swcar and lic, you can disscmblc, 

And then to hcar the Lic, would makc onc tremblc. 

SHE. Had I not lovcd, you had found a Denial, 

Му tcnder Hcart, alas, was but too real; 

НЕ. Should a ncw Showcr increasc thc Flood, 

Тоо soon would ovcrflow. 

НЕ. Real I know you were, I’vc often tried ус, 

Rcal to forty more Lovcrs bcsidc me. 

SHE. If thousands lov’d me, whcrc was my transgrcssion, 
You wcrc the only Не, c’cr got Posscssion? 

НЕ. Thou could’st talk preltily, c’cr thou could’st go, Child: 

But I’m too old and vvise to b: mamcd so, Child. 

SHE. Tho’ y’are so crucl you’ll ncvcr bclicvc mc, 

You do but takc ihe Child, all I forgivc thec. 

НЕ. Scnd your Kid home to mc, I will takc carc on’t, 

If’t has thc Mothcr's Gifts, ’twi!l provc a rarc onc. 

/ 

**То Charming Caclias Arms I Fl€w'* 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I719 

То Charming Caclia’s Arms I flcw, 

And thcrc all Night I fcastcd, 

N 0 God such Transport cvcr kncw, 

Or Mortal cvcr tasted. 

Lost in thc 5wcct tumultuous Јоу, 

And blcss’d bcyond £xpressing, 

How can your Slavc, my Fair, said I, 

Rcward so grcat a Blcssing? 



Thc whoIc Crcation’s Wcalth 8urvcy, 

O’cr both thc Indics wandcr, 

Ask what bribcd Scnatcs givc away, 

And Fighting Monarchs squandcr. 

Thc richcst Spoils of Earth and Air, 

Thc riflcd Occan’s Trcasurc, 

Tis all too poor a Bribc by far, 

То purchasc so much Plcasurc. 

Shc blushing cricd, my lifc, Му Dcar, 

Sincc Caclia thus you Fancy, 

Givc hcr, but ’tis too much, I fear, 

A rundlct of right Nantzy. 

Л 

The Queen of Мау 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 1719 

Upon a timc I chanced to walk along a Grecn, 

Whcre prctty Lasscs danccd in strifc to choosc a Quccn; 
Some homcly drcsscd, somc handsomc, somc prctty and somc 

But who CKCcllcd in Dancing, must bc the Quccn of Мау. 

From Morning till thc Evcning, thcir Controvcrsy hcld, 

And I, as Judgc, stood gazing on, to Crown her that cxcellcd; 
At last whcn Phocbus Stccds had drawn their Wain away, 

We found and crowncd a Damscl to bc thc Queen of Мау. 

Full wcl! hcr Naturc from hcr Facc I did admirc, 

Hcr Habit wcll bccomc hcr, aliho’ in poor Attirc; 

Hcr Carriagc was so good, as did appcar that Day, 

That shc was justly choscn to bc thc Qucen of Мау. 

Thcn all thc rcst in Sorrow, and shc in swcct Contcnt, 

Gavc ovcr till thc Morrow, and homcwards straight thcy wcnt; 
But shc of all thc rcst, was hindcrcd by thc way, 

For cv’ry Youth that mct hcr, must Kiss thc Quccn of Мау. 

At iast I caught and stayed her a while with mc alone, 

And on a Bank I laid hcr, whcn all thc rcst wcrc gonc; 

Shc fcaring somc Mischance, cried out, forbcar I ргау, 

Yct I could still do nothing but Kiss thc Quccn of Мау. 

Thus wc togcthcr tumblcd at lcast an hour or morc, 

And likc a Fooi, I fumblcd, as I had donc bcforc; 

Bui whcn thai Night was comc, by chance I got thc day, 

And yet aias, did nothing clsc but Kiss the Queen of Мау. 
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Нсг thoughts of coming thither, both Gricf and Јоу bcgot, 
She smilcđ and wcpt togcthcr, yct kncw not wcll for what, 
And still dcsircd to go, but yct shc sccmcd to stay, 

Yct 1 alas did nothing clsc but Kiss thc Quccn of Мау. 

Shc sighcd and praycd for pity that I would oncc givc o’cr, 
Yct wcre her Words so Witty, thcy showcd shc wishcd for 
morc; 

Thcn sccming to dcfcnd it, hcr Fort shc did bctray; 

Yct I alai did nothing clsc but Kiss thc Quccn of Мау. 

Thus shaking Hands at last wc part, but she appcarcd 
Both hcavy Eycd and Hcartcd, with that shc fclt and fcarcd; 
Thcn turning round wc partcd, shc spccchlcss wcnt hcr way, 
Bccausc I could do nothing but Kiss thc Quccn of Мау. 

> 

То Choose a Friend, But Never Маггу 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 

То all young Mcn that lovc to Woo, 

То Kiss and Dancc, and Tumblc too; 

Draw ncar and counscl takc of mc, 

Your faithful Pilot I will bc: 

Kiss who you please, Joan, Katc, or Магу, 

But still this Counsel with you саггу, 

Ncvcr Маггу. 

Court not a Country Lađy, shc 
Knows not how to valuc thcc; 

Shc haih no amVous Passion, but 
What Тгау, or Quando has for Slut: 

То lick, to Whinc, to Frisk, or Covcr, 

Shc’ll suffcr thcc, or апу othcr, 

Thus to Lovc hcr. 

Hcr Daughtcr shc’s now comc to Town, 

In a rich Linscy Woolscy Gown; 

About hcr Ncck a valucd Prizc, 

A Nccklacc madc of Whitings Eycs: 

With List for Gartcrs ’bovc hcr Kncc, 

And Brcath that smells of Firmity, 

’S not for thcc. 

Of Widow’s Witchcrafts havc a carc, 

For if thcy catch you in thcir Snare; 

You must as daily Laborcrs do, 

Вс still a shoving with your Plow: 

If апу rest you do rcquirc, 

Thcy thcn dcccivc you of уоиг Hirc, 

And rctirc. 
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The Maiđen Ladies of the Town, 

Аге scarceiy worth your throwing down; 
For when you have possession got, 

Or Venus Шгк, or Honcy*pot: 

Thcre’s such a stir with таггу me 
That опе would half forswear to see 

Апу she. 


If that thy Fancy do dcsirc, 

A glorious out'Sidc, rich Attirc; 

Comc to thc Court, and thcrc you’ll find, 
Enough of such to Plcase your Mind: 
But if you gct too ncar their Lap, 

Vou’rc surc to mcct with a Mishap. 


In finc, if ihou dclight’st to bc, 

Conccrn’d in Woman’s Сотрапу; 

Макс it thc Study of thy Life, 

То find a Rich, young, handsomc Wifc: 
That can with much discretion bc 
Dcar to hcr husband, kind to thcc, 

Sccrcdy. 


In such a Mistrcss, therc’s thc Bliss, 

Tcn Thousand Joys wrapt in a Kiss; 

And in th’ Embraccs of hcr Waist, 

A Million morc of Plcasurcs tastc: 

Who c’cr would Маггу that could bc 
Blcst with such Opportunity, 

Ncvcr mel 

> 

The QuaJ{ers Song 

PROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I719 

Amoncst thc purc ones all, 

Which Conscicnce doth profcss; 

And yct that sorl of Conscicncc, 

Doth practicc nothing lcss: 

I mcan thc Scct of thosc Elcct, 

That loathc to livc by Mcrit; 

That lcad thcir Livcs with othcr Mcn’s Wivcs, 
According unlo thc Spirit. 


One mct with a HoIy Sistcr of ours, 
A Saint who dcarly lovcd him: 
And fain hc would havc kisscd hcr, 
Bccause thc Spirit movcd him: 



But shc dcnicd, and hc rcplicd, 
Vou’rc damncd unless you do it; 
Thcrcforc consent, do not rcpcnt, 
For the Spirit doth movc me to it. 


She not vvilling to offcnd, роог Soul, 
Vicldcd unto his Moiion; 

And what thcsc two did mtcnd, 

Was out of purc Dcvotion; 

То lic with a Fricnd and a Brothcr, 

Shc ihought shc should dic no Sinncr, 
But e er five Monihs wcrc past, 

The Spirit was quick within hcr. 


But whaf will the Wicked say, 

Whcn they shall hcar of this Rumour; 
They’d laugh at us evcry Day, 

And Scoff us in evcry Corncr: 

Lct ’em do so still if that ihcy ^ill, 

We mean not to follow their Fashion, 
Thcy’rc nonc of our Scct, nor of our Elcct, 
Nor nonc of our Congregation. 


But whcn thc fime was comc, 

That she w.is to bc latd; 

It was no very grcat Crimc, 

Commilted hy hcr lhcy said' 

’Causc they did know, and shc did show, 
’Twas done by a fnend and a Brothcr, 
But a vcry great Sin thcy said it had bccn, 
If it had bccn donc by anothcr. 

Thc Wtnchestcr Wcdding 

FROM PILLS ТО rLROF. MKLANCHOLV, I719 

Ат Winchesler was a Wcdding, 

The likc was ncvcr sccn, 

Twixt Lusiy Ralph of Rcdding, 

And btmny black Bess of ihc Grccn: 
Thc Fiddlcrs werc Crowding bcforc, 
Each Lass was as finc as a Quecn; 
Therc was a Hundrcd and morc, 

For all thc Country camc in: 

Bnsk Robin lcd Rosc .so fair, 

Shc lookcd likc a Lilly o’ thc Valc; 
And Ruddy Faccd Наггу led Магу, 
And Roger led bouncing Ncll. 



With Тотту came smiling Katy, 

Нс hclpcđ hcr ovcr thc Stilc; 

And sworc thcrc was nonc so prcity, 

In forty, and forty long Milcr 

Kit gavc a Grccn-Gown to Bctty, 

And Icnt hcr his Hand lo risc; 

But Јсппу was jccrcd by Watty, 

For looking bluc undcr thc Eycs: 

Thus merrily Chatting all, 

Thcy passcd to thc Bride-housc long; 

With Johnny and pretty faccd Nanny, 

Thc faircst of all thc throng. 

The Bridc camc out to mect ’cm, 

Afraid ihc Dinner was spoilcd; 

And ushcrcd ’em in lo trcat ’cm, 

With Bakcd, and Roastcd, and Boiled: 

Thc lads wcrc so frolic and јоИу, 

For cach had his Lovc by his sidc; 

But Willy was Mclancholy, 

For hc had a Mind to thc Bnde: 

Thcn Philip bcgins her Hcalth, 

And turns a Bccr Glass on his Thumb; 

But Jcnkins was rcckoncd for Drinking, 

Thc bcst in Chrisicndom. 

And now thcy had Din’d, advancing 
Into ihc midst ot ihe Hall; 

Thc Fiddlcrs struck up for Dancing, 

And Јсгсту lcd up thc Brawl: 

But Margcry kcpt a quarter, 

A Lass that vvas proud of her Pclf, 

Causc Arthur had stolcn hcr Gartcr, 

And sworc hc would lic it himsclf: 

Shc strugglcd, and blushcd, and frovvncd, 
And ready with Angcr to сгу; 

’Causc Arthur with tying hcr Gartcr, 

Had shppcd his Hand too high. 

And now for throvving the Stocking, 

Thc Bridc away was lcd; 

Thc Bridcgroom got Drunk and was knocking, 
For Candlcs to light ’em to Bed: 

But Robin that found him Silly, 

Most fricndly took him asidc; 

Thc Whilc that his Wifc with Willy, 

Was playing at Hoopcrs-hide; 

And now ihc vvarm Gamc bcgins, 

Thc Critical Minutc was comc; 

And chatting, and Đilling, and Kissing, 

Wcnt МсггИу round thc Room. 
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Pert Stcphen was kind to Betty, 

And blithe as a Bird in the Spring; 

And Тотту was so to Katy, 

And Wcdclcd hcr with a Rush Ring: 

Sukcy that Danc’d with the Cushion, 

An Hour from thc Room had bccn gonc; 

And Barnaby kncw by hcr Blushing, 

That somc othcr Dancc had bccn donc: 

And thus of Fifty fair Maids, 

That camc to thc Wcddmg with Mcn; 

Scarcc Fivc of thc Fifty was Icft ус, 

That so did rcturn again. 

> 

Тот and Doll 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I719 

When thc Kinc had givcn a Pail full, 

And thc Shccp camc blcating homc; 

Doll who kncw it wouId bc hcalthful, 

Wcnt a walking with young Tom: 

Hand in hand, Sir, 

O’cr thc Land, Sir? 

As they walkcd to and fro, 

Tom madc jolly Lovc to DoUy, 

But was answcr’d, No, no, no, no, no всс. 

Faith, says Tom, thc timc is fitting, 

Wc shall ncvcr gct thc likc; 

You can ncvcr gct from Knitting, 

Whilst I’m digging in thc Dikc: 

Now wc’rc gonc too, 

And alonc too, 

N0 onc by to scc or know; 

Comc, comc, DoIly, prithcc shall I, 

Still shc answcrcd, No, no, no, no, &c. 

Fic upon you Mcn, quoth DoIly, 

In what snares you’d make us fali; 

Vou’ll gct nothing but thc foUy, 

But I shall get the Dcvil and all: 

Tom with sobs, 

And somc dry Bobs, 

Cry’d, you’rc a fool to arguc so; 

Comc, comc, DoUy, shall I? shall I? 

Still shc answered, No, no, no, no, всс. 

То thc Tavcrn thcn hc took hcr, 

Winc to Lovc’s a Fricnd confest 

Ву the hand he often shook hcr, 

And frank brimmers to thc best, fltc. 
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Doll grew warm, 

And ihought no harm; 

Till after a brisk pint or two, 

То what hc said thc silly Maid, 

Could hardly bnng out, No, no, no, no, ficc. 


Shc sworc he was thc pretticst Fi'llow 
In thc Соишгу or the Town, 

And bcgan to grow so mellow, 

On ihe Couch he laid her down; 
Tom сашс to hcr, 

For to w’oo her 

Thinking ihis the timc to try: 

Somcthing past so kind at last, 

Нег no was chang’d to I, I, I, I, I, I, fitc. 


Closcly ihcn thcy join’d thcir Fnccs, 
Lovcrs you know vvhat I mean; 

Nor could she hindcr his Emhraccs, 
Lovc was now too far got in; 

Both now lying, 

Panting, dying, 

Calms succcccl thc storfny Јоу, 

Тош would fain rencw’t again, 

And Shc conscnts vviih I, I, 1,1, 1,1, ficc. 


i 

Sit Dotvn, Му Dcar Sylvia 

FROM PIM.S 'IO POKf.F. MELVNf HOI.V, I^ig 

ALEXis. Sit dovvn, my dcar Sy!\ia, 

And thcn tcll inc. t(ll mc truc, 

When wc ihc ficrcc plcasurc ul Passion tirsl kncvv; 
What Scnscs vvcre charmcd, 

And vvh.u Rapiurcs did d\vc!l, 

Within thy fond Hcart, шу diar Nymph, priihee 
tclll 

That vvhcn ihy Dclighis in thcir lulncss arc knovvn, 

I may havc thc јоу lo rclatc all шу o\vn. 


SVLVIA. Oh fic, my Ale^is! 

How darc you proposc, 

То mc, silly Girl, things iinmodest as thosc' 
Nicc Candor and Modcsty glo\v in my Breast, 
Whosc Virtuc can uitcr no Words so unchaste; 
But if your impaticncc admits no delay, 
Dcscribc your own Rapturts, 

And teach mc ihc way. 
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alexis. A pain mixccl with Plcasurc my Scnscs first found, 
Whcn crowds of Dclight strait my Hcait dtd sur- 
round; 

A Јоу so transporting, I sighcd when it was donc: 

And fain would rcncw, bul alas! all was gonc; 

G)y naturc was trcachcrous, when first shc mcant, 

A Trcasurc so precious so soon should bc spcnt. 

svLViA. This frcc kind Confession does so much prcvail, 
That I in your bosom would blush oul my Talc; 
But Dcarcst, you know, 4is loo much lo declarc, 
The Joys thal our Souls, whcn umted, do sharc. 

Lct this thcn suffice, if thc Pleasure could last, 

A Saint would leavc Hcaven, still so lo bc blcst. 

/ 

IValkJng Down the Highland Town 

A NEW SCOTCH SONG FROM PILLS ТО PURCE 
MELANCHOLV, I719 

Walking down the Highland Town, 

Thcrc I saw Lasses many; 

But upon ihe Bank in thc highest Rank, 

Was onc more gay than апу: 

I Look’d about for onc kind Facc, 

And I saw Billy Scrogy; 

I asked of him what her Namc, 

They call’d her Cathcrine Logy. 

I travelled cast, and I travclled wcst, 

And I travelled through Strabogy; 

But the faircst l.ass that e’er I did scc, 

Was prctty Catherinc Logy. 


I travellcd east, and I travclled west, 
And travel’d through Sirabogy; 

But I’d watch a long Winter’s Night, 
То sce fair ('athertnc Logy. 


I’ve a Love in Lamcrmoor, 

A dainty Lovc in Lcith, Sir; 

And anothcr Lovc in Edinborough, 
And twa I^vcs in Dalkcith, Sir. 

Ridc I cast, or Ridc I wcst, 

Му Lovc shc’s still bcforc mc, 

But gin my Wifc shou’d kcn aw this, 
I should bc vcry sorry. 
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As I Sat at Му Spinning-JVhecl 

Л SONG FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, I719 

As I sat at my Spinning'Whcel, 

A bonny Lad thcrc passcd by, 

I kenncd him round, and I likcd him wccl, 
Gcud Fcth he had a bonny Еус: 

Му Hcart nevv panting, 'gan to fccl, 

Biit still I turncd my Spinning-Whecl. 

Most gracefully hc did appcar, 

As hc my Prcscncc did draw ncar, 

And round about my slcndcr waist 
Нс claspcd his Arms, and mc cmbraccd; 

То kiss my Hand hc down did knccl, 

As I sat at my Spinning*Whccl. 

Му Milk whitc hand hc did cxtol, 

And praiscd my Fingcrs long and small, 
And said, thcrc was no Lady fair, 

That cvcr could with mc comparc: 

Thosc plcasing Words my Hcart did fccl, 
But still I turncd my Spinning-Whccl. 

Altho’ I sccmingly did chidc, 

Yct hc would ncvcr bc dcnicd, 

But did dcclare his Lovc thc morc, 

Until my Hcart was Woundcd sorc; 

That I my Love could scarcc conccal, 

But yct I turncd my Spinning-Whccl. 

As for my Yarn, my Rock anđ Rccl, 

And aftcr that my vSpinning-WhccI, 

Нс bid mc Icavc thcm all with Spccd 
And gang with him yondcr Mcad: 

Му panting Hcart strangc Flamcs did fccl, 
Yct still I turncd my Spinning-Whccl. 

Нс stoppcd and gazcd, and blithcly said, 
Now Spccd thc Whccl, my 1х)ппу Maid, 
But if thou’sl lo thc Нау-Соск go, 
ril lcarn ihcc bcttcr Work I trow, 

Gcud Fcth, I lik’d him passing wccl, 

But still I turncd my Spinning-Whccl. 

Нс lowIy vciJcd his Bonnet off, 

And swcctly kist my Lips so soft; 

Ycl still bctwccn cach Нопсу Kiss, 

Нс urgcd mc on to farthcr Bliss: 

Till I rcsistless Firc did fecl, 

Tbcn Jct alone ту Spinning'Wheel. 
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Thcn with my bonny Lad I lay, 

What Damsel cver could dcny, 

A Youth with such a Charming Еус? 

Thc Plcasurc I cannot rcvcal, 

It far surpast ihc Spinning-Whecl. 

> 

The Cumberland Lass 

A SONC FROM PILLS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLV, I719 

There was a Lass in Cumbcrland, 

A bonny Lass of high Dcgrcc: 

There was a Lass, hcr Namc was Ncll, 
Thc blithcst Lass that c’cr you scc: 

Ohl to Bed to me, to Bed to me, 

The Lass that comes to Bed to me: 

Blithe and bonny тау she be, 

The Lass that comes to Bed to me. 

Hcr Faihcr lov'd hcr passing wcll, 

So did hcr Brothcr fancy Ncll; 

But all thcir Lovcs camc short of minc, 

As far as Twccd is from thc Тупс. 

Shc had fivc Dollars in a Chcst, 

Four of ihcm shc gave to mc; 

Shc cut hcr Mothcr’s Winding'Shcct, 

And all to makc a sark for mc. 

Shc pluckcd a Вох out of hcr Pursc, 

Of four Gold Rings shc gavc mc thrcc; 

Shc thought hcrself no whit thc worsc, 

Shc was so vcry kind to mc, 

If I wcrc Lord of all thc Noith, 

То Bcd and Board shc should bc frcc, 

For why, shc is thc bonnicst I^ass, 

That is in all hcr own Country, 

Нсг Chcrr^-Chccks and Ruby Lips, 

Doth with thc Damask Rosc agrcc, 

With othcr Parts which ГН not Namc, 
Which arc so plcasing unto mc: 

For 1 havc rid boih East and Wcst, 

And bccn in many a strangc Соишгу, 

Yct ncvcr mct with so kind a Lass, 
Compared with CumbcrUnd NeHy. 
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When I cmbracc hcr in my Arms, 

She takes it kind and courteously, 

And hath such prctty winning Charms, 

Thc likc whcrcof you nc cr did scc: 

Therc’s not a Lass in Cumbcrland 
То bc comparcd to smiling Ncll, 

Shc hath so soft and whitc a Hand, 

And somcthing morc that Г11 not tcll. 

Up to my Chambcr I hcr got, 

Thcrc I di'd trcat hcr courtcously, 

I told hcr, 1 thought it was her Lot 
То suy all night and Lig with mc, 

Shc, prctty Roguc, could not say пау, 

But by conscnt wc did agrcc, 

That shc for a fancy, thcrc should stay, 

And comc at night to Bcd to mc: 

Shc madc thc Bcd both broad and widc, 

And with hcr Hand shc smoothcd it down; 
Shc kisscd mc thricc, and smiling said, 

Му Love, I fcar thou wilt slccp too soon: 

Into my Bcd I hastcncd strait, 

And prcsently shc followcd mc, 

It was in vain to make hcr wait, 

For a Bargain must a Bargain be, 

Thcn I cmbraccd this lovcly Lass, 

And strok’d hcr Wcm so bonnily, 

But for thc rcst wc’ll lct it pass, 

For shc aftcrward sung Lullaby; 

Oh! to Bed to me, to Bed to me, 

The Lass that came to Bed to me, 

Blithe and Воппу sure was she, 

The Lass that came to Bed to me. 


k 


Sylvia a Мау Roving 

A BROADSIDE SONC WITH MUSIC, C. I720 

CuRiosiTT madc Sylvia Scck thc various Flowcrs of Мау 
Whcn Spring the op’ning Buds docs brcak in Blossoms 
swect and Gay. 

Нсг plcascd and lovcly Eycs intent, a Bcautcous Bank Espicd, 
Where Curious nature Chiefly meant to Manifest her Pridc. 
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Hard by thc Brooks and murmuring strcam, 
Thc Silvcr Currcnt Plaid, 

And Hiocbus with his brightcst Beams 
Thc Morning had arraycd, 

Thc whispcring Zcphyrs gcntly bIow, 

A cool and Plcasant Breczc, 

То shakc thc Clust’ring pcarty Dcws 
From off thc vcrdant Trccs. 

Dclightcd was thc Rural Maid, 

And did hcr Joys Exprcss, 

То sec cach Mcadow and cach glade, 
Adorncd in such a drcss, 

Hcr snowy Fingcrs callcd and wrcst, 

Thc Flowcrs of thc Mcad, 

То makc a Posic for hcr Brcst, 

That diđ thcir swccts cxcced. 

But Musing as shc walkcd along, 

Shc hcard with grcat Surprisc, 

Soft acccnts brcak m to a Song, 

But whcrc could not dcvisc, 

Shc cast hcr bcamy Eycs around, 

And thought that from thc Shadc, 
Procccdcd thc Harmonious sound, 

That did hcr casc invadc. 

Thc mclting voicc did plcasc so wcll 
That unalarmcd by fcar, 

Down on a Flow’ry Bank shc fcll 
And lcnt hcr Ravishcd Ear, 

O Lovc, O Naturc, then shc cricd, 

What Strcngth can Woman boast 
Whcn you much Grcatcr do providc, 

That wc may quitc bc lost. 

At this young Strcphon strait appcar’d. 

How Grcat was thcn hcr Јоу, 

How Small, how carclcss was thc fcar 
This did hcr Brcast cmploy, 

Нс wond’ring saw hcr Casc was such, 

То Blush and thcn turn Palc, 

But thcn hc ailcd himsclf too much, 

То ask what Shc did ail. 

Confuscd hc Prcsscd hcr in his Arms 
Shc kncw not what hc did, 

Shc gavc up all hcr Virgin Charms, 

And nothing could forbid, 

То Gathcr Howcrs thc prctty Maid, 

Camc Innoccndy Thithcr, 

Tho* somc malicious Tongucs havc said, 
Twas to bc Gathcrcd rathcr. 
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I Was Wall{ing, I Heard a 
Maid Talkjng'' 

A BROADSIDE SONG WITH MUSICj THE WORD$ BY 
MR. ESTCOURT, C. 172O 

As I was wa}king, I heard a Maid talking, 

Oh I coutd, how 1 could, oh I could, now I could, 

As I wa$ walking, I heard a Maid talking, 

Oh I could do it with Plcasure: 

Tall was hcr shapc, shc trippcd likc a Fairy. 

Up and down, ripe and Brown, 

Sprightly and Airy: 

Advancing I called hcr my lifc and my Trcasurc, 

Ргау Sir rorbcar, I don’i know what you mcan. 

Prctty lass I am afraid 
That thou wilt dic a Maid. 

Oh that’s a sad Casc, said Shc, 

Ргау Sir how can that bc 
Now you and I are togcther? 

Prithcc, comc into thc Grovc, 

Thc prctticst placc for Lovc, 

Thcrc wcll Act bctwccn us Adonis and Vcnus, 

N 0 , no, Sir, not so hasty Neithcr. 

Clasping her waist, I kisscd her in hastc, 

I hugged hcr, I tuggcd hcr, I luggcd hcr, I mou’d hcr, 

I made hcr Checks glow, and I Nuzzlcd her Brcast, 

I was for taking the Fort of Мопјоу. 

Leaning upon my Arms sighing and panting, 

Oh my dcar, пау my dcar, fy my dcar, ргау my dcar, 
Naturc did ncvcr disclosc such plcasurc. 

Shc looked likc thc Quecn of Lovc, I likc hcr Воу, 

In this dcar Confusion Blcst, ihc prctty Rouge fcll down, 
Gucss if you can the Sight, 

Twas such a dear dclight, 

I Blcst thc time that I mct her, 

Watching likc an Enginccr, what Brcach was in thc lown, 
Rusdcd upon hcr, 

And oncc ог twicc won hcr, 

And both of us partcd much bcttcr. 

s 

“Says Dic^ to Dolly, I Loi/e 
TheeSo Well’’ 

FROM THE VIRCIN SACRIFICE*, [c. 1720]; SET BY 
MR. TURNER 

Says Dicky to Dolly, I lovc thcc so well, 

That ril tcach thec morc wit than to lcad Apcs in Hcll, 
Thcn Нопсу, quoth hc, 

If mine thou wilt bc, 
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No kmgcr đcny mc, 

But comc and sit by mc; 

Му Lambs amd my Kids, my Catde and Kinc, 

Му Pigs and my Sow, and my ail shall be thinc. 

What tho* I can't kcep thec a Coach and a Chaise, 

Nor drcss thce in Silk, but plain Russct and Friczc, 

П1 givc thec thc Joys, 

Of Swect Girls and Boys; 

Lct Knights, Lords and Ladics 
Boast thcir half gottcn Babics, 

Not puny young Squirc, nor Miss in hcr Pridc, 

Can match thc Stout Bantlings by a Country hrc Side. 


Tho’ wakcd with thc Lark, I can’t lic till Noon, 

Ву my Puggy’s dcar Sidc likc ус droncs of thc Town, 
Nc’cr fcar my swcct Јоу, 

Thc ЈоИу brisk Воу, 

Whcn mcrrily Jogging, 

Homc to thc Brown Noggin, 

Thou from milking thc cows, and I from thc Plough, 
Wc’ll laugh and wc’ll frolic, upon thc Hay'Mow. 


Thus hcartily woocd, by hcr Dicky so stout, 

Thc mclling poor Thing, could no longcr hold out, 
But licklcd and plcascd 
Hcr fancy so raiscd, 

Shc hcavcd, and Shc pantcd 
For Somcthing Shc wantcd; 

Whilst to hcar her dcar Dick such a brisk Lad of Mcttlc, 
Shc Simpcrcd and smil’d likc a Furmity Kcttlc. 

> 

Thc Bashful Maid 

A BROADSIDE SONC WITH MUSIC, C. I72O 

MucH I lovc a charming Crcaturc, 

But thc Flamc with which I burn, 

Is not for cach tcndcr Fcaturc, 

Nor hcr wit nor sprightly lurn, 

But for hcr down a down down, down dcrry, 

Нсу down down a down dcrry down. 


On the Grass I saw her Lying, 

Strait I scizcd hcr tcndcr waist, 

On hcr Васк shc lay complying, 

With hcr lovcly Body placcd, 

Undcr my down a down down, down dcrry, би:. 
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But the Nymph bcing young and tcndcr, 
Could not bcar thc drcadful smart, 

Still unvvilling to surrcndcr, 

Callcd Mamma to takc thc part, 

Of hcr dovvn a dovvn dovvn, dovvn dcrry, &c. 


Out of brcath Mamma camc Running, 

То prcvcnt роог Nancy’s Fatc, 

But ihc Girl novv grovvn morc cunning, 
Cricd, Mamma you’re come too latc, 

For I am dovvn a dovvn dovvn, dovvn a, 
For I am dovvn, a dovvn derry dovvn. 

Tke Schoolmaster s Lesson 

A BROADSIDE SONG VVITH MUSIC, C. I72O 

I vviLL fly into your Arms, 

And Smothcr you vvith kisscs, 

I vvill nflc all your Charms, 

And tcach you Am’rous blisscs, 

For it is my Conccrn, 

And a means that you should learn, 
l'hc Pranks of olhcr Misscs. 


Don’t be соу vvhcn I invadc, 

And kindly yicld thc Blcssing, 

For it is high time your Maidenhead 
Wcrc in my Possession, 

Don’t сгу out and be a Fool, 

For if that you come to School 
You must pcruse your Lcsson. 


Opcn ihcn the Books, my dear, 

The Lcavcs shall bc scparated, 

Л11 things that comprchensivc arc, 
Shall soon bc pcnctratcd. 

Lcssons thrcc she had that Night, 
Taking plcasurc vviih delight, 

Shc bcggcd for morc ncxt Morning. 


Lovcly mastcr try again, 

Don’t so soon forsake mc, 

For to lcarn I am in Pain 
Till you a Scholar makc mc, 

Such prctty Things you shovv 
Thc morc you tcach thc morc I’d knovv, 
For now ihe Fit docs takc mc. 
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Ncvcr Mastcr plcas’d mc morc, 
То such grcat Pcrfection, 

And of all thc schools Гт surc, 
Kind is your Corrcction, 

For whcnc’cr you givc thc samc 
Ncvcr a Scholar can you blamc, 
’Tis donc with such affcciion. 


Opcn thcn my Lcavcs so Fair, 

And kindly to mc show, Sir, 

What knowIcdgc is, how swcct, how rarc, 
And what I long to know, Sir, 

Cupid tclls mc vcry Plain, 

That your Icarning is not vain, 

But uscful as his Bow, Sir. 


Whcn hc was dcparting thcn, 

Shc said with kind Exprcssion, 
When will you, ргау Sir, comc again, 
And tcach mc t’othcr Lcsson. 

Нс rcply’d with grcat dclight, 

Му dcar, ГП comc but cv’ry Night, 
And think it as a Blcssing. 


Thus each Night hc do (c)s rcpair 
То tcll hcr of hcr Duty, 

Whilc Hc’s takcn in thc snarc 
Shot to thc Hcart by Cupid, 

Whcn thc School mastcr i$ Lovc, 

Thcn thc Scholars kindcr provc 
For Lovc is Kin to Bcauty. 

''A Young Мап and a Maid'' 

FROM PILLS ТО PURGE MELANCHOLV, 172O 

A vouNc Man and a Maid, put in all, put in all 
Togcthcr latcly playcd, put in all; 

Thc Voung Man wa$ in Jcst, 

O thc Maid shc did protcst: 

Shc bid him do his bcst, put in all, put in all. 


With that hcr rolling Eycs, put in all, pul in all, 
Turncd upward to thc Skies, put in all; 

Му Skin is White you scc, 

Му Smock abovc my Kncc, 

What would you more of mc, put in all, put in aii. 
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I hope шу Ncck and Đreast) put in all, piu in all, 
Lie open to your chest» put in all, 

The Voung Man was in hcat, 

The Maid did souodly Sweat) 

A iittle farther get, put in all, put in lU. 


According to her Will, put in all, put in all, 

This Young Man tr^'d his Skill, put in all; 

But thc Provcrb plain docs tcll, 

That usc thcm nc'cr so wcll, 

For an Inch thcy’d takc an И1, put in all, put in all. 


Whcn they had cndcd sport, put in all, put in all, 
She found him all too short, put in all; 

For whcn hc’d donc his bcst, 

The Maid shc did protest, 

’Twas nothing but a Jcst, put in all, put in all. 

Young Strcphon and Phillis 

PROM PILLS ТО PURCB MELANCHOLV, I72O 

Younc Strcphon and Phillis, 

Thcy sat on a Hill; 

But thc Shcphcrđ was wanton, 

And would not sit still; 

His Hcad on her Bosom, 

And Arms round hcr Waist; 

Нс Hugged her, and kisscd hcr, 

And claspcd hcr so fast: 

Till playing and jumbling, 

At last they fcll tumbling; 

And down thcy got ’cm, 

But oh! thcy fcll soft on ihc Grass at ihc Bottom. 


As thc Shcphcrdcss tumblcd, 

Thc rudc Wind got in, 

And blcw up hcr Clothcs, 

And her Smock to her Chin: 

Thc Shepherd hc saw 
Thc bright Vcnus, he sworc, 

For he kncw her own Dove, 

Ву thc Fcathcrs shc worc: 

Tiil furious Love sallying, 

At last he fcll dallying, 

And won, down he got him, 

But oh! oh! how swcet, and how soft at thc BoCtom. 

C 4во 3 



Thc Shepherdess blushing, 

То think what she*d done; 

Away from the Shephcrd, 

She fain would have run; 

Which Strephon perceiving, 

The wand’rcr did scizc; 

And cried do bc angry, 

Fair Nymph if you pleasc: 

*Tis too late to bc crue), 

Thy Frowns my dcar Jcwcl, 

Now no more Stings havc got cm, 

For oh! Thou’rt all kind, and all soft at thc Bottom. 

> 

Thc Enjoymcnt 

ANONVMOUS. PROM MISCELLANV POEMS, I709 

Ye Godsl thc raptures of that night! 
What ficrce convulsions of dclignt! 

How in cach olhcr’s arms involv’d 
Wc lay confoundcd, and dissdvcd! 

Bodics mingling, sexe$ blending, 

Which should most bc lost contending, 
Darting ficrcc and flaming kisscs, 

Piunging into boundlcss blisscs; 

Our bodics, and our souls on firc. 

Tost by a tcmpcst of Dcsirc; 

Till with utmost fury drivcn, 

Down, at oncc, wc sunk to hcaven. 

> 

"The Night Is Come That Will Allow" 

FROM PILLS ТО PURCE MELANCHOLV, I72O 

ТнЕ Night is comc that will aIlow, 

N 0 longcr апу Coyncss now, 

But evcry frccdom must to Lovc bc givcn; 
What tho’ thc Shadow$ of thc Nighi, 
Withdraw hcr Bcauty from his sight, 

Thc Youth anothcr way, anolher way, 
Anothcr way will find his Hcavcn. 


Scc, scc the charming Nymph is laid, 

Ncvcr. again to risc a Maid, 

Thc vigorous Bridcgroom now impaticni grown; 
Thrown himself by hcr sidc, 

With cagcr Јоу, and amorous Pride, 

Ready to scizc the Ргеу that’s now his own. 



And now that all have lcft the Place, 
Transporting Joys crow(i on spacc, 

Thc Nymph contcnds likc onc ihat would not win 
Entraincd with Plcasurc now shc lics, 

Thc Vouth has gaincd thc noblc Prizc, 

And now hcr Fcars arc past, and Joys begin. 

Sallys Stveetbread's Soliloquy 

BY HENRV CAREV; SUNG BY MRS. ROBERTS IN THE 
CHARACTER OF A BUTCHER's WIFE 

Now ус good man’s from homc, 

I would casi away carc; 

And with somc brisk Fcllow, 

Stcal out to thc Fair; 

But somc are too bashful, 

And othcrs too bold 
And Women’s intcntions, 

Arc not to bc lold. 


But could I oncc mccl 
With a Spark to my mind, 

Onc fit to bc trustcd, 

I thcn might provc kind; 

With him I’d stcal out 
And wc’d rangc thc Fair round, 
Both cating and drinking 
Thc bcst could bc found. 


O thcrc I should scc 
All thc Gcntlcmcn Rakcs, 

And hcar thc swcct сгу 
Of Bccr, Alc, Winc and Cakcs; 

Whilc I in bluc Apron 
And clcan Lincn Gown; 

Do allurc thc finc Sparks 
From thc Flirts of thc Town. 


Thcrc’s Ficlding and Oatcs, 
And thcrc’s Bullock and Hall 
A Pinchbcck and Fawks 
And thc Dcvil and all: 

I’d havc thc bcst placcs, 
rd scc cv’ry Sight; 

And wanton in pleasure, 
From Morning till Night. 
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Thcn homc got sccure 
E’cr my Husband comcs back, 

And сгу most dcmurc 
‘‘What d’yc buy, what d’yc lack?” 

What tho’ I’vc bccn chccry, 

Gallantcd, and kisscd? 

No harm to my Deary, 

If nothing is misscd. 

/ 

The Disappointed Maid 

BY WILLIAM PATTISON. FROM POETICAL WORKS, 1728 

As Dolly and her favouritc Swain 
Wcre interruptcd by the rain, 

From tcdding out thc fragrant hay; 

Bcncath a shcltcring cock thcy lay: 

Whcn thus thc lovcly, longing jadc, 

Unto thc drowsy shcphcrd said, 

Nay, prithec Lx)bby, why so slccpy^ 

Indccd, upon my word I'll nip ус.— 

How pretty might we sit and chat, 

Tell o’cr old storics, and all that.— 

But you—O Lord, thc carclcss bcast! 

As if folks lic down to takc rcst. 

Lob, half aslecp, made no rcplics, 

Or answercd with a grunt hcr sighs. 

Whilc she to bc rcvengcd, arosc, 

And played a ticklcr on his nosc. 

(But comc, thc virgin lo disgracc, 

Will say, ’twas in anolhcr placc.) 

Вс that—as ’twill, shc waked thc swain, 

And ticklcd him with words again. 

Comc swccting, Lobby, comc my dcar, 

I’m surc that nobody is ncar; 

Indeed wc may, ргау bcn’t afraid, 

Poor I am, but an harmlcss maid. 

For sincc you’rc so disposcd to rcst, 

Ргау takc a nap upon my brcast. 

You scc timc, lcisurc, placc, and all 
For such cnjoymcnt sccm to call. 

And you rcmcmbcr pcoplc say, 

Whcn thc sun shincs, thcn makc уоиг hay. 
Augh! augh! quoth Lob, wakcd with surprisc, 
То scc thc sun flamc in his cycs. 

Hcigh Ноа! comc Doll, for as you say. 

Thc sun shincs, wc must makc our hay: 

So rcach mc thcrc my rakc and prong, 

’Twas wcll you waked—wc’vc slcpt too long. 
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The Enjoyment 

■Y WILLIAM PATTISON. FROM POETICAL WORKS, I728 

CoME my Laura, come my lovc; 

Come my tcndcr turtlc-dovc; 

Lct me from this host retire, 

То languish in a softcr Бгс, 

How thc waving clms invitc usl 
How the rosy bowers dclight usl 
How their am’rous foldings twine, 

То imitate thy arms and mincl 
Sec these snowy lilies blowing, 

With thc blushing roscs glowing, 

Silcntiy the soul inspire, 

То kindlc at thy lover’s tirc: 

Scc thcsc springing violcts risc, 

Animaicd by thy cycs; 

Lavishly thcir charms they spread, 

То make a soft cnamcllcd bcd; 

And like this downy swclling breast, 

Thcy risc, and languish to bc presscd. 

But O thou happy, happy grove, 

Sacrcd to the God of love, 

With the thickest umbrage shade us, 

Let no piercing rays invade us: 

Let no light but Bcauty’s charm us, 

Lct no hcat but Bcauty’s warm us; 

Макс our artihcial light, 

Close and swcet as our dclight. 

And now, my dcar, no longcr соу, 

Lct us givc a thought to joyI 
Then, dosely lay thy lips to minc, 

And lct our souls and bodies join: 

Let mc suck thy balmy brcath, 

And fainting, glory in my death. 

Такс mc dying to thy arms, 

Ah mcl I die with plcasing pain, 

O kindle me to lifc again. 

And now, my brightcr Quccn of Lovc, 

Г11 confess thc stronger Jovc. 

O happiest transport, dearest blessing, 
Sweetcst-rapturc past cxpressingl 
Who can tcll the thrilling plcasure, 

Whcn thc nymph resigns her treasurel 
Whcn shc mclts in ripcn’d blisses, 
Breathing out hcr soul in kissesl 
When in Paradisc she lies, 

And roUs her pretty dyiog eyes: 



Whilc thc Snakc with softer strtini, 

Swcctly stings hcr tickling vcins! 

Shc pants, shc sighs, shc hcavcs hcr charms, 
And locks hcr vig’rous lovcr in hcr arms. 

/ 

Nancy the Bed-Ma\er 

BY WILLIAM PATTISON. FROM POETICAL WORKS, I728 

TwAs oncc upon a summer’s đay, 

As on my downy bcd I lay: 

All ovcr in tedious swcat, 

То casc my limbs, and cool thc hcat; 

Whcn prctty Nancy gcntly camc, 

Nancy, thc objcct of my dirnict 
So soft she lookcd, so sweet, so fair, 

With such a winning, yiclding air; 

With such an casy comcly pridc, 

Shc sccmcd a lovcly, longing bridc! 

Obcdicnt to hcr cycs’ command, 

I seized her warm conscnting hand; 

Upon the downy bed displayed, 

Thc unmurmuring, panting, struggling maid. 
Thcrc ravished, feastcd on hcr charms, 

Hcr hcaving brcast, hcr twining arms, 

Hcr Ivory ncck, hcr roguish cyc$, 

Hcr slender waist, her upcr thighs, 

With magic bcautics ihcsc bctwccn 
Тоо soft; too dazzling to bc sccn. 

Mclting, I clasped thcm closc to minc, 

And in a moment grew divinel 

> 

The Presbyterian Wedding 

WORDS AND MUSIC FROM MUSICAL MISCKLLANV, I729 

—Procul 6 procul este Profani! 

Cooclamat Vat« totoque absutitc Luco.— Viroil. 

A CBRTAIN Prc$bytcrian Pair 
Wcrc wcddcd t’othcr day; 

And whcn in Bcd thc Lamb wcre laid, 
Their Pastor camc to ргау. 

But first he bade each Guest depart, 

Nor sacred Rites profane; 

For carnal Eycs such Mystenc$ 

Can never entcitain. 
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Thcn with a Puritanic Air, 

Unto the Lord hc pray’d, 

That he would plcasc to grant Encrcasc 
То that samc man and maid: 

And that the Husbandman might drcss 
Fuli wcll thc Vinc his Wifc; 

And likc a Vinc shc still might twinc 
About him all hcr Lifc. 

Sack Possct thcn hc gavc thcm both, 

And said with liftcd £ycs, 

Blcst of thc Lord! with onc Accord 
Bcgin your Entcrprisc. 

Thc Bridcgroom thcn drcw ncar his Spousc, 

Тарр1у Prolific Balm; 

And whiic thcy strovc in mutual Lovc, 

Thc Parson sang a Psalm. 

> 

The Gallant Schemers Petition to 
The Honourable Mrs. F - s 

WORDS AND MUSIC FROM MUSICAL MISCELLANV, 173I 

By thc Molc on your Bubbics so round and so whitc, 

Ву thc Molc on your Ncck, whcrc my Arms would dclight, 
Ву what-cvcr Molc clsc you havc got out of sight. 

I pr’ythcc now hear mc, dcar МоИу. 

Ву thc Kiss just a starting from off your moist Lips, 

Ву thc dclicatc up-and-down Jott of your Hips, 

Ву thc Tip of your Tonguc, which all Tongues out-tips 
I pr’ythcc now hcar mc, dcar МоИу. 

Ву thc Down on your Bosom on which my Soul dics, 

Ву thc Thing of all Things which you lovc as your Eycs, 

Ву thc Thoughts you lic down with, and ihosc whcn you risc, 
I pr’ythcc now hcar mc, dcar МоИу. 

Ву ali thc soft Plcasurcs a Virgin can sharc, 

Ву thc critical Minutc no Virgin can bcar, 

Ву thc Qucstion I burn for to ask, but don’t darc. 

I pr’ythcc now hcar mc, dcar МоИу. 

> 

Mither Dear, I *Gin to Fear” 

WORDS FROM THOMSOn’s ORPHEUS CALEDONIUS, I733 

O MiTHER dcar, I ’gin to fcar 
Tho’ I’m baith good, and bonny, 

I winna kecp; for in my Sleep 
I start and dream of Johnny. 
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Whcn Johnny thcn comcs down thc Glcn, 

То woo mc dinna hindcr; 

But with Contcnt gi’ your Conscnt; 

For we two ne’cr can sinder. 

Bctter to таггу, than miscarry; 

For Shame and Skaith’s the Clink o’t, 

То tholc the Dool, to mount the Stool 
I dinna bide to think o’t: 

Sae while ’tis time, ГИ shun thc Crime, 

That gars poor Epps gac whinging, 

With Hainches few, and Een sae blcw, 

То a’ the Bedrals bmdging. 

Had Eppy’s Apron bidden down, 

The Kirk had ne’er a kcnd it; 

But vv'hen the Word’s gane thro’ thc lown 
Alack* how can shc mcnd it? 

Now Tam maun facc thc Minister, 

And shc maun mount thc Pillar; 

And that’s the way that they maun gac 
For poor Folk has na Sillcr. 

Now ha’d ye’r Tongue, my Daughter young, 
Reply’d the kindly Mithcr, 

Get fohnny’s Hand in holy Band, 

Sync wap yc’r Wealth togcthcr. 

Гт o’ the mind, if he be kind, 

Ve’ll do your part discrcctly; 

And provc a Wife, will gar his Lifc, 

And Barrel run right swcctly. 

> 

Ап Imitation of Chaucer 

BY ALEXANDER POPE, C. I728 

WoMEN bcn full of ragcric, 

Yet swinken not sans sccrcsic. 

Thilkc Moral shall ус undcrstond, 

From schoolc'boy’s Talc of fayrc Irclond; 
Which to the Fcnncs hath him bctakc, 

То filchc ihe grcy Duckc fro thc Lakc. 
Right thcn therc passcn by thc way 
His Auni, and ckc hcr Daughtcrs tway. 
Duckc in his trowses hath hc bcnt, 

Not to bc spicd of ladics gcnt, 

But ho! our Ncphcw, cricth onc; 

Но^ quolh anothcr, Cozcn fohn; 

And stoppcn, and lough, and callcn out— 
This scly Clcrkc full low doth lout: 

Thcy askcn that, and talkcn this, 

Lo, hcrc is Coz, and hcrc is Miss. 
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But, ai he glozeth with speeches soote, 

The Ducke sore ticklcth his Ersc'roote: 
FouT'piecc and buttoos all-to-brcst, 

Forth thrust a whiic ncck and rcd crcst, 
Te-hcc, cricd ladics; clcrks nought spake;* 

O Moder, Modcrf quoth thc Daughtcr, 

Ве thilkc same thing Maids logcn a’tcr? 
Đetter is to pinc on coals and chalkc, 

Then trust on Mon whosc ycrdc can talkc. 

> 

Ркгупс 

BY ALEZANDER POPE 

Phrvne had talcnts for mankind; 

Open shc was and unconhn’d, 

Likc some free port of tra'^c: 

Mcrchants unloadcd hcre their frcight, 

And agcnts from cach forcign state 
Hcrc first thcir entry madc. 

Нсг lcarning and good brccding such, 
Whcthcr th’ Italian or thc Dutch; 

Spaniards ог Frcnch, camc to hcr, 

То a)l obliging shc’d appcar; 

Т was Si Signior, ’t was Yaw Mynhccr, 

’T was S’il vous plait, Monsicur. 

Obscurc by birth, rcnown’d by crimcs, 

Still changing names, religions, climcs, 

At lcngth shc turns a bridc; 

In diamonds, pcarls, and rich brocades, 

Shc shines thc first of batter’d jadcs, 

And fluttcrs in hcr pridc. 

So havc I known thosc insccts fair 
(Which curious Gcrmans hold so rarc) 

Still vary shapcs and dycs; 

Stili gain ncw titlcs with ncw forms; 

First grubs obsccnc, thcn wriggling worms, 
Thcn paintcd buttcrflics. 

> 

Prologue to thc Wifc of Bath 

PARAPHRASE FROM CHAUCER, BV ALEEANDER РОРЕ 

Ye sov’rcign Wivcs! givc car, and understand: 
Thus shail уе speak, and cxcrcise command; 
For ncvcr wa$ it givcn to mortal man 
То lic so boidiy as wc womcn can: 

Forswear thc faci, tho’ sccn with both his eycs, 
And call your maids to witne$$ how he lies. 
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Hark, old Sir Paul! (it was thus I used to say) 
Whcnce is our neighbour’s wifc so rich and gay? 
Trcatcd, caress’d, whcre’cr shc’s plcascd to roam— 

I sit in tatters, and immured at homc. 

Why to hcr house dost thou so oft repair? 

Art thou so am’rous? and is she so fair? 

If I but sec a cousin or a friend, 

Lord! how you swcll and ragc likc апу ficnd! 

But you rcel home, a drunkcn bcastly bcar, 

Thcn preach till midnight in your casy chair; 

Сгу, wives are falsc, and evcry woman cvil, 

And give up all that’s fcmale to thc dcvil. 

If poor (you say), shc drains hcr husband’s pursc; 
If rich, shc kccps hcr pricst, or somcthing worsc; 

If highly born, intolcrably vain, 

Vapours and pride by turns posscss hcr brain; 

Now gaily mad, now sourly splcnctic, 

Frcakish whcn well, and fretful whcn she’s sick. 

If fair, then chastc she cannot long abidc, 

Ву prcssing youth attack’d on cvcry sidc; 

If foul, hcr wcalth thc lusty lovcr lurcs, 

Or clsc her wit somc fool-gallant procurcs, 

Or clse shc danccs with bccoming gracc, 

Or shapc cxcuscs thc dcfects of facc. 

****«•« 

Такс all the frecdoms of a marricd lifc; 

I know thcc for a virtuous, faithful wifc. 

Lord! whcn you havc cnough, what nccd you care 
How merrily soevcr othcrs farc? 

Tho’ all the day I give and takc delight, 

Doubt not sufhcient will be lcft at night. 

’Tis but a just and rational desire 
То light a taper at a ncighbour’s firc. 

Thcre’s danger, too, you think, in rich аггау, 

And none can long bc modcst that arc gay. 

The cat, if you but singc her tabby skin, 

Thc chimncy keeps, and sits contcnt within: 

But once grown slcck, will from hcr corncr run, 
Sport with her tail, and wauton in the sun: 

Shc licks hcr fair round face, and frisks abroad 
То show hcr fur, and to be caticrwaw’d. 
******* 

If oncc my husband’s arm was o’cr my sidc, 

“What! so familiar with your spousc?” I cricd: 

I icvicd first a tax upon his nccd; 

Thcn lct him—’t was a niccty indccd! 

Lct all mankind this ccrtain maxim hold; 

Маггу who will, our scx is to bc sold. 

With cmpty hands no tasscls you can lurc, 

But fulsomc lovc for gain wc can cndurc; 

For gold wc love thc impotcnt and old, 

And hcavc, and pant, and kiss, and cling, for gotd. 
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Yct with embraces curscs oft I mixt, 

Theo kiss’d again, and child, and rail’d betwixt. 
Well, I may make my wili in pcace, and die, 

For not one word in man’s arrears am I. 

То drop a dear disputc I was unable, 

Ev’n though the Pope himself had sat at table; 

But when my point was gain’d, thcn thus I spoke: 
“Billy, my dcar, how shccpishly you look! 
Approach, my spousc, and let me kiss thy cheek; 
Thou shouldst always thus rcsign’d and meekl” 
• ••#••• 

Thc wivcs of all my family havc rulcd 
Their tcnder husbands, and thcir passions cool’d. 
Fic! 't is unmanly thus to sigh and groan: 

What! would you havc mc to yoursclf alonc? 

Why, takc mc, lovc! take all and cvcry part! 

Hcrc’s your rcvcngc! you lovc it at уоиг hcart. 
Would I vouchsafe to scll what Naturc gavc, 

You litllc think what custom I could havc. 

But sccl I’m all уоиг own— пау hold—for shamc! 
What mcans my dcar?—indccd—you arc to blamc. 

Thus with my first thrcc lords I pass’d my lifc, 

A vcry woman and a vcry wifc. 

What sums from ihcsc old spouscs I could raisc 
Procur’d young husbands in my ripcr days. 

Tho’ past my bloom, not yct dccay’d was I, 
Wanton and wild, and chattcr’d likc a pic. 

In country danccs still I borc thc bcll, 

And sung as swcct as cvcning Philomcl. 

То clcar my quail-pipc, and rcfrcsh my soul, 

Full oft I drain’d thc spicy nut-brown bowl; 

Rich luscious wincs, thal youthful blood improvc, 
And warm thc swclling vcins to fcats of lovc: 

For ’tis surc as cold cngcndcrs hail, 

A liquorish moulh must havc a lcch’rous tail: 

Winc lcts no lovcr unrewarded go, 

As all truc gamcstcrs by cxpcrience know. 

• •••••• 

Му fourth spousc was not cxcccding true; 

Не kcpt, ’twas thought, a privatc miss or two; 

But all ihat scorc I paid—As how? you’ll say: 

Not with my body, ш a filthy way; 

But I so drcss’d, and danc’d, and drank, and din’d 
And vicw’d a fricnd with cycs so vcry kind, 

As slung his hcart, and madc his marrow fry, 

With burning rage and frantic jealousy. 

His soul, Норе, cnjoy$ eternal glory, 

For hcrc on carth I was his purgatory. 

• •••••• 

Now for my fifth lov’d lord, the last and bcst; 
(Kind Heav’n aBord him cvcrlasting restl) 
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Full hcarty was his lovc, and I can show 
Thc tokcns on my ribs in black and bluc; 

Yct with a knack my hcart hc could havc won, 
Whilc yct thc smart was shooting in thc bonc, 
How quaint an appctitc in womcn rcigns! 

Frcc gifts wc scorn, and lovc what costs us pains. 
Lct mcn avoid us, and on thcm wc lcap; 

A glutted markct makcs provision chcap, 

In purc good will I took this jovial spark, 

Of Oxford hc, a most cgregious clcrk. 

Нс boardcd with a widow in the town, 

A trusty gossip, onc damc Alison; 

Full wcll thc sccrcis of my soul shc kncw, 

Bcttcr ihan c'er our parish pricst could do. 

• •••••• 

This clcrk, mysclf, and my good ncighbour Alsc, 
То scc, bc sccn, to tcll, and gathcr talcs. 

Visits to evcry church wc daily paid, 

And march’d in cvcry holy masqucradc; 

Thc stalions duly and thc vigils kept; 

Not much wc fastcd, but scarcc cvcr slcpt. 

At scrmons, too, I shonc in scarlct gay: 

The wasting moth nc’er spoil’d my bcst аггау; 

Thc causc was this, l worc it cvcry day. 

’Twas whcn fresh Мау hcr early blossoms yields, 
This clcrk and I wcre walkmg in thc ficlds, 

Wc grcw so intimatc, I can’t tcll how, 

I pawn’d my honour, and cngagcd my vow, 

If c’cr I laid my husband in his urn, 

That hc, and only hc, should scrvc my turn. 

Wc straight struck hands, thc bargain was agrccd; 
I still havc shifts against a timc of nccd. 

Thc mousc that always trusts to onc poor holc 
Can ncvcr bc a mouse of апу soul. 

I vow’d I scarcc could slccp sincc first I kncw him, 
And durst bc sworn hc had bcwitch’d mc to him; 
If c’cr I slcpt I drcam’d of him alonc, 

And drcams forctcll, as lcarncd mcn havc shown 
All this I said; but drcams, Sirs, I had nonc: 

I follow’d but my crafty crony’s lorc, 

Who bid mc tcll this lic—and twcnty morc. 

• •••••• 

?kyllis 

BY JONATHAN SWIFT. MISCELLANIES IN PROSB 
AND VERSE, 1727*32 

Responding Phyllis was cndued 
With cv’ry talcnt of a prudc: 

Shc trcmblcd whcn a man drcw ncar; 

Salutc hcr, and shc turncd hcr саг: 
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I£ o*er against her you were placed, 

She durst not look above уоиг waist: 

She*d rather take you to hcr bcd, 

Than let you see her drcss hcr head; 

In church you hear her, thro’ the crowd, 

Repeat the absolution loud: 

In church, securc behind hcr fan, 

Shc durst behold that monster man: 

Thcrc practiscd how to placc hcr hcad, 

And bite hcr lips to makc them rcd; 

Or, on the mat dcvoutly knccling, 

Would lift hcr cycs up to thc cciling. 

For ncighbouring bcaux to scc it barc. 

At lcngth a lucky lover camc, 

And found admittancc to the damc. 

Suppose all parties now agrccd, 

Thc writings drawn, thc lawycr fced, 

Thc vicar and thc ring bcspokc: 

Guess, how could such a match be brokc? 

Sec thcn what mortals place their bliss in! 
Ncxt morn bctimcs thc bridc was missing: 
Thc mothcr scrcamcd, thc fathcr chid; 

Whcrc can this idlc wcnch bc hid? 

No ncws of Phyl! thc bridcgroom camc, 

And thought his bride had skulkcd for shame; 
Because hcr fathcr uscd to say, 

The girl had such a bashful way! 

Now John thc butlcr must bc scnt 
То lcarn thc road that Phyllis wcnt: 

Thc groom was wishcd to saddlc Crop; 

For John must ncithcr light nor stop, 

But find hcr, whcrcsoc’cr shc flcd, 

And bring hcr back alivc or dcad. 

Scc hcrc again thc dcvil co do! 

For truly John wa5 missing too: 

Thc horsc and pillion both wcrc gonc! 

Phyllis, it sccms, was flcd with John. 

Old Madam, who wcnt up to find 
What papcrs Phyl had lcft bchind, 

A Icttcr on thc toilcl sccs, 

‘То my much honourcd fathcr—thcsc—” 
(’Tis alway$ donc, romanccs tcll us, 

Whcn daughters run away with fclIows,) 
Fillcd with thc choiccst common'places, 

Ву olhcrs uscd in thc likc cascs. 

‘‘That long ago a fortunc-tcllcr 
£xactly said what now bcfell her; 

And in a glass had made her sce 
A serving-man of low dcgrce. 

It was her fatc, must bc forgiven; 

For marriagcs wcrc madc in Heaven: 
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His {nrdon begged: bot, to be plain, 

She'd do*t i£ ’twere to do again: 

Thank’d God, ’twas neither shame nor sin; 
For John was come of honest kin. 

Love never thinks o£ rich and poor; 

Shc’d beg with John £rom door to door. 
Forgive hcr, i£ it bc a crime; 

Shell never do’t another timc. 

Shc ne’er before in all her li£c 
Once disobey’d him, maid nor wi£c.” 

One argument she summ’d up all in, 

“Thc thing was donc and past recalling; 

And thcrcforc hopcd shc should rccovcr 
His favour whcn his passion’s ovcr. 

Shc valued not what othcrs thought hcr, 
And was—his most obcdicnt daughtcr.” 
Fair maidcns all, attcnd thc Musc, 

Who now thc wand’ring pair pursucs: 

Away thcy rodc in homcly sort, 

Thcir јоигпсу long, thcir топсу short; 

Thc loving couplc wcll bcmircd; 

Thc horsc and both thc ridcrs tircd: 

Thcir vituals bad, thcir lodgings worsc; 
Phyl cricd! and John bcgan to cursc: 

Phyl wi$hcd that shc had straincd a limb, 
Whcn first shc vcnturcd out with him; 

John wish’d that hc had brokc a lcg, 
Whcn first for hcr hc quitlcd Pcg. 

But what advcnturcs morc bcfcil ’cm, 
Thc Musc hath no timc to tcU ’cm; 

How Johnny whccdlcd, thrcatcncd, £awncd, 
Till Phyllis all hcr trinkcts pawn’d: 

How oft shc brokc hcr marriagc vow8, 

In kindncss to maintain hcr spouse, 

Till swains unwholcsomc spoiled thc tradc; 
For now thc surgcon must bc paid, 

То whom thosc pcrquisitcs arc gonc, 

In Christian Justicc due to John. 

Whcn food and raimcnt now grcw scarce, 
Fatc put a pcriod to thc farcc, 

And with cxact poclic justicc; 

For John was landlord, Phylli$ hosicss; 

Thcy kcep, at Stains, the Old Blue Boar, 

Are cat and dog, and roguc and whore. 

> 

The Power of Love 

РХОМ THE MUSICAL MISCELLANT, C. 1719 

Ат dcad of Night, whcn wrapt in Sleep 
The peaceful Cottage lay, 

Pastora lefi her foldcd Shcep, 
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Her Garland, Crook, and useless Scrip; 

Love ied the Nymph a-stray. 

His eager Arms the Nymph cmbrace, 

And, so assuage his Pain, 

His rcstless Passion he obcys: 

At such an Hour, in such a Placc, 

What Lovcr could contain ? 

In vain shc call’d ihe conscious Moon, 

Thc Moon no Succour gavc: 

Thc crucl Stars unmovcd, lookcd on, 

And sccmcd to smilc at what was donc, 

Nor could hcr Honour savc. 

Vanquishcd at last, by powcrful Lovc, 

Thc Nymph cxpiring lay; 

No morc shc sighcd, no more shc strovc, 

Sincc no kind Stars wcrc found above, 

She blushcd and dicd away. 

Yct blcst thc Grovc, hcr conscious Flight, 

And Vouth, that did bctray; 

And panting, dying with Dclight, 

Shc blcst the kind transporting Night, 

And cursed approaching Day. 

A Satire on Marriage 

BY THOMAS BROWN. WORKS IN PROSE AND VERSE, I73O 

ТнЕ husband’s thc pilot, thc wifc is thc occan, 

Нс always in dangcr, shc always in motion: 

And she that in wedlock twice hazards his carcass, 

Twicc vcnturcs a drowning, and faith that’s a hard case; 
Evcn at our own wcapons the fcmalcs defeat us, 

And death, only death, can sign our quietus. 

Not to tcll you sad storics of Libcrty lost, 

How all our mirth is all pallcd, and our pleasures all crost 
This pagan confinemcnt, this damnable station, 

Suits no ordcr, nor age, nor degrcc in thy nation. 

Thc Lcviic it kccps from parochial duty, 

For who can at once mind religion and bcauty? 

Тћс rich it charms with CEpcnscs and troublc. 

And a poor beast, you know, can scarcc саггу double; 
Twas invcnted they tcll you to keep us from falling, 

Oh, thc virtuc and grace of a shrill caterwaulmg. 

But it pulls in your game, ah, but how do you know, sir, 
How often your neighbour breaks up уоиг enclosure? 

For this is thc principal comfort of marriage, 

You must eat, tho’ a hundred have a spit in your porridge. 
If at night you’re inactive, and fail of performing, 

Enter thunder and lightning, and bloodshed next morning. 
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Crics thc bonc of your sidc, thanks, dcar Mr. Horncr, 

This comcs of your sinning wiih Crapc in thc corncr. 

Thcn to make up thc brcach, all your sircngth you must rally, 
And labor and swcat likc a slavc ai thc galley. 

Yct still you must chargc, oh, blcssed condition! 

Tho’ you know, to your cost, you’vc no ammunition. 

Till at last, my dcar mortificd fool of a man, 

Vou’rc not ablc to makc a poor flash in the pan. 

Firc, fcmalc and flood, bcgin with a lctter, 

And thc world’s for them all not a farthing thc bctter. 

Your flood is soon gone; you your fire may humble, 

If into the flame storc of water you tumblc; 

But to cool thc damned heat of your wifc’s titillation 
You may iise half thc cngmes and pumps m thc nation. 
Thus, sir, I have sent you my thoughts of thc mattcr. 

Judge as you please, but I scorn for lo flatter. 

> 

Melisindas Misfortune 

BY THOMAS BROWN, WORKS IN PROSE AND VERSE, I73O 

TiRED with business of thc day, 

Upon hcr couch supmcly lay 
Fair Melismda void of care, 

N0 livmg crealure bcmg ncar: 

When straight a calm and gentle slccp 
Did o’er her drowsy cyclids crccp; 

Her senscs thus by fcttcrs licd, 

Ву nimblc fancy were supplicd: 

Нсг quick irnagmation brought 
Thc idcas of hcr vvaking ihought. 

Sbc drcamt hcrself a ncw madc bridc 
In bcd, by >oung Philandcr’s sidc: 

The possct cat, thc stocking throvv, 

And all thc сотрапу withdrawn; 

And now thc blcst Elysium, 

Of all hcr wished for )oys, is come. 

Philandcr, all dissolvcd in charms, 

Lics rapturcd m her circling arms, 

With pantmg brcasts and swimming cycs 
Shc meets thc visionary joys; 

In all thc amorous posturcs lovc, 

Which thc hcight of ecstasy could movc; 

But as shc rovmg did advancc 
Hcr trcmblmg lcgs, O dirc mischancc’ 

The couch bcing ncar thc fircsidc, 

Shc cxpandcd them, alas* too widc: 

Shc cxposcd her ncthcrmost attire 
Unto the cmbraccs of thc firc; 

So thc chaste Phocnix of thc East 
With fluttcring fircs hcr spicy nest. 
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The flama at flrst did trembling sdzc 
The dangling hcm of the lost prize; 

But flnding no resisunce, higher 
As 'tis their nature to aspire, 

Approaching near the seat of Uiss, 

The centre of earthly happinas, 

Which va$dy more of pleasure yields, 

Than all the feigned Elysian flelds. 

At last the flames were grown so rude, 

They boldly everywhere intrude; 

Thcy soon rccaiicd thc iady’s scnsc, 

And chased the pieasing vision thcnce; 

Soon as hcr cycs rccovcrcd iight, 

Shc straight bchcid, thc dismai sight. 

Thcn vicwing of hcr half-burnt smock, 

Thus to hcrscif thc sad nymph spokc: 

“Is this thc cflcct of drcams? Is this 
Thc fruit of aii my fancy’s biiss? 

Misfortuncs wiil, I scc, bctidc, 

Whcn maidens throw thcir icgs too widc: 

Had I but ксЈЛ my icgs across, 

I and my smock had had no ioss: 

I ought, Гт surc, to havc morc hccd, 

Fcr nc’cr had virgin greater nccd: 

Му kindness and my iittle care 
Has Icft mc scarcc a smock to wcar. 

But I couid bear the loss of thcm 
Had not thc firc disturbcd my drcam. 

Ahf cruci flames, you*rc too unkind 
То chasc thcsc fancics from my mind: 

Down, down into your nativc ccll 
In your own blazing rcgions dwcli: 

Vcx mc no morc, Ict mc posscss 
Му lincn, ог my drcam in pcacc. 

Thus thc роог nymph, bcwaiied hcr trcacherous 
luck, 

At oncc to losc so good a drcam and smock. 

The МШ. МШ—0~ 

AN OLD SCOTS COUNTRVSIDE SONC; (1731) FROM MUSICAL 
MISCBLLANV, VI. 76; ALSO IN MERRV MUSES OF CALEDONIA 
(C. 1800), COLLECTED BY ROBERT BURNS 

Beneath a grecn shade I fand a fair maid, 

Was sieeping sound and stili, O; 

A lowan wi’ lovc, my fancy did rovc 
Around hcr wi’ good will, O; 
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Нсг bosom I prcst; but sunk in hcr rcst 
Shc stirr’dna my јоу to spill, O, 

Whilc kindly shc slcpt, closc to hcr I crcpt, 

And kiss’d, and kiss’d hcr my fill, O. 

Oblig’d by command in Flandcrs to land, 

Т’ cmploy my courage and skill, O, 

Frac hcr quictly I saw, hoist sails and awa, 

For thc wind blcw fair on thc biIlow. 

’Twa ycars brought mc hamc, whcrc loud-fraising famc 
Tauld mc, with a voicc right shrill, O, 

Му lass, likc a fool, has mountcđ thc stool, 

Nor kcnd wha had donc hcr thc ill, O. 

Mair fond of hcr charms, wiih my son in hcr arms, 

I fcrlyin’ spcir’d how she fcll, O, 

Wi’ thc tcar in her суе, quoth she, “lct me die, 

“Swcet sir, gin I can tcll, O.’’ 

Love gavc the command, I took her by thc hand, 

And bad hcr a’ fcars cxpcl, O, 

And nae mair look wan, for I was thc man, 

Wha had donc hcr the dccd myscl’, O. 

Му bonny swcct lass, on thc gowany grass, 

Bencath thc Shilling hill, O; 

If I did offcncc, Г11 makc ус amends, 

Bcforc I lcavc Pcggy’s mill, O. 

O thc mill, mill, O; an’ thc kill, kill, O, 

An’ thc coggin’ of thc whccl, O; 

Thc sack and thc sicvc, a’ that ус maun lcavc, 

An’ round with a sodgcr rccl, O. 

ANOTHER VERSION 

As I camc down уоп watcr sidc, 

And by уоп Shilling hill, O, 

Thcrc I spicd a bonny lass, 

A Lass that I lo’cd right wccl, O. 

Thc mill, mill, O; and thc kill, kill, O, 

An’ the coggin’ o’ Peggy’s whccl, O, 

The sack an’ thc sicvc, a’ shc did lcavc, 

An’ danc’d thc millcr’s rccl, O. 

I spicr’d at hcr, gin shc cou’d play, 

But the lassic had nae skill, O, 

An’ yct shc wasna a’ to blamc, 

Shc pat it in my will, O. 

Thc mill, miil, O; and thc kill, kill, O, 

An' thc coggin’ o’ Pcggy’s whccl, O, 

Thc sack an’ thc sicvc, a’ shc did lcavc, 

An’ danc’d thc millcr’s recl, O. 

t 477 3 



Then she fell o’er, an* sae did I, 

An’ danc’d thc miller’s rcel, O, 

Whcnc’cr that bonny lassic comes again, 
She shall hac her ma’t ground w^, O. 
Thc mill, mill, O; and thc кШ, kill, O, 
An’ thc coggin’ o’ Peggy’s whccl, O, 
Thc sack an’ thc sicvc, a’ shc did lcavc, 
An’ danc’d thc millcr’s recl, O. 


Cloe s Precaution 

FROM WINDSOR MEDLEV, I73I 

Forgive mc, Vcnus, if I tcll, 

What on thy sacrcd Evc bcfcl; 

Whcn happy, if forbid to boast, 

Much of thc Happincss is lost. 

Cloc, a Nymph of matchlcss Micn, 

Who long thc rcigning Toast had bccn, 
Of al* thc Wits, and Rakcs, and Smarts, 
That prowl, to ргсу on Virgin’s Hcarts; 
Yct cvcr to hcr Honour truc, 

Unlcss—what’s that?—with onc ог two. 
Onc night as wc togcther sat, 

Passing thc smiling Hours in chat, 

Wc took a Glass—’twas prctty latc. 

Thc Nymph rclaxcd, hcr Eycs confcsscd, 
Hcr Viriuc scarcc would stand thc tcst. 
Lovc, Winc, ог boih, had fillcd hcr Hcad, 
Thc Spics wcrc scnt away to bcd; 

Spight of hcr Pridc, thc cngaging shc, 
Avowcd a Passion—and for mc. 

Thcn lct’s to bcd—you shan’t,—I will; 
Don’t oficr’t, for I vow Г11 squcal. 

Child, if you do, ’twill bc all onc. 

Nay, thcn—but kccp your Brccchcs on; 
Agrccd,—’twas donc as soon as said, 

I in my Brccchcs—wcnt to bcd. 


The Penitent Nun 

BY JOHN lockman; from musical miscellanv, 1731 

Dame fanc a sprightly Nun, and gay, 

And formcd of vcry yielding Clay, 

Had long wiih rcsolution sirovc 
То guard against thc Shafts of Lovc. 

C478] 



And soon hc bafflcs jdl hcr Carc, 

In vain shc trics hcr Pain to smothcr, 

Thc Nymph too frail, thc Nymph too frail, 
Đccomcs a Mothcr. 


But no, thcsc littlc Foilics о*сг, 

Shc firmly vows she’ll sin no more; 

No more to Vice will fall a Ргсу, 

But spcnd in Ргаусг cach flccting Day. 

Closc in hcr Ccll immur’d shc lics, 

Nor from the Cross rcmovcs hcr Eycs; 
Whilst Sisters crowding at thc Cratc, 

Spcnd all thcir Timc, spcnd all thcir Timc in 
Worldly Pratc. 


The Abbcss, overjoyed to find 
This happy Change in jenny’s Mind, 

The rcst, with Air composed, addrcssing, 
“Daughters, if you cxpcct a Biessing, 

’Trom pious Janc, Examplc takc, 

“Thc World and all its Joys forsakc.” 

”We wiH” (thcy all rcply’d as Onc) 

“But first let’s do as Janc has donc.” 

Fanc^s All 

WORDS BY mitchell; from musical miscellanv, 1731 

Black, White, Ycllow or Red, 

Woman’s a charming lovcly Crcaturc, 

Gct hcr but fairly to Bcd 

And bogglc no more about thc Matlcr, 

’Tis not Complcxion 
That causcs Affcction; 

Nor Graccs appcaring, 

That make hcr endearing; 

But Fancy in Lovers, 

Such sccrcts discovcrs 

As prcscntly sct ihcir Spirits in motion. 

Woman’s a Trcasure, 

Crcated for Plcasurc; 

And what arc thcir Faccs, 

Comparcd to Embraccs.^ 

If Joan is but rcady, 

Shc’s good as her Lady: 

A Proof that Dclight is thc Daughter of Notion. 
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The СоипГгу Lass 

nou THOM$ON*S ORPHEUS CALEDONIUS, II. 85 

Altho’ I bc but a Country Lass, 

Yet a lofty Mind I bcar-0, 

And think my scl’ as good as thosc, 

That rich Apparcl wcar-0. 

Altho* my Gown bc hamc spun Gray, 

Му skin it is as saft-O, 

As thcm that Satin Wccds do wcar, 
And саггу thcir hcads alaft-0. 

What tho’ I kccp my Fathcr’s Shccp? 

Thc thing that must bc donc-0, 

With Garlands of thc Fincst Flowcrs 
То shadc mc frac thc Sun-0. 

Whcn thcy агс fccding plcasantly, 
Whcrc Grass and Flowcrs do spring-O, 
Thcn on a flowry Bank at Noon, 

I sct mc down and sing-0. 

Му Paisly Piggy, corkcd with Sage, 
Contains my Drink but thin-0: 

N 0 Wincs do c’cr my Brain cnragc, 

Ог tcmpt my Mind to sin-0; 

Му Country Curds, and wooden Spoon, 

I think thcm unco finc-0; 

And on a flowry Bank at Noon, 

I sct me down and dinc-0. 

Altho’ my Parcnts cannot raisc 
Grcat Bags of shining Gold-0, 

Likc thcm whosc Daughtcrs, now-a-days, 
Likc Swme are bought and sold-0; 

Yet my fair Body it shall keep 
And honcst Hcart within-0, 

And for twicc fifty thousand Crowns, 

I value not a Pin-0. 

I usc nac Gums upon my Hair, 

Nor Chains about my Ncck-0, 

Nor shining Rings upon my Hands, 

Му Fingcrs straight to deck-0; 

But for that Lad to mc shall fa’, 

And I havc Gracc to wed-0, 

Г11 kccp a Jcwcl worth them a’, 

I mean my Maidenhead-0. 

If саппу Fortunc givc to mc, 

Thc Man I dearly lovc-O, 

Tho’ wc want Gcar, I dinna сагс, 

Му hands 1 can improvc-O; 
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Expectmg for a Blessing still, 
Descending from above-0, 

Then we’ll embrace and sweetly kiss, 
Repeating Tales of Love-0. 




Down thc Burn Davie 

FROM THOMSOn’s ORPHEUS CALBDONIUS 

When Tfccs did bud, and Ficlds wcrc grccn, 
And Broom bloom’d fair to scc; 

Whcn Магу was complcat Fiftccn, 

And Lovc laugh’d in hcr Еус; 

Blyth Davic’s Blinks hcr Hcart did movc, 
То spcak hcr Mind thus frcc, 

Gang đown thc Burn, Davic, Lovc, 

And I shall foilow thcc. 


Now Davic did cach Lad surpass, 
That dwclt on this Burn-side, 

And Магу was thc bonnicst Lass, 

Just meet to bc a Bridc; 

Hcr Chccks wcrc rosy, red and whitc, 
Hcr Ecn wcrc bonny bluc; 

Hcr Looks wcre likc Aurora bright, 
Hcr Lips like dropping Dew. 


As down thc Burn thcy took thcir way, 
What tcndcr Talcs thcy said! 

His Chccks to hcrs hc oft did lay, 

And with hcr Bosom play’d; 

Till baith at lcngth impaticnt grown, 
То bc mair fully blcst, 

In yondcr Valc, they lcan’d thcm down; 
Lovc only saw thc rcst. 


What pass’d I guess, was harmicss Play, 
And naithing sure unmcct; 

For ganging hamc, I hcard him say, 
Thcy likcd a wa’k sac swect; 

And that thcy aftcn shou’d rcturn, 

Sic plcasurc to rcncw. 

Quoth Магу, Lovc, I likc thc Burn, 



“Му Jocl(ey Blyth for What Thou Hast 
Done" 

PROM ORPHEUS CALEDONIUS, II., C. I733 

РЕССУ 

My Јосксу blyth for what thou hast done, 
Thcrc is nac hclp nor mcnding; 

For thou hast jogg’d mc out of Tunc, 

For a’ thy fair prctcnding. 

Му Mither sccs a Changc on mc, 

For my CompIcxion dashcs, 

And this alas! has bcen with thcc 
Sac latc amang thc Rashes. 


ЈОСКБУ 

Му Pcggy, what I’ve said Г11 do, 

То frcc thcc frac hcr Scoulding; 
Come thcn, and lct us bucklc to, 
Nac langcr lct’s bc folling: 

For hcr contcnt Г11 instant wcd, 
Sincc thy Complcxion dashcs; 
And thcn wc’ll try a Fcathcr-bcd, 
Tis fastcr than thc Rashcs. 


PEGGV 

Thcn Јосксу sincc thy Lovc’s so true, 
Lct Mithcr scoul, Гт easy: 

Sac lang’s I livc I nc’cr shall ruc 
For what I’vc donc to plcasc thcc. 
And thcrc’s my hand Г11 nc’cr complain: 

O! wcirs mc on thc Rashcs; 

Whcn c’cr thou likcs Г11 do’t again 
And a Fcg for a’ thcir Clashcs. 

Л 

The Ravish*d Lover 

A BROADSIDE SONG WITH MUSIC, C. I736 

When Fanny blooming fair 
First mct my ravishcd Sight, 
Caught with hcr Shape and Air 
I fclt a strangc dclight: 

Whilst eagcrly I gazed, 

Admiring ev’ry part, 

I cvcry fcaturc praiscd, 

She stolc into my Heart. 



In her bewitching Еуез 
Young smiling Lovcs appear, 

There Cupid basking lyes, 

His Shafts are hoardcd there: 

Her Biooming chccks are dycd 
With Colour all thcir own, 

Eaceliing far the pride 
Of Roscs newly blown. 

Her well turned limbs confess 
Thc lucky hand of Jovc, 

Нсг Fcaturcs all express, 

Thc Bcautcous Quccn of Love. 

What Flamcs my Ncrvcs invadc, 

When I bchold the Breast 
Of that too lovely Maid, 

Risc suing to be prest. 

Venus round Fanny’s waist, 

Hath hcr own Ccstus Bound, 

With Guardian Cupids graced, 

Who sport thc circle round; 

How happy will hc be, 

Who shall hcr Zonc unloosc; 

That bliss to all but mc 
Мау Heav’n and she rcfuse. 

Song 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE CUPID, I736 

Он Hel what mean I, foolish Maid, 

In this remote and silcnt shade, 

То mcct with you alonc? 

Му Heart does with the place combine, 

And both are more уоиг friends than mine; 
Ohl I shall be undone. 

Л savage bcast I would not fear; 

Ог, should I mcct with villains hcre, 

I to some cave wou’d run: 

But such enchanting arts you show, 

1 cannot strive, I cannot go: 

Ohl I shall be undone. 

Ahl give those sweet temptations o’er, 

П1 touch those dang’rous lips no more— 
What, must wc yct fool on? 

Ahl now I yield; ahl now I fall; 

And now I have no Breath at all: 

And now Гт quite undone. 

П1 see no more your tempting face, 

Nor mect you in this dangerous place; 

Му fame’s for ever gone. 



But fuiie, to ipeak the troth, ii vain, 

And every yieldmg maid doei gain, 

Ву being к> undone. 

In iuch a pleaiing itorm o£ bliii, 

То iuch a мпк of paradiie, 

Who would not iwiftly ron? 

If you but troth to me will i^ear, 

Well mect again, nor do I care 
How oft I am undone. 

> 

Song 

ANONTMOUS. РЖОМ ТНВ CUPID, I736 

CutTOM» alasl doth partial prove, 

Nor gives us cven measurc: 

То maidi it is a pain to love, 

But ’tis to men a pleasure. 

They frcely can thcir thoughts explain, 

Whilst ours must burn within: 

We have got eyes and tongucs in vain, 

And truth from us is sin. 

Men to new joys and conqucsts fly, 

And yct no hazard run. 

Poor we аге left if wc deny; 

Or if wc yicld, undone. 

Then equal laws let custom flnd, 

Nor eithcr sex opress: 

Morc freedom givc to womankind, 

Or give to mankind less. 

A 

When I Court Thee 

ANONTMOUS. PROM THE CUPID, I736 

Whbn I court thcc, dcar МоПу, to grant me thc bliss, 
With a Squceze by the hand, and thcn with a kiss; 

You, likc an arch baggagc, for cver гср1у, 

In thc same loving mood, can you live, sir, and die? 
Then you ask me, how long this same passion will last, 
And if I shan’t cod, when the momcnt is past? 

Such questions ai these might e’en damp a beginner, 
And must ccruinly puzzle an old battered sinner. 

But to shcw you, for once, how much I despise 
То tell you, like some men, a thousand damned lies, 
Му mind, dearest girl, in few Words you shall know, 
And if, on thcsc Terms, you think well of it, so; 

If not, for my part, I sh^l nc’er take it ill, 

For if one woman won’t, there are thousands that will. 
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That I likc you at prejcnt, you ncvcr can doubt; 

For what do I takc all this trouble about? 

That my passion is rcal, and void of disguisc, 

You may fecl my pulsc; you may rcad in my cycs: 

Whcn these roll so fast, and that beats so quick, 

The dcuce must be in’t, if it’s all but a trick. 

Thy frcsh ruddy lips, and thy tccth all so whitc, 

Thy round tcmpting bubbies, which hcavc with dclight, 
Thy trim taper shape, and thy dear litde fcct, 

Thy voicc that’s so soft, and thy breath that’s so swcct; 
'rhy bright beaming eycs, and thy gay golden hair, 
Provoke a sensation too killing to bear; 

Above or below nothing faulty is seen; 

And, faith, I darc answer for what lies betwccn. 

So many rarc charms surely ncver can cloy, 

But Night, after Night, wou’d afford one new јоу; 
Methinks, in my passion, I ncver cou’d vary, 

If a thousand eaamples didn’t prove the contrary: 

For, like othcr men, I am but flcsh and blood; 

Yct, if Гт no bcttcr, I hopc I’m as good; 

Thcn since, dearest Мо11у, апу onc whom you takc, 

Is as likcly as mc, to prove false and forsake, 

If you c’cr nin thc hazard, lct mc bc your man, 

And Г11 love you as much, and as long as I can. 

Wc’ll toy, ramp, and rcvel, wc’ll bill, and wc’ll coo, 

And do cvcrything clsc, which young lovers do. 

But if, upon trial, and oftcn repeating, 

(For the proof of thc pudding’s, you know, in thc eating) 
Vour passion or mine from thc bias shou’d run, 

As in crowds of cach scx it alrcady has donc; 

Shou’d wc grow cool and civil, why c’cn lct us part, 

Nor strive to keep up a dull passion by art; 

For ’tis folly, ’tis nonscnse, our naturc to force, 

As spurring a jadc only makcs hcr thc worsc: 

At formal rcstraint lct us ncithcr rcpinc, 

But givc back my Heart, and Г11 rcturn thinc. 

> 

Denial 

ANONTMOUS. гаом THE CUPID, I736 

WhatI put ofl with one denial? 

And not make a second trial? 

You might sce my cyes consenting, 

All about me was relenting: 

Women, obliged to dwell in forms, 

Forgive the youth who boldly storms. 

Lovers, wheQ you sigh and languish; 

When you tell us of уоиг anguish; 
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То the Nymph уоиЋ be more pleamg, 
Wbea tbose sorrows you аге easiag; 
We love to tfy how far mcn darc, 

Aod never wish thc foe shou*d spare. 

> 


In Chloe^s Chamber 

JOHN BANCKS, MISC. WK8., I. 260; “ТНВ WHOLB TALB, OF 
WHICH THIS 1 $ A BBLICK, CONSISTBD OF ABOUT ТНВВВ TIMIS 
A8 MANY LINBS AS ABB NOW LBPT,“ I738 

In Chloe’s Chamber, She and I 
Together sat, no Creature nigh: 

The Time and Place conspir’d to move 
A Longing for thc Joys of Lovc, 

I sigh'd, and kiss’d, and press’d hcr Hand. 

Did all—to makc hcr undcrstand. 

Shc, prctty, tcndcr-hcarted Crcaturc, 

Obcy’d thc Dictates of Good-Naturc, 

As far as Modesty would let her. 

Mclting Virgin scldom spcaks. 

But with hcr Brcasts, and Eycs and Checks 
Nor was it hard from Thcsc to find 
That Chloc had—almost a Mind. 

Thus far ’twas wcll; but, to procccd, 

What should I do?—Grow bold—I did.— 

At last shc faltcr’d, What would’st luvc?— 

Your Lovc, said I, or clsc my Gravc.—• 

Suppose, it wcre the first, quoth shc, 

Could you for-cvcr constant bc? 

For-cvcr Chloe, by thosc Eycs, 

Thosc Bubbics, which so fall and rise, 

Ву all that’s soft, and all that’s fair, 

Ву your whole sacrcd Sclf, 1 swcar, 

Your fondcst Wishcs nc’cr shall cravc 
So constant, $0 complctc a Slavcl 
Damon, you know too wcll thc Art, 

She sighing said, to rcach my Heart! 

Yct ohl 1 can’t, I won’i comply.— 

Why will you prcss? dear Damon why? 


DBSUNT СДТВВА 

For Chloe, coming in one day, 

As on my Desk the Сору lay; 

What mcans this rhyming Fool? shc crics, 
Why somc Folks may bclicvc thcsc Liesl 
So on the Fire she thrcw the Sheet. 

1 burn’d my Hand—to save this Bit. 




The Progress of Lope 

ВТ JAUIS 0 SWALD; A ВКОАОБШЕ SONG WITH MUS!C, c. 1740 

Beneath the Mjrtle’s secret Shade 
When Delia blest my Eyes, 

At first I viewed the lovely Maid 
In silent soft surprise: 

With trembling Voice, and Aniious Mind, 

I sofdy whispered Lovc, 

She blush’d a Smile so sweedy kind, 

Did all my fcars rcmovc; 

Did all my fears remove. 

Her lovely yielding form I prest, 

Swcct Madđcning Kisscs stolc; 

And soon hcr swimming Eycs confcst, 

Thc wishcs of hcr Soul: 

In wild tumultuous Bliss I сгу, 

O Dclia now bc kind, 

Shc prcst mc closc and with a Sigh, 

То mclting joys rcsign’đ; 

То mclting joys rcsign’d. 

Ап Itnitation of Ovid's Amours 

BY MATTHEW PRIOR, MISC. POEMS, I74O 

Chloe, sincc you a handsomc woman are, 

And conscqucntly frail as you arc fair, 

Вс not to апу of my rivals соу, 

But all thc swects of Libcrty спјоу: 

Through cv'ry various sccnc of loving rovc, 

And to thc bcst your youth and charms improve; 

I, all this frccdom can with casc allow; 

I mcant not to confinc you to a vow; 

Providcd that you act with sccrccy, 

And kccp your jilting tricks conccalcd from mc. 
Shc sins not to thc world who can dcny, 

And brazcn out thc rumour with a lic. 

Tis folly, пау, ’tis madncss to rcvcal 
That which you can but апу way conceal. 

You what the world would nc’cr suspcct proclaim, 
And doublc by your impudcncc your shamc. 

Thc lcwdcst, bawdiest drab in all thc town, 

Will shut thc door bcforc shc Iays hcr down. 

Is’t not enough that fame proclaims your guilt, 

But you, yoursclf, must tell, you are a jiltP 
For your own sakc bc with your pleasure wife, 

And sin at least under a chaste disguise. 

Nay, if to mc, your tricks should be betrayed, 
Now thcy’re all false, and that the world is mad; 
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Blush, weep, sigh, rage, and all уоаг passioas vent, 

As if you did уоиг injured fame lament: 

And I shall fondiy think you innocent. 

When to some secret grotto you resort, 

That love will suit, conceal the amVous sport; 

There then unmasked, lct loosc уоиг fiercc desire, 
Inflame with cvcry lcchcrous trick your firc, 

Thy soul in its own nalivc drcss cxposc, 

And what, without disguisc, you arc disclosc; 

Baulk nothing that can add to your delight, 

But vigorously pursue love's pleasing fight. 

Without a blush your folding arms, fast lock, 

That links you closcr, and improvcs thc shock. 

Your tongue in his in humid kisses dart, 

And let cach single member have a part. 

As stiil уоиг acting thc soft sccnes of love, 

Your body in a thousand posturcs movc; 

Art docs thc dry insipid act advance, 

And difTcrcnt motion docs the bliss cnhance. 

All dying, amorous, soft cxpressions usc, 

Your mclting looks ncw vigor will infusc, 

But whcn you mcct mc, do Aot disabusc; 

Hidc with lhy waving robc thc rising blush, 

Ву strong dcnial all suspicion crush, 

Til scandal’s sclf confirm thc gcncral hush. 

То me, to all thc worlđ thy truth dcclarc, 

That if deccivcd, unknowing I may err. 

Му dcar crcdulity O nc’cr dcstroy, 

That paradisc of fools lct mc спјоу. 

But why! oh whyl so oftcn must I scc 
Thc billct scnt, and brought again to thcc? 

Why dccp indcntcd, whcn I comc, is sccn 
Thc couch without, thc conscious bcd within; 

And cv*ry pot a witncss of thy sin? 

Why discomposc thc ringlcts of thy hair, 

Movc thcm with slccp? Why all thy bosom barc, 

And all thc marks of lovc unprintcd thcrc? 

Lost rcputation though you may dcspisc, 

Sct not at lcast your guilt bcforc my cycs. 

Consider mc, if not your ruincd famc; 

То me ’tis death, to you what is not shamc. 

Whcn you confcss I fccl thc fatal pains, 

And the chill’d blood crccps slowly through my vcins, 
But ah! in vain thy falschood I would hatc; 

No; I must lovc ihcc, faithlcss and ingratc! 

Evcn whilc I fly from thy dcstructivc charms, 

I wish my$elf expiring in thy arms, 

O there conceal what I shall not inquirel 
Each spark of jealou5y wou’d soon expire. 

Nay, wert thou taken in the guilty act, 

And even these eyes wcre witness to the fact, 



What weU I UW| u well would*st thou dtnj, 
And swear my sense imposed on me a iie» 

Му willing eyes their cvidencc thouid quit, 
And all my soul in sorrow should submit. 
Prcpared to yield, how easy is thy taskl 
То say, ’ds hdse, is all that I can ask, 

And since two words thy conquest may secure, 
And sincc thy judge, if not thy cause, is sure, 

At least be constant in a fiied denial; 

Thy truth, my girl, shall never come on trial. 

A 

An Ode to Lord Uncoln 

BY 8IR CHARLES HANBUaY-WILUAM8, I744 

O Lincoln! јоу of wo(nankindl 
То you thi8 humblc ode’8 dcsigncd*. 

Lćt-inspire my song: 

God^! with what powcr8 arc you cndu’d! 
Tlbcriu8 wa8 not half so lcwd, 

Nor Hcrculcs 80 strong. 

Tis-now my pcn cmploy8, 

And sincc I sing of hcav’nly joys, 

From hcavcnly notcs П1 bring; 

And tho’ thc lyric strain I chusc, 

П1 opcn likc the Mantuan musc— 

«-^ jnj thc man I sing.” 

But don’t cxpcct much flattcry 
From such an honcst bard as mc, 

Dcar, noblc, vigorous youth; 

For whcn I say that you-morc 

Than cvcr mortal did bcforc, 

You know I say thc truth. 

Four dmcs a night, somc happy fair, 

You-throughout thc gliding усаг, 

This coursc of јоу pursuing; 

Of fcats likc thcsc what annals spcak, 

’Tis cight and twcnty dmes a w<«k, 

And, Faith! that’s glorious doing. 

Had Mcssalina-with you, 

Whom no man thcn could c’cr subduc, 

Tho* many a Roman tricd: 

Shc’d own your vigour and your diarms, 
And, mcldng, lying in your arms, 

Сгу out -“I’m sadsfiedl’’ 

Then sdll love on with loosen’d reins, 

While youth is boiling in your veios, 

And sparklcs in your face; 

With whores be lewd, with whigs be hearty, 

And both in-, and in paity, 

Confess your noMe race. 
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То Tou aod steacly Pdham then, 

With јоу 1*11 dedicate my pen, 

For both shall bc my theme 
Since both divided England share, 

You have thc lovc of evcry fair, 

Не cvery man’s esteem. 

A Lamentablc Case 

BY SIR CHARLES HANBURY>W 1 LL 1 AMS, I744 

Ye famed physicians of this place, 

Hear Strephon’s and poor Chloe’s case 
Nor think that I am joking; 

When she would, he cannot сотр1у, 

When he wou’d drink, she’s not ач1гу; 

And is not this provoking? 

At night, when Strephon comes to rest, 

Chloe received him on her breast, 

With fondiy folding arms: 

Down, down he hangs his drooping head, 

Falls fast asleep, and lies as dead, 

Neglecting all her charms. 

Reviving whcn thc morn returns, 

With rising flames young Strephon burns, 

And then, wou’d fain be doing: 

But Chloe, now aslcep ог sick, 

Has no great relish for thc trick, 

And sadly balks his wooing. 

O cruel and disastrous casc, 

When in thc critical cmbrace 
That only onc is burning! 

Dear Docton, set this matter right; 

Give Strephon spirits over night, 

Or Chloe in thc morning. 

k 

The Lover: a Ballad 

BY THE LADY MARY WORTLBY MONTAOUE, C. I758 

I 

Ат length, by so much importunity pressed, 

Таке, Congreve, at once, the insidc of my brcast: 
This stupid indifPrence so often you blame, 

Is not owing to nature, to fear, or to shame. 

I am not so cold as a virgin in lead, 

Nor is Sunday's sermon so strong in my head: 

I kiiow but too well how time flies along, 

That we live but few year$, and yct fewer are youiig. 
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But I hate to be cheated, and never wili buy 
Long years of repentance for moments of јоу. 

Oh, was there a man (but whcre shall I fmd 
Good-scnse and good>nature so equally joined?) 
Would value his pleasure, contribute to mine; 

Not mcanly would boast, nor would tewdly design, 
Not over scverc, yct not stupidly vain, 

For I would havc thc powcr, tho’ not givc thc pain. 

III 

No pcdant, yct learned; nor rakc*hclly gay, 

Or laughing, because he has nothing to say; 

То all my whole scx obliging and frcc, 

Yet nc’cr bc hc fond of апу but mc; 

In public prcservc thc decorum that’s just, 

And shcw in his cycs hc is true to his trust; 

Thcn rarcly approach, and rcspcctfully bow, 

But not fulsomely pcrt, or foppishly low. 


But when thc long hours of public are past, 

And we meet with champagne and a chicken at last, 

Мау cv’ry fond plcasurc that momcnt endear; 

Вс banish’d afar both discrction and fcarl 
Forgctting ог scorning the airs of thc crowd, 

Не may ccasc to be formal, and I to be proud, 

Till lost in thc јоу, wc confcss that wc livc, 

And hc may bc rudc, and yct I may forgivc. 

V 

And that my dclight may bc solidly fixcd, 

Lct thc fricnd and ihc lovcr bc handsomely mixed, 

In whosc tcndcr bosom my soul may confide, 

Whosc kindness can soothc mc, whosc counscl can guidc, 
From such a dcar lovcr as hcrc I dcscribc, 

No dangcr should fright mc, no millions should bribc; 

But till this astonishing crcaturc I know 

As I long have liv’d chastc, I will kccp royself so. 

▼I 

I ncvcr will starc with thc wanton coquct, 

Or be caught by a vain aflectation of wit. 

Thc toastcrs and songstcrs may try all thcir art, 

But ncvcr shall cntcr thc pass of my hcart. 

1 loathc thc lewd rake, the dress’d fopling despise: 

Before such pursucrs thc nice virgin flics: 

And as Ovid has swccdy in parables told, 

We harden likc trees, and like rivers grow cc^d. 



Ckarles VII md Agnes Sorel 

BY VOLTAIBS. PIOM LA PVCELLB. TRANSLATED BY 
ERSSST DOWSOS, 1 % 

OvE good Kiag Chsflcs within his youthfuI prime 
His revels kept at Tours, at Eastertime, 

Where at a ball (for weU he loved to dance) 

It 10 fdl out, that for thc good of Francc 
Не met a maid who beggared all compare, 

Namcd Agncs Sorcl (Lovc had framcd thc fair). 

Let your warm fancy youthful Flora trace, 

Of Venus add her most enchanting grace, 

The wood'nymph’s stature and bewitching guisc, 

With Lovc's scductivc air and brilliant eycs, 

Arachne’s art, thc Syrcn's dulcct song,— 

All thesc were hers and shc could lead along 
Kings, Heroes, Sages in her captive chain. 

То 8CC hcr, love hcr, fccl thc incrcasing pain, 

Of young Dcsirc, its growing warmth to provc, 

Widi faltcring uttcrancc to spcak of Love; 

То trcmblc and rcgard with dove-likc cycs, 

То strive and spcak and uiter nought but sighs, 

Her hand, with a caresstng hand to hold, 

Till panting all thc flamcs hcr brcast cnfold; 

Ву turns cach othcr’s tendcr pains impart, 

And own thc luscious thrill that sways the heart; 

То please, in short, is just a day*s affair, 

For Kings in love are swift and debonnairc. 

Agnes was fain—she knew the art to plcasc 
То deck the thing in garb of mysteries, 

Vcils of thin gauzc, through which will always ргу, 

Thc cnvious courticr’s kecn, malignant сус. 

То mask this busincss, that nonc might know 
The King madc choicc of Councillor Bonneau; 

A trusty man of Tours, skillcd in dcvice 
Who fillcd a post that is not ovcr nicc, 

Which, though thc court, that always sccks to lcnd 
Bcauty to all things, calls thc Princc’s friend, 

The vulgar town and cvcry rustic imp 
Are grossly apt to designatc a Pimp. 

Upon Loirc’s banks thus worthy Sicur Bonncau 
Stood seigncur of an clcgant ch&teau, 

Whithcr onc day, about thc timc of shade, 

In a light skif! fair Agncs was convcyed, 

Thcrc thc samc night King Charlcs would fain rcclinc 
And thcrc thcy supped, whilc Bonncau poured thc winc. 
Sutc was dismissed, though all was scrvcd with carc, 
Banquets of gods could not with this comparcl 
Our Lovcrs thcir dclight and јоу confcsscd, 

Desire inflamcd and transport filled each breast, 
Suprcmely formcd by sprightly wit to plcasc 
Eager thcy listcn and alternate gaze; 
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While thcir discourse, without mdecence, feee, 
Gave their impatience fresh vivacity. 

The ardent princc’s cycs hcr charms devoured, 
Whilc in hcr car soft tales of lovc hc pourcd, 

And with his kncc hcr gcntlc knecs dcflowcrcd. 
Thc suppcr ovcr, music playcd awhilc, 

Italian music—thc chromatic stylc. 

Flutcs, hautboys, viols softly brcaihcđ around, 
Whilc thrcc mclodious voiccs swcllcd thc sound; 
Thcy sang historic allcgorics, thcir strain 
Told of thosc hcrocs mighty Lovc had slain, 

And thosc thcy sang, who somc proud Fair to plcai 
Quit ficlds of glory for inglorious casc. 

In a rcccss this skilful band was sct 

Hard by thc chambcr wherc the good king ate; 

As yet they sought thcir sccrct ioys to scrccn 
And Agncs fair cnjoycd thc wholc unseen. 

The moon upon thc sky begins to glowcr; 
Midnight has struck; it is Love’s magic hour; 

In an alcovc bcgilt with art most surc, 

Not lit too much and yet not too obscurc, 

Bctwccn two shcets of finest Holland madc 
Thc lovely Agncs’ gIowing charms wcrc laid. 

Hcrc did Dame Alix lcavc hcr to rcposc; 

But, cunning Abigail! forgot to close 
Thc privatc door that opc’d an casy way 
То eagcr Charlcs, impaticnt of đclay. 

Pcrfumcs most exquisitc, with timely carc 
Агс poured alrcady on his braidcd hair: 

And ус, who bcst havc lovcd, can tcll thc rcst 
Thc anxious throbbings of our monarch’s brcast 
The sanctuary gained which shrines her charms, 
In bed he clasps her nakcd to his arms, 

Momcnt of ccstasy! propitious night! 

Thcir hcarts rcsponsivc beat with fond đclight. 
Lovc’s brightest roscs glow on Agncs’ chcek; 

In thc warm blush, her fears and wishcs spcak. 

But maiden fears in transport mclt away, 

And Lovc triumphant rulcs with sovran sway. 

The ardent Prince now prcsscd hcr to his brcast, 

His eycs survcyed, his cager hands caresscd, 
Beautics enough which had becn givcn her 
То make a hermit an idolater. 

Bcneath a neck, whose dazzling whitcness shone 
Pure and rcsplendent as the Parian stone, 

With gendcst swcll two breasts scrcncly movc, 
Sevcred and moulded by the hand of Lovc. 

Each crowned with vermeil bud of damask rose, 
Enchanting nipples, which ne’er know reposc; 

You secmed the gaze and pressurc to invite, 

And wooed the longing lips to scek delight. 
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Evgt complpog with ту rmder^i tMMte, 

I meent to paint as low as Agnes* waist; 

То show that symmetry, devoid of blot, 

Where Argus* self could not discern a spot; 

But Virtue, wJ]icii the world good manoers ealls, 
Stops shoit my handi'-and io! the pencil falls. 
In Agnes all was beauty, all was fair; 
Voluptuousness, whereof she had her share, 
Spurred evcry sense which instaot took the alarm, 
Adding ncw gracc to evcry brilliant charm 
It animated: Love can use disguise, 

And pleasure heightens beauty in our еуез. 


> 

Monrosc and Agncs Sorcl 

BY VOLTAIRE. FROM LA PUCELLE. TRANSLATED BY 
ERNEST DOWSON, 1899 

True, I had sworn to moralise no morc, 

То narrate brief, avoiding long discourse, 

But garrulous the God-head I adore, 

And who is proof against Don Cupid*s force? 

His inspiration fires my fcvcrcd brain, 

And my pen scribbles on the unequal strain. 
Voung beautics, maidcns, widows, wive8 enroUed 
Upon his charming banners* ample fold; 

Yc who alikc reccivc his flames or darts, 

Now teil me, whcn two giowing youthful hearts, 
Equal in talcnts, merit and in gracc, 

Whcn both would court you in thc fond embrace, 
Prcssing alike, and fanning rapture*s fire, 
Awakening in ihc brcast cach kccn dcsirc; 

Does not a strange cmbarrassment cnsue? 


More than the king, Monrose aiready knew, 
And wiih address from prating pagcs drcw 
Fuil information where fair Agnes lay; 
Discrccdy rcconnoitcring his way, 

Just as a cat when quiet iies the house, 
Watches the stealthy passage of a mouse, 

And stealing forth the fecble foe to mcct, 

Lets not the earth feel the impress of her feet, 
But once in view upon the ргеу shc springs; 
Monrosc alikc impciied by lovc’s own wings, 
With arms extendcd onward cautious steals, 
Planting the toes, and raising high the heels: 

O Agncsl Agnes! in thy room he knccis. 

Less quickiy fly to ambcr lightest straws, 

Less quickly steel obeys magnetic iaws, 
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Thtn on his knees the bold Monrose we hnd 
Bcside ihe couch wherc the fond bcUc rcclincd. 

For words thcy had nor lcisurc nor dcsirc, 

Suddcn as thought bright blazcd thc amorous kiss^ 
Thcir half-closcd mouths unitcd straight in bliss; 

Thcir dymg cycs thc tcndcr fircs disclosc, 

Thcir soul comcs fioating to thcir iips of rosc; 

Thcir lips, which kissing, closcr contact scck 
And cioqucndy thus thcir passion spcak! 

Mutc intcrcoursc, thc ianguage of dcsirc, 

Enchanting prciudc, organ of iovc’s firc: 

Yct for a tricc, Ч was htting to forgct 
This conccrt swcct, this cxquisitc duct. 

Fair Agncs* hand assists to discngage 
The cumbrous garments of the impaticnt page, 

Who casts asidc his troubicsomc attirc, 

Disguise averse to nature and desire, 

То mortais in the goiden age unknown, 

Shunned by the God who stiii hath nakcd gone. 

Ye Gods, what treasures! Is it Fiora say, 

With Youth£ui Zcphyru8 in wanton play? 

Or is it Psychc fair caressing Love? 

Or is it Venus in the Idaiian grove 
Ciips fast the boy afar from the emprise 
Of garish day, while Mars is wrath and sighs? 

> 

The Husband-Confessor 

FROM TALBS AND NOVELS OF JEAN DE LA FONTAINB, I764 

When Francis (namcd thc first) o’cr Frcnchmcn reigncd, 
In Itaiy young Arthur laureis gained, 

And oft such daring vaiour 8howcd in fight, 

With cv’ry honour hc was madc a knight; 

Thc monarch placcd thc spur upon his hcci, 

That ail around his propcr worth might fccl. 

Then houschoid dcitics at homc hc sought, 

Whcre—not at prayers his beautcous dLne hc caught. 
Hc’d icft hcr, truiy, quitc dissolv’d in tcars; 

But now the beiie had bid adieu to fears; 

And oft was dancing joyously around, 

With aii the сотрапу that couid be found. 

Gaiiants in crowd$ Sir Arthur soon perceivcd; 

At sight of thcsc thc knight was sorcIy gricvcd; 

And, turning in his mind how best to act; 

Cricd hc, Can this bc truly hdd a fact, 

That I'vc bccn worthy, whiic I’d famc in vicw, 

Of cuckoidom at home, and knighthood too? 

It ought to bc but haif:—thc truth Ict’s know; 

From con5tancy thc purest blcssings flow. 

Then likc a fathcr-confcssor hc drcssed, 

And took his scat where priests thcir flock confesscd. 



His iady abioiutioii locight that day, 

And on her kncei before him 'gan to ргау; 

The minor sini were told with downcast eyes» 

And then for hearing those of iarger size, 

The husband'Confessor prepared his ears:— 

Said she, Good father ('mid a flood of tears), 

Му bed received (the fauit I fear's not siight), 

Л mtieman, a parson, and a knight. 

Stiii more had foiiowed, but, by rage o'ercome, 

Sir Arthur cut the thread, and she was mum; 

Though, doubtiess, had the fair been let proceed, 

Quite iong her Litany had been decreed. 

The husband, in a ragc, exclaimed, thou jade, 

A parson, say*st thou? t* whom dost think thou*st made 
This curst confcssion?— ^То my spouse, cricd shc, 

I saw you enter herc, and came with giee. 

Suppostng you*d a trick to raise surprise; 

Howc’cr, ’tis strangc that onc so vcry wisc, 

Thc riddie shouid not fuliy comprchcnd:— 

A KNIGHT, thc king crcated you, my friend; 

A GENTLEMAN, your rank was long ago; 

A PARSON, you have madc yoursclf you know. 

Good heavensl exciaimed the knight, *tis very dear, 
And I a biockhcad $urely must appear. 

TheTwo Friends 

ВТ JBAN D 1 LA PONTAINB 

AxiocHus, a handsome youth of old, 

And Aicibiades (both gay and boid), 

So weii agreed, they kept a beauteous belle, 

With whom by turns they cqually would dwcll. 

It happened, onc of them so nicely played, 

Thc fav’riic iass produccd a litdc maid, 

Which both extoiied, and each his own beiieved, 
Though doubdcss onc or t'othcr was dcccivcd. 

But whcn to riper ycars thc banding grcw, 

And sought hcr mother’s foot-steps to pursue, 

Each friend desired to be her chosen swain, 

And neither would a parent’s name retain. 

Said one, why brother, she’s your very shade; 
The features are the samc:— -уоиг looks pervade. 
Oh no, the other cried, it cannot be: 

Her chin, mouth, nosc, and eycs, with уоигв agree; 
But that as ’twill, let me her favours win, 

And for tbe pieasure 1 wili risk tbe sin 
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ThePackrSaddle 

ВТ JBAN DB LA FONTAINB 

A FAMOus painter, jealous o£ his wife, 

Whose charms he valued more ihan fame ог life, 
When going on a јоигпеу used his art, 

То paint an ass upon a certain part, 

(Umbilical, ’tis said) and like a seal: 

Impressive token, nothing thence to steal. 

A BROTHER brush, enamoured of the damc, 
Now took advantagc, and declared his flame: 

Thc ASS cffaccd, but God knows how ’twas donc; 
Anothcr soon howc’er hc had bcgun, 

And finishcd wcll, upon the vcry spot; 

In painting, fcw morc praiscs cvcr got; 

But want of rccollcction madc him piace 
A saddle, where bcforc he nonc could tracc. 

Thc husband, whcn rcturncd, desircd to look 
At what hc drcw, whcn lcavc hc latcly took. 

Ycs, sec my dcar, thc wily wifc rcplicd, 

The ASS is witncss, faithful I abidc. 

2^unds! said thc painter, whcn hc got a sight,— 
What!—you’d pcrsuadc mc cv’ry thing is right? 

I wish thc witncss you display so wcll, 

And him who saddlcd it, wcrc both in Hcll. 

The DresS'Mal{er 

BY JEAN DE LA FONTAINB 

A cLoisTERED пип had a lovcr 
Dwelling in thc ncighb’ring town; 

Both racked their brains to discovcr 
How thcy bcst thcir lovc might crown. 

Thc swain to pass the convcnt^Ioor!— 

No casy mattcr!—Thus thcy sworc, 

And wishcd it light.—I nc’cr kncw nun 
In such a pass to bc outdonc:— 

In woman’s clothcs thc youth must drcss, 

And gain admission, I confess 
The rusc has oft bccn tried bcforc, 

But it succccdcd as of уоге, 

Togcthcr in a closc barred ccll 
Thc lovcrs wcrc, and scwcd all day. 

Nor hccdcd how timc flcw away.— 

“What’s that I hcar? Rcflcction bcll! 

“ Tis timc to part, Adicu!--Farcwein—• 
“How’s this? cxclaimcd thc abbess, why 
“The last at tablc?’’--“Madam, I 
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“Havc had my drcsf'makcr.**—“Thc rcnt 
“On which you’ve both bcen so intent 
“Is hard to stop, for the whole day 
“То scw and mcnd, you made her stay; 

“Much work indced you’ve had to do! 

“—Madam, ’t would last thc whole night through, 
“Whcn in our task wc find cnjoyment 
“There is no end of the employment.“ 

> 

A Song 

BY MRS. CENTLIVRE. FROM THE PLATONICK LOVER, I761 

As I walkcd forth one Мау morning, 

I heard a prctty maid swcetly sing 
As she sat undcr thc cow a-milking, 

Shall I be marricd a Tucsday; 

I mun look smug upon Тис^ау. 

I prithcc swectheart what makcs thcc to таггу, 

Is your maidcnhcad grown a burdcn to саггу? 

Or are you afraid that you will mis4:arry? 

I prithcc now tarry till Wcdncsday. 

I ргау, good sir, don’t wish mc such ill, 

l’ve kept it these seven years against my own wili; 

I have made a vow, and 1 will it fulfill, 

That I will bc marricd on Tuesday, 

So I mun look smug upon Tuesday. 

An Tucsday morn it will bc all my carc 
То powdcr my locks and lo curl up my hair, 

And two pretty maids for to wait on me thcrc; 

So I mun look smug on Tue$day, 

So fine and so smug on Tuesday. 

Thcn two young mcn to thc church will mc bring, 
Whcre my husband will givc mc a gray gold ring, 
But at night he will give mc a far bcttcr thing. 

So I mun look smug on Tucsday, 

So finc and smug on Tucsday. 

A 

Songs from Plays 

BY MRS. CBNTLIVRE, I761 

Тнв dcvil a bit care I for a wifc, 

So 1 have but winc and a firc; 

A wench when I pleasc, my passion to easc, 

Thc devil a wifc I dcsirc. 





То gain all women there*s a certain nile; 

If wit should fail to please, then act the fool; 

And where you hnd simplicity not uke, 

Throw off disguises, and profess the rake; 

Observe which way their strongest humours run, 
They’re by their own lov’d cant the surest way undone. 


Each trifling toy would tempt in times of old, 

Now nothing melts a woman’s heart like gold. 
Some, bargains drivc, othcrs more nicc than thcy, 
Who’d have you think they scorn to kiss for рау; 
То purchasc thcm you must losc dccp at play, 
With scvcral womcn, scvcral ways prcvail; 

But gold’s a ccrtain way that—cannot fail. 

> 

Chaste Florimcl 

FROM THE POEMS OF MATTHEW PRIOR, I765 

N0— ГИ cndurc tcn thousand dcaths, 

Егс апу farthcr ГИ comply; 

Oh! sir, no man on carth that brcathcs 
Had cvcr yct his hand so highl 

Oh! takc your sword, and picrcc my hcart, 
Undauntcd scc mc mcct thc wound, 

Oh! will you act a Tarquin’s part 
A sccond Lucrccc you havc found. 

Thus to thc prcssing Corydon, 

Роог Florimcl, unhappy maid! 

Fearing by lovc to bc undonc, 

In broken dying accents said. 

Dclia, who hcld thc conscious door, 

Inspir’d by iruth and brandy, smil’d, 

Knowing that, sixtccn months bcforc, 

Our Lucrccc had hcr sccond child. 

And, hark ус! madam, cricd thc bawd, 

Nonc of your flights, уоиг high-ropc dodging; 

Вс civil hcrc, or march abroad; 

Oblige thc squire, or quit thc lodging. 

Oh! havc I—-Florimcl wcnt on— 

Havc I thcn lost my Dclia’s aid? 

Whcrc shall forsakcn virtuc run, 

If by hcr friends she is betrayed? 
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Ohl curie on етрсу friendihip’i name! 

Lord, what U our future viewl 
Then, dear destroyer o£ my fame, 

Let my last succour be to youl 


From Delia's ragc, and fortune*s frown, 

A wretched lovC'Sick maid dcliver! 

Ohl tip me but anothcr crown, 

Dear sir, and makc mc yours for ever. 

> 

Pdllas and Vcnus 

BY MATTHEW PRIOR 

Тнв Trojan swain had judg’d ihc grcat dispute, 
And bcauty’s powcr obtain’d thc goldcn fruit; 

Whcn Vcnus, loosc in all hcr nakcd charms, 

Met Jove’s grcat daughtcr clad in shining arms. 

Thc wanton goddess vicw’d thc warlikc maid 
From head to foot, and tauntingly shc said: 

Vicld, sistcr; rival, yicld: nakcd, you scc, 

I vanquish: guess how potent I should bc, 

If to the held I came in armour drest; 

Dreadful, like thine, my shield, and terrible my crestl 


Thc warrior goddcss with disdain rcplicd: 
Thy folly, child, is equal to thy pridc: 

Lct a bravc спсту for oncc advisc, 

And Venus (if ’tis possible) bc wisc. 

Thou to bc strong must put off cvcry drcss; 

Thy only armour is thy nakcdncss: 

And morc than oncc, (ог thou art much bclicd) 
Ву Mars himsclf that armour has bccn tricd. 

То a Young Gentlcman гп Love 

A TALE. BY MATTHEW PRIOR 

From public noise and factious strifc, 
From all thc busy ills of lifc, 

Такс mc, my Celia, to thy brcast, 

And lull my wcaried soul to rcst. 
Forever, in this humble ccll, 

Lct thcc and I, my fair onc, dwcll; 

Nonc cntcr clsc, but Love—and he 
Shall bar the door, and keep the кеу. 

C soe ] 



(Uneas/ seats of high desires) 

Let the unthinking many crowd, 

That darc bc covetous and proud: 

In goldcn bondage let them wait, 

And barter happiness for state. 

But oh! my Cclia, when thy swain 
Desires to see a court again, 

Мау Heaven around this destined hcad 
Thc choiccst of its curscs shcdl 
То sum up all thc ragc of Fatc, 

In the two things I dread and hate; 

Maycst thou be false, and I be great! 

Thus, on his Cclia's panting breast, 

Fond Celadon his soul express’d; 

While with delight thc IovcIy maid 
Rccciv’d the vows, shc thus rcpaid: 

Норс of my agc, јоу of my youth, 

Blest miracle of love and truth! 

AII that could c’er bc counted minc, 

Му love and life, long since are thine: 

A rcal јоу I ncvcr knew, 

Till I belicv’d thy passion truc: 

A rcal gricf I ne’cr can find, 

Till thou prov’st pcrjur’d or unkind. 
Contempt, and poverty, and care, 

AII wc abhor, and all we fcar, 

Blcst with thy prcscncc, I can bcar. 

Through watcrs, and through flamcs ГИ go, 
Suffcrcr and solacc of thy woc: 

Tracc mc somc yct unhcard-of way, 

That I thy ardour may гсрау; 

And make my constant passion known, 

Ву morc than woman yct has donc. 

Had I a wish that did not bcar 
Thc stamp and imagc of my dcar; 
rd picrcc my hcart through cvcry vein, 

And die to lct it out again. 

No; Vcnus shall my witncss bc, 

(If Vcnus cvcr lov’d iikc mc) 

That for onc hour I wouId not quit 
Му shcphcrd’s arms, and this rctrcat, 

То bc thc Pcrsian monarch’s bridc, 

Partner of all his powcr and pridc; 

Or rulc in rcgal statc above, 

Mother of gods, and wifc of Jovc. 

O happy thcsc of human race! 

But soon, alas! our plcasures pass. 

Нс thank’d her оп his bendcd knee; 

Then drank a quart of milk and tca: 

And Icaving hcr ador’d cmbracc, 

Hasten’d to court, to bcg a place. 
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Wluie ihC) hii absence to bemoan, 

The very moment he was gone, 

Call*d 11iyrsis from beneath the bedl 
Where all this time he had been hid. 

MORAL 

While men have these ambitious fanciei; 
And wanton wenches rcad romances; 
Our scx will—What? out with it. Lic; 
And theirs in equal strains гер1у. 

The moral of the tale I sing 
(A posy for a wcdding rin^ 

In this short verse will bc confined: 

Love is a jest, and vows are wind. 

A Song 

BY MATTHEW PBIOR 


For GodVsake>nay, dear sir, 

Lord, what do you mean, 

I protest, and I vow, sir, 

Your ways аге obsccnc. 

n 

Ргау givc ovcr, 01 fic, 

Pish, leave off your fooling. 
Forbear, or 111 сгу,— 

I hate this rude doing. 

ш 

Let me die if I stay, 

Does the devil posiess you? 

Your hand take away, 

Then perhaps I may bless you. 

> 

Since fVe Your Husband Daily See 

ВТ MATTHIW PRIOR 

SiNCB we your husband daily see 
So jealous out of season, 

Phillis, let you and I agree 
То make him so with reasom 
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, arms, 

Tasting thc most divine deiight, 

Shouid suily aii your charmi; 

While fretting I must lic alonc, 

Cursing thc powers divine, 

That undeservedly havc thrown 
A peari unto a swine. 

Then, Phillis, heal my wouoded heart, 

Му burning passion cooi; 

Let me at least in thee have part 
With thy insipid fool. 

**When Fanny to Woman Is 
Grov)ing Apace^^ 

W. VATES, NEW SONOS, ВТС. 8UNO AT VAUEHALL, 

N0. 4 , 1765 

When Fanny to woman is growing apace, 

Thc rosc'bud beginning to bTow in hcr facc, 

For mamma’s wi$c prcccpts she carcs not a Jot, 

Her hcart pants for something—shc cannot tell what, 

N 0 sooner the wanton her freedom obtains, 

Than among the gay youths a tyrant she rcigns; 

And Hnding hcr beauty such power has got, 

Hcr hcart pants for somcthing—shc cannot tcll what. 

Tho’ all day in splendor she flaunts it about, 

At court, park, and play, the ridotto, and rout; 

Tho’ flattcr’d and envy'd shc pincs at hcr iot, 

Hcr heart pants for somcthing—^but cannot teli what. 

A touch of thc hand, or a glance of thc сус, 

From him shc likcs best makes hcr ready to die; 

Not knowing ’tis Cupid his arrow has shot, 

Her heart pants for somcthing—shc cannot tcll what. 

Ye fair take advice, and be bless’d while you may; 

Each iook, word, and action, your wi$he$ bctray, 

Give ease to your hearts by the conjugai knot, 

Tho’ thcy pant c’cr so much—you1I soon know for what. 

> 

Dic\ and Kate 

PIOM THE »ATTLl, 1766 

As Kate was driving home her cows 
Last Мауч1ау in the morning, 

The birds sung swectly on the boughs, 

Đright Sol tne hills adoming; 
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Like heavcn’t, too mighty to ехргеи, 

Му joys could but bc known by gucss! 

Ah! fool, said I, what havc I donc, 

То wish hcr madc br morc than onc? 

But long I had not bccn in view, 

Before hcr cycs thcir bcams withdrcw; 

Ere I had rcckon*d half hcr charms 
Shc sank into anothcr’s arms. 

But she that oncc could faithlcss be, 

Will favour him no morc than mc: 

Нс too will find himsclf undonc, 

And that shc was not madc for onc. 

/ 

ThePipe of Love 

FROM SONCS COMIC AND SATVRICAL, BY C. A. STEVENS, I782 

One primrosc timc, a maidcn brown, 

Wishing for what wc will not say, 

Ву sidc of shcphcrd sat hcr down, 

And softly ask’d him, would hc play? 

Mild shonc thc sun through rcd-strcak morn, 
And glist’ning dcw*drops pcarlcd thc grass; 
Thc rustic, strctchcd bcneath the thorn, 
Grinning, rcply’d—ril plcasc thcc, Lass. 

All on thc grccnficld’s turfy bcd, 

Smiling, the fond one fcll along; 

Thc thick-lcaf shadc hcr facc o’crsprcad, 

Whilc, lisping, shc bcgan this song:— 

“ ’Tis lovc which gives lifc holidays, 

“And Lovc, Г11 alway5 takc thy part; 

“Му shcphcrd’s pipc so swcctly plays, 

“It finds thc way to win my hcart. 


“Thc ladics drcss’d wiih silks so finc, 

“In goldcn chains to visils go; 

“On costly dishcs thcy can dinc, 

“And cv’ry night scc cv’ry show; 

“Yct, if ’tis truc what I’vc hcard spcak, 
“Thosc high dcgrccs lcad loncly livcs; 

“Husbands are wilful, husbands wcak, 
“And seldom pipc to plcase thcir wives.’’ 

BIuc brokc the clouds, thc day yct young, 
Thc flowcrs fragrant fill’d the breczc; 

Wanton the lass, half whi$p’ring, sung, 
Yes, shepherd,~once more if you please. 
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Awaking from embrac'd deli^t, 

She heard her dame, and mir'd not кау; 

They kiss, thcy part, but first—at night, 

She charg'd htm come again and play. 

His team to gcar, home hy'd the loon, 

The lovc-shccr'd lass blithe borc hcr pail, 

And thus she gave hcr ditty tunc, 

Tripping it deftly down the dale; 

"Tho’ organ pipcs play music finc, 

*‘And fountain'pipes folks run to see; 

“Tho’ thirsty souls lovc pipcs of wine, 

“Thc pipc of love’s thc pipc for mc.*’ 

> 

Maria 

раом SONOS COMIC ano sattrical, by c. a. stevens, 1782 

One day, by appointment, Maria I mct, 

That day of delight I remcmbcr it yct; 

As the mcadow wc cross’d to avoid thc town’s crowd, 
Thc sun sccm’d cclips’d, by a black sprcading cloud: 
Escaping thc showcr, to barn wc fast flcd, 

Thcrc safc hcard thc pattcring rain ovcrhcad. 

Somc momcnts I suffcr’d my fair lo takc breath, 

'Thcn, sighing, shc cry’d, “Lord I’m frightcd to dcath; 
“Supposc пау, now, by апу onc I should bc sccn? 

“Nay, пау, now,— пау, ргау now—dcar—what do you 
mcan? 

“Had I thought you wou’d bc half so rude—ficl for 
shamcl 

“I wish I’d bccn wct to thc skin '’^r I came. 

“You will havc a kiss, thcnl—why, takc onc or twol 
“I bcg you won’t tcasc mcl—Lord! what wou’d you do? 
“Vou’ll tcar all one’s things—I nc’cr 8aw such a manl 
“I will hold your hands tool— Аус, do if you can: 

“Is this your lovc for mc? Is this all you carc? 

“Г11 ncvcr come ncar you again,—now, I s^carl’’ 

As shc push’d mc away, lovc cxplain*d by hcr cycs, 
Resistance was only to hcightcn thc prizc; 

Hcr facc chang’d altcrnatc, from scarlct to snow, 

Hcr ncck rosc and fcll fast, hcr language was low: 

Such bcautyl but morc of that sccnc wa$ not shown— 

For Dcccncy hcrc bid hcr curtain drop down, 

Thc storm bcing ovcr, all sunshinc thc air, 

Whcn instant rosc up, thc yct lovc-looking fair, 

Crying, harkl thcrc’s onc listcns—-do look out, dear, 

I must bc bcwitch’d, I am surc, to come herc, 

Му things how thcy arc rum|^cdl—^Lord, lct me be gone; 
What have you bcen doing? and what have I donc? 
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Into this fatal placc, I most solcmnly vow, 

I innoccnt cntcr’d—but am I so now? 

Гт ruin’d,—1 ncvcr mysclf can forgivc— 

П1 lcap in thc brook,—for Гт surc I can’t livc!— 

If I do, my wholc lifc will bc wastcd in gricf, 

Unlcss hcrc tomorrow you’ll givc mc rclief. 

A Love Song 

PROM SONGS COMIC AND SATVRICAL, BY C. A. STEVENS, I782 

Let him fond of fibbing invokc which hc’ll choosc, 

Mars, Bacchus, Apollo, or Madam the Musc; 

Great names in the classical kingdom of letters 
But poets arc apt to makc frcc with thcir bcttcrs. 

I scorn to say aught, savc thc thing which is true, 

N 0 Bcautics Г11 plundcr, yct givc minc hcr duc; 

She has charms upon charms, such as few peoplc may view, 
She has charms,—for thc tooth-achc, and ckc for thc aguc. 

Hcr lips; shc has two, and hcr tccth they are whilc, 

And what shc puts into hcr mouth thcy can bitc; 

Black and all black hcr cycs, but what’s worthy rcmark, 
Thcy arc shut whcn shc slccps, and shc’s blind in thc dark. 

Hcr cars from hcr chccks equal distancc are bcaring, 

’Causc each side her hcad should go partners in hearing; 
Thc fall of hcr ncck’s thc downfall of bcholders, 

Love tumblcs thcm in by thc hcad and the shouldcrs. 

Hcr waist is so-so, so wastc no words about it, 

Hcr hcart is within it, hcr stays arc without it; 

Нсг breasts arc so pair’d—two such brcasts whcn you sce, 
Vou’ll swcar that no woman yct born c’cr had thrcc. 

Hcr voicc ncithcr nightingalcs, nol nor canarics, 

Nor all thc wing’d warblcrs wild whistling vagarics; 

Nor shall I to instrument music comparc it, 

Tis likcly, if you was not dcaf you might hcar it. 

Нсг lcgs arc proportion’d to bcar what thcy’vc carry’d, 

And equally pair’d, as if happily marry’d; 

But wedlock will somctimcs thc bcst fricnds dividc, 

Ву hcr spouse so shc’s scrv’d whcn hc throws thcm asidc. 

Not too tall, nor too short, but Г11 vcnturc to say, 

Shc’s a vcry good sizc—in thc middling way, 

Shc’s— аус— that shc is,~ehc i$ all, but Гт wrong, 

Hcr All I can’t say, for I’vc sung AU my song. 
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The End 


FROM SONGS COMIC AND SATVRICAL, BY G. A. STBVINS, I782 

Papiuo thc rich, in thc hurry of lovc, 

Rcsolving to wcd, to fair Arabcll drovc; 

Нс madc his proposals, hc bcgg’d shc would fix,— 

What maid could say no to a ncw G>ach'and>sixP 


Wc’ll supposc thcy wcrc wcd, thc gucsts bid, suppcr donc, 
Thc fond pair in bcd, and thc stocking was thrown: 

Thc Bridc lay cxpccting to what this wou’d tcnd, 

Sincc crcatcd a wifc, wish’d to know for what cnd. 

On thc vclvct pcach oft, as thc gaudy fiy rcsts, 

Thc Bridcgroom’s lips stopp’d, on Lovc’s pillows, hcr brcasti: 
All amazcmcnt, impassivc, thc hcart-hcaving fair, 

With a sigh sccm’d to prompt him don’t stay too long thcrc. 


Round hcr waist, and round such a wai$t circling his arms, 
Нс rapturcs rchcars’d on hcr unposscss’d charms. 

Says thc fair onc, and gap’d, I hcar all you prctcnd, 

But now for I’m slccpy, ргау comc to an cnd. 


Му lovc nc’cr shall cnd, ’Squirc Shadow rcply’d, 

But still unattcmpting, lay strctch’d at hcr sidc: 

Shc madc fcints, as if somcthing shc mcant to dcfcnd, 
But found out, at last, it was all to no cnd. 


In disdain starting up from thc impotcnt boy, 

Shc, sighing, pronounc’d, thcrc’s an cnd of my јоу; 
Thcy rcsolv’d this advicc to hcr scx shc wou’d scnd, 
Nc’cr to wcd till thcy’rc surc thcy can wcd to somc cnd. 


And which cnd is that? why thc cnd which prcvails, 
Ploughs, ships, birds, and fishcs arc stccr’d by thcir uils: 
And tho’ man and wifc for thc hcad may contcnd, 

I’m surc thcy’rc bcst plcas’d whcn thcy gain t’othcr cnd. 

Thc cnd of our wishcs, thc cnd of our wivcs, 

Thc cnd of our lovcs, and thc cnd of our livcs, 

Thc cnd of conjunction, ’twixt mistrcss and malc, 

Tho’ thc hcad may dcsign, has its cnd in thc uil. 


’Tis timc tho’ to finish, if ought I intcnd, 

Lcst, likc a bad husband, I comc to no cnd; 

Thc cnding I mcan is what nonc will think wrong, 
And that is, to makc now an cnd of my song. 
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The Fight 

FXOM SONGS COMIC AND SATTRICAL, ВУ G. A. STBVINS, I782 

Onb cv’ning alonc in thc grovc, 

Miss sat on thc sidc of thc grccn, 

Shc wondcr*d at what thcy call Lovc 
And what it was marry’d folks mcan. 

“All night how I tumblc and toss, 

“Yct ncithcr want manncr nor mcans; 

“Alas! must I livc to my loss, 

“And withcr away in my tccns?’’ 

Young Rhodophil ran up thc slopc, 

As if hc somc sport had in vicw; 

Shc trcmbrđ, bctwixt Fcar and Норс, 

Irrcsolutc what shc should do: 

Shc saw him advancc to hcr scat, 

Shc saw him, but could not away; 

Lovc fix’d a largc wcight to hcr fcct, 

Curiosity told hcr to stay. 

Dcsirc gavc gracc to his tonguc, 

As lovcrs to lovcrs will speak; 

Enamour’d, hc ovcr hcr hung, 

Thcn bow’d down his lips to hcr chcck: 

Нс knclt, shc attcmpted to risc, 

Tho’ ’twas but a fccblc cssay; 

Thc wildncss hc worc in his cycs, 

So scar’d hcr she faintcd away. 

/ 

Dic\ and Doll 

FROM CONVIVIAL SONGSTER, I782 

A$ onc bright summcr’s sultry day, 

For sakc of shadc I sought thc grovc 

Thro’ ihicksct'hcdgc, on top of hay, 

I mct with mutual love. 

A youth with onc arm round his prctty girl’s wai$t, 

On small swclling'breasts hc his othcr hand plac’d, 
Whilc she cry’d, Dick, bc still, 

Ргау tcll mc what’s your will? 

“I comc (quoth Dick) to havc somc chat,’* 

And closc to hers his lips hc squeez’d; 

“I gucss (crics Doll) what you’d bc at, 

But now 1 won’t bc tcas’d.’’ 

She strovc to risc up, but his strength held hcr down, 

She callcd out for help! and pctitioned the clown, 

“O Dick-0 dcar-lic stilll 
You shall not have your will. 
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**I1i tear your loul outl—Lord these menl— 

**If cvcr—weU—I won4 submit. 

**Why?—what? the devill—Cursc me thcn!— 

**You’U fiing mc in a fii!” 

Down, like a Mnt Шу, hcr head dropp’d aslant; 

Нсг cycs lost thc day-light) hcr brcath bccamc scant, 
And fcebly on her tongue 
Eapiring accents hung. 

Thc chorus birds sang o’cr thcir hcads; 

Thc brcczc blcw rusding thro’ thc grovc; 

Sweet smelt the hay» on neW'mown meads: 

All seem’d the scenc of lovc. 

Dick oficr'd to lift up the lass as she lay; 

A look, full of tcndcrness told him to $uy. 

**So soon, Dick, will you go? 

*‘I wish—dcar mcl—hcigh ho!" 

Vibrating with hcart-hcaving sighs, 

Hcr tuckcr trcmbling to and fro* 

Hcr crimson’d chccks, her glist’ning cycs, 

Proclaim’d posscssion’s glow. 

Dick bid hcr farcwcll; but shc lovingly cry’d, 

As wanton she play’d by her fallen shephcrd’s sidc; 
**A moment, ргау sit stiU, 

"Sincc now you’vc had уоиг wiU.” 

‘‘Lordl (crics thc girl) you hasty mcn, 

*‘Of lovc afford but onc poor proof; 

“Our fowls at homc, cach 8parrow-hcn, 

“Arc tcn timcs bcttcr off.’’ 

Dick kncw by hcr languishing what Dolly mcant; 
Oncc morc vicw’d hcr bcautics, and soon took thc hint: 
Hcr wishcs to fulfill, 

Нс lct hcr havc hcr wiU. 

k 

Chastity 

РЖОМ S 0 N 08 COMIC AND SATVRICAL, BY 0 . A. STBVBNS, 178a 

I woNDER, quoth Damc, a$ hcr Spousc shc cmbraccs, 
How strumpets can look, how thcy darc 8how thcir faccs, 
And thosc wickcd Wivcs who from Husbanđs’ arms fiy; 
Lord, whcrc do thcy think thcy must go whcn thcy dic? 

But ncxl day, by Husband, with ’Prcnticc Воу caught, 
Whcn shc from thc bcd was to ToUet-glass brougnt, 

Hcr hcad hc hcld up, with this gcndc Rcbuke— 

Му Dcarl you wcrc wishing to know how Whorcs look! 

Turn your cyc8 to that uMc, at oncc you wUl sce 
What faces Jades wcar; then, my Dear, behold me 
Your Featurcs confess the Adultress clear, 

Му visage cihibiu how Cuckolds арреаг. 

C 5" 3 



You ask*d where bad Wives go? why, геаИу, my Chick, 

You must with the rest of them go to Old Nick! 

If Belzebub don’t such damned Tennants disown, 

For bad Wives, hc knows makc a Hcll of thcir own. 

Ali thc world would bc wcd, if the Clcrgy could show 
Апу rute in thc service to change I for O: 

How happy the Union of Marriage would prove, 

Not long a$ we Live joincd, but long a$ we Lovc. 

At his fcct shc sunk down, Sorrow lct hcr such Moans 
That Resentmcnt was gagged by hcr Tcars and hcr Toncs. 
What could Hubby do thcn? what could thcn Hubby do? 
But Sympathy struck, as shc cricd, hc cricd too. 

O Corrcgio! could I Sigismunda design 
Or exhibit a Magdalcn, Guido, like thinc, 

I would paint thc fond Look which thc Penitcnt stolc, 
That picrccd hcr soft Partncr, and sunk to his Soul! 

Transported to doating! hc raiscd thc Distrcsscd, 

And tcndcrly hcld hcr long time to his Breast; 

On thc Bed gcntly laid hcr, by hcr gcndy laid, 

And thc Brcach thcrc was closcd thc same way it was madc. 

Л 

The Wondcrful Grot 

ANONVMOUS. FROM NEW CRAZV TALES, 1783 

Beneath a chalky clid is found, 

Nor in thc air, nor on thc ground 
A Grot! Therc Cupid kccps his court. 

Thcrc Vcnus and her nymphs rcsort. 

Closc shadcd, it on pillars stands; 

Pillars nc’cr raiscd by mortal hands, 

N 0 marblc can so polishcd show, 

Whitcr they than alpine snow, 

From hcncc procccds a magic dcw, 

That gives all things a glossy hue 
То glittering stars it givcs thcir birth, 

With dcwy gcms it spangles earth. 

Whcn ihat thc prccious ncctar flows. 

Sporting bencath fond zephyr glows. 

On his glad wings aloft it flics, 

And soaring twinklcs o’er the skies. 

O would it but unvcil its facc, 

And with ncw light our dull worid grace. 

Desertcd Sol would ccasc to shine, 

£xtinguished in a blaze divine. 

O thither would the wanton tend, 

And make that point his journey’s end. 
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Thcre would he rcvd, bilk, ind јоу, 

’Mongst blooming sweets that never doy. 

O 4is so sweet, so mild, so gay, 

As Autumn ripe, as wild as Мау. 

Tis sweetcr than thc flowers in June, 

The saddest heart would put in tunc. 

Than sportive kids, than fauns, morc gay: 
Thc gods thcmsclvcs with it will play. 

Than infants hushcd it is morc wild, 

Yct somctimcs pouting likc a child; 

And angry swclls into a pct, 

If it too scant allowancc gct; 

And fondly mounting sccms to say, 

Ah, why my dear this long delay? 

Most strangc it is, a thing so wild, 

Should choose a maic than storms morc wild. 
No barricr can his ragc withhold, 

As tigcrs ficrcc, as lions bold; 

And lct him havc his head-strong way, 

Like froward infants tircd with play, 

Whcn of his wish hc’s quitc possest 
Hc’ll nodding, sobbing, soundly rcst. 

Hc’s of thc gamcsomc тсггу kind, 

But various likc thc changing wind. 

His body’s of a snowy huc, 

Ncatly diversificd with bluc: 

Hc’s soft as silk, as hot as firc: 

His vcry touch makes bclles cxpirc. 

But, lo! he comes all blushing red, 

As Phocbus hastes to Thctis’ bcd. 

То mcct, shc obvious fain would go, 

And spcaks his wclcomc in dumb show: 

And bc hc grcat, or bc hc small, 

With cagcr lovc shc clasps him all. 

Shc grccts him round with balmy kisscs, 
Fondly cxcitcs transporting blisscs. 

How cloic shc prcsscs, 

Hugs and carcsses: 

То hcr hc sighs his tcnder fcars, 

And, doomed to part, bursts out in tcars. 

The Ramblcrs 

ANONVMOUS. FaOM NEW CHAZV TALBS, I783 

Once on a day when summer dressed the grcen, 
And nought around but fragrant flowcrs wcre leen, 
When golden Phocbus shot a gende гау, 

Oiympus smiied and all thc ficlds wcrc gay. 
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Athwiit the metdi advanced a lovdy pair, 

Daphnis the young, and Rosalind the fair, 

Of equal fortune &>th, of equal years, 

Both warm in youth, and both devoid of cares, 

With mutual ardour hred; as on they went, 

The pleasing hours in amorous talk they spent. 

The youth industrious to allure his love, 

Brought every flower that bloomed in mead, or grove. 

Не culled the fairest to adorn her breasc, 

And fondly wished to be as closely pressed. 

Now they arrive at the long wished for place, 

Kind nature decked with a peculiar grace, 

There cooling zcphyrs found thc opcning gladc, 

Therc flowcd a gentlc strcam, thcre rosc an ambicnt shade. 
As here they sat protected from the sun, 

With a fond smilc the loving youth bcgun. 

**Beloved fair maid, how bounteous nature round, 

With flowcry gcms bcspanglcs all thc ground; 

Their birth to know, makes reasoning blockheads pausc; 

O blind to truth—productive love*s the cause. 

When thc soft cloud dcsccnds in kindly showers, 

And through the earth its genial moisture pours, 

The juice prolific makes cach bud appcar, 

And thence arisc thc glorics of thc усаг.” 

“Thc feathered wooers in thc shady grovc, 

Fondly proclaim the energy of love, 

The purling stream that flows bencath our feet, 

Murmurs its lovc in mclody so swcct. 

Since thcn all things kind Vcnus’ transports know, 

Oh, why should we thc pleasing talk forcgo? 

O let us now, the prccious time empIoy, 

Whilc whisp’ring naturc prompts us on to јоу.” 

Thus spoke thc youth, and with a kiss instilled 
The inviting passion—the warm virgin thrillcd 
In ev’ry vcin—thc ardour gains hcr heart; 

But Miss must play the соу coquettish part. 

Her heaving breasts with indignation swell; 

She calls him villain, rcprobate most fell. 

The Phantom honor, starts bcfore her cycs, 

Rapid as lightning from thc youth she flies. 

Не not to losc the conquest of the day, 

Pursues the fair through evcry winding way. 

At length she turns to make this stern reply: 

”From whcncc, bold youth, takc you this liberty? 

Lost is my fame should wc be seen alone.” 

Of fame she talks, and in a haughty tone, 

The youth persists his fair one to implore: 

Shc still denies, but he still urges more. 
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Cupid by chance lit oear them in the grove, 

And saw the fond contention o£ thcir lovc. 

Thc partial God to Daphnis’ succour flics, 

Plics quick his bow, ‘‘Vicld, yicld fair maid,” hc crics, 
Strickcn shc fcels lovc’s sharp rcsistlcss dart, 

Sighs, falls, to Daphnis yiclds a willing hcart, 

Of conqucst surc, thc charmcd, impaticnt boy, 

Rushes, impetuous, to inviting јоу. 

Cupid around thcm draws a fragrant vcil, 

From prying cycs thcir rapturcs to conccal. 

Soon as thc cndcarmcnts of thcir lovc wcrc o’cr, 

And thc God waftcd to Idalia’s shorc, 

Exposed to sight shonc Rosalinda’s charms; 

Thc rapturcd youth lay panting in hcr arms. 

Amazcd thcy startcd as thcy hcard mc ncar: 

Нс flcd for shamc, shc cricd, “Good sir, what chccr? 
Ргау makc no noisc, for this is sacrcd ground, 

I and my cousin havc a bird’s ncst found. 

Did’st mcct him, sir, hc’s just about my agc: 

Thc bird bclongs to him, but minc thc cagc.” 

Smiling, I hcard, and smiling wcnt away, 

Pleascd at thc advcnturc of the sportful day. 

> 

The Qu€stion 

ANONVMOUS. FROM NEW CRAZV TALES, I783 

Tell mc, good doctor, what’s thc cause, 

(You have studied naturc’s laws) 

Why womcn, of one shape and fcature, 

So far should diffcr in thcir naturc. 

Ву nature hcrc I do not mcan 
A tcmpcr catcn with thc splccn; 

N 0 onc whosc happy soul’s at casc, 

And has no thought but how to pleasc. 

But what I mean is only this, 

Why onc dclights in amorous bliss, 

Whilc t’othcr, who has cqual charms, 

A suangcr is to lovc’s alarms, 

And talks of love with grcat dcspite 
In which her sistcr takes delight? 

То vouch ihc truth of what I say, 

Two mcn I know both young and gay, 

Who wearied of a singlc life, 

Тоок cach of thcm a lovcly wifc, 

The daughtcrs of a ccitain knight, 

Alike in features, shapc, and hcight; 

I saw thcm marricd, put to bcd 
Each husband got a maidenhead. 

Ncxt day thc bridcgrooms wcrc contcnt, 

And I down to thc country wcnt. 
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Within a wcek I came to town, 

And fouod my friends were both cast down 
I could not beiu to see them so, 

And to the one did frankly go, 

And asked the reason of his grief, 

Не said, Гт ruined past relief. 

You see, my wife’s a iovely sieht, 

And formed to give a man ddight; 

Her eyes and facc to love entice, 

But, ahl my fricnd she’s cold as ice: 

No јоу shc givcs, no јоу can fccl, 

Nor meets my love with equal zeal; 

And spitc of all hcr outward charms, 

Likc marblc lies within my arms; 

No calcnture can warm hcr blood, 

Nor thaw thc dull, the stagnate flood. 

Thus I am made a slave for life, 

Ticd to a fair, but joyless wifc. 

I lcft this fricnd in discontcnt, 

And to the othcr straightway went; 

1 saw he was but ill at ease, 

And kindly asked him his disease. 

Му friend, said he, then made a pause, 

You see me sad and ask the causc; 

From such a friend Г11 nothing hide, 

Cursed bc the day I got a bridc; 

For tho’ shc is made up of charms, 

And came a virgin to my arms, 

Yct I am wearied of my lifc, 

And wish I ne’cr had got a wife; 

She is so full of wanton play, 

I get no rest by night or day; 

Hcr youthful blood is still on firc, 

Shc is all love and hot desire; 

Hcr pulsc bcats high, her bosom heavcs, 

Thc morc I do, thc morc shc cravcs. 

Bui whcn by hcr rcsistlcss charms, 

She draws mc to her eager arms, 

Shc’s with the јоу transportcd quitc, 

And dics away in vast dclight. 

Last night I like a parson toilcd, 

But was, in spite of vigour, foilcd; 

I laid me down, and would have slept, 
Whcn to my brcast shc fondly crcpt. 

And, giving me a burning kiss, 

Begged that I would renew the bliss. 

I asked hcr how shc could support 
Thc violcnce of amorous sport. 

Му life, said shc, and squcezcd my fingcr 
The morc I’m thingcd, Гт still thc thingcr. 
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ТНЕ ANSWER 

Good sir, as for your natural qucstion, 

(A thing too truc to makc a jcst on) 

At prcscnt I đcclinc thc task, 

Tis you shoulđ answcr, I should ask. 

Somc things thcre arc, if I might quote thcm, 
Which can ncvcr rcach to bottom; 

Тоо tickiish to bc ncarly touchcd, 

Yct may in similc bc couchcd. 

Two fiddlcs lay, in sizc and framc 
Alikc, thcir wood and strings thc samc; 

Thcm both by turns a minstrcl tricd, 

And with thc stick thcir bellies plicd. 

A clown stood by astonishcd much 
How with thc samc apparcnt touch, 

Onc soundcd with mclodious voicc, 

Whilst t’othcr madc a Jarring noisc. 

То him thc minstrcl thus; Thou dundcrhcad, 
With as just causc thou might have wondcrcd 
At Wintcr’s frost, or hcat in Junc, 

This fiddlc hcrc is out of tunc. 

Fiddlcs alonc arc not to blamc, 

The sticks must oftcn ukc thc shame; 

Тоо feeblc, short, or limbcr chosen, 

And often fail for want of rcsin. 

Т he Curious Maid 

Л TALE 

BY HILDEBRAND JACOBS. FROM THE MUSE IN 
GOOD HUMOR, 1785 

Beautv’s gaudy sign, no morc, 

То tcmpt thc gazcr to thc door; 

Without thc cntcrtainmcnt lics, 

Far oflf rcmov’d from vulgar cycs, 

Thus Chloc, bcautiful and gay, 

As on hcr bcd thc Wanton lay, 

Hardly awakc from drcaming o’cr 
Hcr conqucsts of thc day bcforc. 

And what’s this hiddcn charm? (shc cry’d) 
And spurncd th’ cmbracing cloaths asidc, 

From limbs of such a shape and huc, 

As Titian’s pcncil ncvcr drcw; 

Rcsol’d thc Dark'Abodc to tracc, 

Of female honour or disgrace; 

Whcrc Virtuc finds hcr talk too hard, 

And often slumbers on the guard. 

Th’ attempt she makes, and bucklcs to 
With all hcr might; but ’twou’d not do; 

Still, as she bcnt, the Part rcquir’d, 

As conscious of its shame, rctir’d. 
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What*s to bc donc? Wc'rc alI<agroundt 
Somc othcr mcthod must bc found— 

Watcr Narcissus’ Facc cou’d show, 

And why not Chloc’s charms bclow? 

Đig with this project she applies 
Thc Jordan to hcr virgin thighs; 

But thc dull Lakc hcr wish dcnics. 

What luck is hcrc? Wc’rc foil’d againl 
The Devil’s in the Dice, that’s plainl 
No Chymist c’cr was so pcrplcxcd; 

No jiltcd Coxcomb half so vcx*d; 

No Bard, whosc gcntlc musc cxcells 
At Tunbridgc, Bath, or Epsom-Wells, 

Ordain’d by Phocbus’ spccial gracc, 

То sing thc bcauties of the placc, 

E’cr pump’d, and chaf’d to that dcgrcc, 

То tag his fav’ritc similc. 

Thus folks are often at a stand, 

When rcmedies are ncar at hand. 

For lo! thc Glass— ау, That indccd! 

Tis Tcn to Onc we now succccd! 

То this rclief she flies amain, 

And straddlcs o’cr thc shining Plain, 

The shining Plain rcflects at large 
All Damon’s wish and Chloc’s chargc. 

The Curious Maid, in deep surprise, 

On thc Grim Fcaturc, fix’đ hcr cycs; 

(Far lcss amaz’d dincas stood, 

Whcn by Avcrnus’ sacrcd flood, 

Нс saw Hcil’s Portal fringcd with Wood.) 

And is this all? Is this (shc cry’d) 

Man’s grcat Dcsirc, and Woman’s Pride: 

Thc Spring whcncc flows thc Lovcr’s Pain, 

Thc Occan whcrc ’tis lost again, 

Ву Fatc for cvcr doom’d to provc 
Thc Nurscry and Grovc of Lovc? 

O thou of dire and horrid mien, 

Far always bcttcr fclt than sccnl 
Fit rapturc for thc gloomy Night, 

O, ncvcr morc approach thc Lightl 
Like other Myst’rics mcn adore, 

Вс hid to be rcvcr’d thc morc. 

A 

ThcDream 

BY МК. OLDHAM. FROM THE MUSE IN GOOD HUMOR, I785 

Late on my bcd, as I rcposing lay, 

And in soft slecp forgot the toils of day, 

Myself, my carcs, and love, all charmed to rest, 
And all the tumults of my waking breast 
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Quiet and calm, at was the silent night, 

Whose stillness did to that bless’d sleep invite; 

I drcamt, and strait this visionary scenc 
Did with delight my fancy entertain. 

I saw, mcthought, a lonely privacy, 

Remotc alike from man’s and heaven’s еус, 

Girt with the covcrt of a shady grovc, 

Dark as my thoughts, and secrct as my lovc: 

Hard by, a strcam did with th*at softncss crccp, 

As ’twcrc by its own murmurs hush’d aslccp; 

On its grccn bank, under a sprcading trcc, 

At oncc a plcasant, and a shelt’ring сапору. 

Thcrc I, and thcre my dcar Cosmclia sat, 

Nor cnvicd monarchs in our safc rctrcat: 

So hcrctoforc wcre thc first lovcrs laid 

On thc samc turf of which thcmsclvcs wcrc madc. 

A whilc I did hcr charming glorics vicw, 

Which to hcr formcr conqucst added ncw; 

Awhilc my wanton hand was plcas’d to rovc 
Through all thc hiddcn labyrinths of lovc; 

Tcn thousand kisscs on hcr lips I fix’d, 

Which shc with intcrfcring kisscs mix’d, 

Eager as thosc of lovcrs аге in dcath, 

Whcn thcy givc up thcir souls loo with thcir brcath. 

Lovc, by thcsc frccdoms, first bccamc morc bold, 
At lcngth unruly, and too ficrcc to hold: 

Sce thcn (said I) and pity, charming fair, 

Vicld quickly, yicld: I can no longcr bcar 
Th’ impaticnt sallics of a bliss so ncar; 

You must, and you alonc, thcsc storms appcasc, 

And lay thosc spirits which your charms could raisc; 
Comc, and in cqual floods lct’s qucnch our flamc, 
Comc, lct’s—and unawarcs I wcnt to namc 
Thc thing, but stopt and blush’d mcthought in Drcam. 

At first shc did the rudc addrcss di$own, 

And chcck’d my boldncss with ап angry frown; 

But yiclding glanccs and consenting cycs, 

Prov’d thc soft traitors to hcr forc’d disguisc; 

And soon hcr looks, with angcr rough crcwhilc, 

Sunk in thc dimplcs of a charming smilc: 

Thcn with a sigh into thcsc words shc brokc, 

(And printcd mclting kisscs as shc spokc) 

Тоо strong, Philandcr, is thy pow’rful art 
То takc a fccble maid’s ill-guardcd heart: 

Тоо long I’vc strugglcd with my bliss in vain, 

Тоо long oppos’d what I oft wish’d to gain, 

Loath to conscnt, yct loathcr to dcny, 

At oncc I court, and »hun fclicity: 

I cannot, will not yicld;—^and yct I must, 

Lest to my own dcsircs I prove unjust: 

Swcct ravishcrl what lovc commind thcc, do; 

Tho’ I’m displcascd, I shall forgivc thee too, 
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Тоо well thou know"st-~and here my hand shc press’d, 
And said no more, but blush'd and smil’d the rest. 

0’erjoy’d at this blest grant, hcrcc eager I 
Leap’d furious on, and seiz’d my trembling ргеу; 

With guarding arms she Hrst my force repcH’d, 
Shrunk, and drcw back, and would not see, to yield; 
Unwiiiing to o’crcomc, shc fainiiy strovc; 

One hand puii’d to, wjiat t’other did remove: 

So feebie arc thc struggiings, and so weak 
In sieep we secm, and only seem to make. 

Forbeart (said she) ah, gende youth, forbcarl 
(And stiil shc hug’d, and clasp’d me stili more near) 

Aht wiil you? wiTl you force my ruin soP 
Aht do not, do not, do not—lct me go. 

What follow’d wa 8 abovc thc powcr of vcrsc, 
Above the reach of fancy to rehearse: 

Not dying saints епјоу such ecstasies, 

When thcy in vision antcdatc thcir bliss; 

Not dreams of a young prophet arc so bless’d 
When hoiy trances ftrst inspirc his breast, 

And thc God cntcrs thcrc to bc a gucst. 

Lct dulicr mortals othcr picasures prizc, 

Pieasurcs that cntcr at thc waking cyc8, 

Might I each night such sweet enjoymcnts Hnd, 

I’d slccp for cvcr, bc for cvcr blind. 

Kitty*s Dream 

BY MR. HENRY BAKER. FROM THE MUSB IN GOOD HUMOR, I785 

On hcr couch, onc summcr's day; 

Bcauteous, youthful Kitty iay: 

Vcnus saw hcr from abovc, 

(Smiling Vcnus, queen of lovc:) 

Amaz’d at cach cclcstial gracc, 

Hcr polish’d limbs, hcr blooming facc; 

Comc hcrc, my son, shc said, and scc 
One you might havc took for mc. 

Roguish Cupid, iaughing, crics, 

O givc mc leavc to quit the skics, 

And makc that hcav’nly maidcn provc 
Thc various mystcrics of lovc: 

The closc embrace, thc juicy kiss, 

Thc raging, dying, mclting bliss. 

Vcnus conscntcd; go, my boy, 

Макс hcr know thc hcighls of јоу. 

Away the archer and his train 
Sport along th’ ethercai plain. 

Now, around thc slccping fair, 

A thousand Cupids Hil the air; 



In her bosom some inspire 
Tender wishes, warm desire; 

Some in balmy kisscs sip 
Nectar from her gIowing lip; 

Her each heaving snowy breast, 

Some with wanton ardor press; 
Twining round her slender waist, 
Somc with cagcr јоу embrac’d; 

Whilc at random othcrs rovc 
Through thc fragrant groves of love. 
While thus the god his rcvcl kccps, 
Kitty, happy virgin! slecps: 

Л pleasing dream hcr soul cmploys, 
Rich with imaginary Joys. 

Shc thinks Sir Charles upon his knecs, 
Besccching hcr to givc him casc; 

That shc disdainful looks a whilc; 

At lcngth with a complying smilc 
His fcars dispclling, lcts him scc 
Shc burns with lovc as wcll as hc: 
That foldcd in his cagcr arms, 

Нс boldly riflcs all hcr charms, 

While shc returns the warm cmbracc, 
Breast to brcast, and face to face! 
Sighing, she wakes: ah, love! she crics, 
How vast must bc thy rcal joys! 

Whcn thus divincly grcat thcy sccm, 
Tho’ but imagin’d in a drcam! 

Scarccly this rcflcction o’cr, 

A footman thundcrs at thc door: 
Kitty, disordcr’d, lcavcs hcr couch, 

And Bctly tclls thc knight’s approach. 
Нс cntcrs with bccoming gracc, 
Blushcs ovcrsprcad hcr facc; 

In a soft pcrsuasivc strain 
Нс bcgs hcr to relicve his pain; 
Nothing shc says; but from hcr cycs 
Не learns that nothing shc dcnics. 
Encourag’d thcncc, hcr lips, hcr brcast 
Нс trics, and wandcrs o’cr thc rcst; 

Thc glowing maid, no longcr соу, 
Gives an unboundcd loosc to јоу; 
Around him folds hcr snowy arms, 

At once bcstowing all her charms: 

And now, this happy couplc provc 
All the substantiai swects of lovc, 
Whilc thousand Cupids, laughing by, 
Assist their blissful ecsusy. 

Loosen’d from his fond embrace, 

Му drcam, shc crics, is comc to pass!— 
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And did my charmer drcam of this? 

(Sir Charles replies, and takes a kiss) 
Hcnceforth, vvhcnc’cr you drcam, my dcar, 
Lct mc bc your intcrprctcr. 

> 

То Lydia 

BY THE DUKE OP DEVONSHIRE. PROM THE PESTIVAL 
OP LOVE, 1789 

Lovelv Lydia! lovely maidl 
Eithcr rosc in ihcc’s displaycd; 

Roscs of a blushing rcd, 

O’cr lhy lips and chccks arc shcd: 

Roscs of a paly huc 

In thy faircr charms wc vicw. 

Now thy braided hair unbind; 

Now luxuriant, unconfincd 
Lct thy wavy trcsscs flow; 

Trcsscs bright, of burnishcd glow! 

Barc thy ivory ncck, my fairl 
Now thy snowy shouldcrs barc; 

Bid thc vivid lustrc risc, 

In thy passion-strcaming cyes; 

Scc, thc luccnt mctcors glcam! 

Sce, thcy spcak thc wishful flamc! 

And how graccfully abovc, 

Modcllcd from thc bow of love, 

Arc thy arching brows displaycd, 
Soft’ning in a sablc shadc! 

Lct a warmer crimson streak 
Thc vclvct of thy downy chcck: 

Lct thy lips, that breathc pcrfumc, 

Dccpcr purplc now assumc: 

Givc mc littlc billing kisscs, 

Intcrmixt with murmuring blisscs. 

Soft! my lovc!—my angcl stay!— 

Soft!—you suck my brcath away: 

Drink thc lifc-drops of my hcart; 

Draw my soul from cvcry part: 

Scarcc my scnscs can sustain, 

So much pleasure, so much pain! 

Hidc thy broad voluptuous brcast! 

Hidc that balmy hcavcn of rest! 

Sce, to fcast thc cnamourcd cycs, 

How thc snowy hillocks risc, 

Partcd by thc luscious vale, 

Whcncc luxurious swccts exhale: 

Naiurc framcd thcc but t’inspirc, 
Ncvcr-cnding, fond desire! 
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Again, above its cnvious vc$t, 

Scc, thy bosom hcavcs confcstl 
Hiđc thc rapturous dcar dclighl! 
Hidc it from my ravishcd sight! 
Hidc iti—for through all my soul 
Tidcs of madd’ning transport roU: 
Vcnting now thc impassioncd sigh, 
Scc mc languish, scc mc dib! 

Tcar not from mc thcn thy charms! 
Snatch, oh, snatch mc to thinc armsl 
Wiih a lifc-inspiring kiss, 

Wakc my sinking soul to bliss! 

> 


Оп Lcsbia 

BY LORD S-. FROM THE FESTIVAL OF LOVE, I789 

When bcautcous Lcsbia fircs my mclting soul, 

(Shc, who thc torch and bow from Cupid stolc) 

Ву many a smilc, by many an ardcnt kiss; 

And with hcr tccth imprints the tcll-talc bliss; 
Through all my framc thc madd'ning transport glows, 
Through cvcry vcin thc tidc of rapture flows, 

As many stars as o’cr hcav’ns concavc shinc, 

Or clustcrs as adorc thc fruiiful vinc; 

So many blandishmcnts, voluptuous joys, 

То inflamc my brcast, the wily maid cmploys. 

But dcarcst Lcsbia! gcntlc mistrcss! say, 

Why thus d’yc wound my lips in am’rous play. 

With kisscs, smilcs, and cvcry wanton art, 

Why raisc thc burning fcvcr of my hcari? 

Lct us, my lovc! on уоп soft couch rcclincd, 

Each othcr’s arms around cach oihcr twincd, 

Yicld to thc plcasing forcc of strong dcsirc; 

And panting, struggling both at oncc cxpirc! 

For, oh, my Lcsbia! surc that dcath is swcct, 

Which Lovcrs in thc fond contcntion mcct’ 

/ 

Нутп to Venus: From Sappho 

BY FRANCIS FAWKES. FROM ТНЕ FESTIVAL OF LOVE, I789 

Venus, bright goddcss of ihc skics, 

То whom unnumbered tcmplcs risc, 

Jovc's daughter fair, whosc wily arts 
Dcludc fond lovcrs of thcir hcaru; 

Oh, listcn gracious to my ргаусг, 

And frcc my mind from aiutious сагс. 
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If c*cr you hcarđ my ardcnt vow, 

Propitious goddcss, hcar mc now! 

And oft my ardcnt vow you hcard, 

Ву Cupid’s fricndly aid prcfcrrcd, 

Oft lcft thc goldcn courts of Jovc, 

То listcn to my talcs of lovc. 

Thc radiant car your sparrows drcw; 

You gavc thc word, and swift thcy flcW, 
Through Iiquid air thcy wingcd thcir way, 

I saw thcir quivcring pinions play; 

То my plain roof thcy borc thcir quccn, 

Of aspcct wild, and look scrcnc. 

Soon as you camc by your command, 

Васк flcw thc wantoncd, fcathcrcd band, 
Thcn, with a swcct enchanting look, 
Divincly smiling, thus you spoke; 

“Why didst thou call mc to thy ccll?” 

“Tcll mc, my gcntle Sappho, tcll.” 

“What hcaling mcdicinc shall I find, 

“То curc thy lovc-distcmpcrcd mind? 

“Say, shall I lcnd thcc all my charms, 

“То win young Phaon to thy arms? 

“Or docs somc other swain subdue 
“Thy hcart? my Sappho, tcll mc who? 

“Though now, avcrsc, thy charms hc flight, 
“Нс soon shall view thcc with dclight: 
‘Though now hc scorns thy gifts to takc, 
“Нс soon to thcc shall offcrings makc; 
“Though now thy beautics fail to movc, 
“Нс soon shall mclt wiih cqual lovc.” 

Oncc morc, O Vcnus! hcar my ргаусг, 
And casc my mind of anxious carc; 

Again vouchsafe to bc my gucst, 

And calm this tcmpcst in my brcast! 

То THEE bright quecn, my vows aspirc; 
O grant mc all my hcart’s dcsirc! 

> 

Ап Answer 

ANONVMOUS. FROM ТНВ FBSTIVAL OF LOVI, I789 

Вв quict, Sir! bcgonc, I say! 

Lord blcss us! How you romp and tcar! 
Thcre! 

I swear! 

Now you Icft my bosom barc! 
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I do not likc such boisterous play, 

So take that saucy hand away_ 

Why now, you’re ruder than before! 

Nay. 111 be hangcd if I сот^^у - 

Fiel 
111 cryl 

Oh—I can’t bcar it—I shall dic! 

I vow 111 ncvcr see you morc! 

But—arc you sure you’vc shut thc door? 

> 

A Logical Song 

ANOKVMOUS. FROM ТНВ FESTIVAL OF LOVB, 1789 

Why, Chloe, thus squander your prime! 

In dcbatc bctwccn fcar and tcmptation? 
If adultcrous lovc bc a crimc, 

Why quarrcl with plain fornication? 


But your bcautics with agc you may losc; 

Thcn scizc thc short moment of јоу! 

I£ not—thcn with conAdcnce usc, 

What by using you cannot dcstroy. 

> 

The Geranium 

BY RICHARD BRINSLEY SHERIDAN, 1789 

In the closc covcrt of a grovc, 

Ву nature formcd for scenes of lovc, 

Said Susan in a lucky hour, 

Obscrvc уоп swcct gcranium flowcr; 

How straight upon its stalk it stands, 

And tempts our violating hands: 

Whilst thc soft bud a$ yct unspread, 
Hangs down its pale dcclining head: 

Yet, soon as it i$ ripc to blow, 

The stems shall risc, thc hcad shall glow. 
Nature, said I, my lovcly Suc, 

То all her followers lends a cluc; 

Her simf^e Iaws thcmselvcs explain, 

As links of onc continued chain; 

For her the mysterics of creation, 

Are but the works of generation: 

Yon Uushing, strong, triumphant flower, 
Is in the crisis of its power: 

But short, alas! its vigorous reign, 

Не sheds his seed, and drops again; 
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The bud that hann in pale decay, 

Feels not, as yet, Ше plastic гау; 
To-morrow’s sun shall bid him rise, 

Thcn, too, he sheds his seed and dies: 

But words, my love, агс vain and wcak, 
For proof, lct bright cxamplc spcak; 

Then straight bcfore the wondering maid, 
Thc trce of lifc I gcntly laid; 

Observe, swect Sirc, his drooping head, 
How palc, how languid, and how dcad; 
Yct, lct thc sun of thy bright cycs, 

Shine but a moment, it slull rise; 

Lct but thc dcw of thy soft hand 
Rcfresh the stcm, it straight shall stand: 
Alrcady, scc, it swclls, it grows, 

Its hcad is rcdder than the rose, 

Its shrivcllcd fruit, of dusky huc, 

Now glows, a prcscnt fit for Suc: 

Thc balm of lifc cach artcry fills, 

And in o erflowing drops distils. 

Oh mc! cricd Susan, whcn is this? 

What strangc tumultuous throbs of bliss! 
Surc, ncvcr mortal, till this hour, 

Fclt such cmotion at a flowcr: 

Oh, scrpcnt! cunning to deccivc, 

Surc, ’tis this trcc that tcmptcđ Evc; 

Thc crimson applcs hang so fair, 

Alas! what woman could forbcar? 

Wcll, hast thou gucsscd, my lovc, I cricd, 

It is ihc trcc by which she died; 

Thc trcc which could contcnt hcr, 

All nature, Susan, secks the centre; 

Yet, let us still, роог Eve forgive, 

It’s thc trcc by which wc livc; 

For Iovcly woman still it grows, 

And in thc ccntrc only blows. 

But chicf for thee, it sprcads its charms, 
For paradise is in thy arms.— 

I ccascd, for nature kindly hcrc 
Began to whisper in hcr ear: 

And lovcly Suc, lay softly panting, 

While the gcranium trce was planting. 
Till in thc hcat of amorous strifc, 

She burst thc mcllow tree of lifc. 

"Oh, hcavcn!” cricd Susan, with a sigh, 
“Thc hour wc tastc,—wc surely dic; 
Strange raptures seize my fainting frame, 
And all my body glows with flame; 

Yct lct mc snatch onc parting kiss 
То tcll my lovc I dic with bliss: 



The Нопеутооп 

anonvmous. from thb festival of love, 1789 

CoME, Cythcrca, with thy dovcs, 

And all thy train of littlc lovcs, 

Comc from Idalia’s plcasing shadc, 

For јоу and amorous frolics madc; 

Слтс, and assist an artlcss tunc 

Which strivcs to warblc forth thc Нопсу-тооп. 

Whcn Нутсп docs thc pair unitc, 

And promiscs suprcmc dclight; 

With sparkling torch comcs bright to vicw, 

And points at rapturcs grcat and ncw: 

What plcasurc is cxpcctcd soon! 

Thcn, thcn! comcs on thc plcasing Нопсу-тооп. 

Cynthia, thc virgin goddcss bright, 

With grcatcr spccd ridcs down thc night; 

Hcr modcsty bctrays hcr hcart, 

Shows in such sports shc’d takc a part; 

But that hcr wish shc darcs not own 
Or Jovc with hcr would havc an Honcy-moon. 

“An Honcy-moon!’’ crics simpcring miss, 

“I wondcr much what’s mcant by this! 

I havc all swccts quitc ncar mc, handy, 

Is Honcy-moon likc sugar-candy?” 

Thc joyful timc will tcll you soon, 

Whcn you will blcss thc Нопсу-тооп. 

Ah! thcn thosc swccts, unknown bcforc, 

Will makc you long, dcar miss, for morc; 

Will makc you lick your lips, and сгу 
“Till now, O what a fool was I! 

What plcasing touchcs!—what a tunc 
Can c’cr bc playcd that’s likc a Honcy-moon?” 

Could but thc virgin in hcr tccns, 

Tcll what thc joys of wcdlock mcans; 

Shc would not long thc bliss dclay, 

But with thc first dcar youth away; 

On Vcnus’ bcd would tumblc down, 

And thcrc prolong thc Нопсу-тооп. 

Whcn hcaving brcasts dclightful risc, 

And pant with soft ccstatic sighs! 

Whcn folding arms fond arms cmbracc, 

And lovc sccms furious for thc chasc; 
Unnumbcrcd joys thc pair must crown, 

Who thcn bcgin thc plcasing Нопсу-тооп. 
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Ahl thcn cncounter breast with breast, 

And tcndcrcst acccnts arc exprcsscd; 

“Му lovc, I mclt! I burn! I burst!” 

Thc ncxt is bcttcr than thc first; 

And so progressive thcy go on, 

То make a heaven of their Honey-moon. 

Thcn all thc youthful poct’s drcam, 

Bencath the shadc, or by the strcam, 

Is realizcd, and certain found, 

Beyond imagination's bound; 

All that can plcasc is felt, or shown 
During thc happy timc of Honcy-moon. 

Thcn hastc, ус youths, and hastc ус fair, 
Lovc’s banquct of dclight to sharc; 

Advancc to Hymcn’s sacrcd fanc, 

A rich rcward you’ll 5urcly gain; 

Each rapture will attend you soon, 

And givc you all thc joys of Honcy-moon. 

Thc WillingMaid, a Day Тоо Voung 

PROM A CHOICE GARLAND, C. I79O 

A$ I was walking one Мау Morning, 

I leaned my back up to a trcc, 

There I was awarc of a prctty young maid, 
Comc tripping ovcr thc lcc to mc. 

She was as fair to look upon, 

As апу prctty maid undcr the sun, 

I asked hcr then how she was, 

But shc smilcd and said Гт a day too young. 

I am too young to bc your bridc, 

I am too young to lic by your side, 

It will bring disgracc to all my kin, 
Thcrcforc my lovc you nc'cr shall win. 

Нс clasped hcr round thc middle so small, 
And gcntly laid hcr on thc ground, 

It was oncc or twicc hc scrvcd hcr so, 

And hc found shc was not a day too young. 

Now, kind sir, you havc had your will 
And robbed me of my virginity, 

O ргау young man comc tcll to me, 

Whcn our wcdding day must bc. 
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Му weddiog day does not trouble me» 

I ne’er intend to таггу thee, 

Of all the pastime we have had, 

You have had уоиг share as well as mc. 

As you havc brcwcd so you must bakc, 

And draw your ale whcn it is ncw, 

Go саггу your baby homc to your mam, 

And tcll hcr you wcrc not a day too young. 

I wish to God my babc was born, 

And smiling on his daddy’$ knec, 

And 1 myscl£ laid in my gravc, 

And thc grccn grass growing ovcr mc. 

> 

Му Cousin’s Tale: Or, a Coc\ and Bull 

BY JOHN HALL STEVENSON. 1718-1785. CRAZY TALES 

In Italy thcrc is a town, 

Ancicntly of grcat rcnown, 

Callcd by the Volscians Privcrnum; 

A fortrcss against thc Romans; 

Maintained bccausc it did conccrn thcm, 
Spitc of Romc, and all hcr omens; 

But to thcir cost, 

At thc long run thc town was lost. 

Whcthcr 4was forccd, ог did surrcndcr, 
You ncvcr nccd, my dcar sir, know, 
Providcd you will but rcmcmbcr, 
Privcrnum significd Pipcrno. 

Closc by thc Franciscan Friars, 

Thcrc’d livcd a saint as all dcclarc; 

All thc world cannot bc liars, 

Which saint wrought miraclcs by ргаусг. 


Hcr lifc, so holy was, and purc, 

Нсг praycrs, at all timcs, thcy bclicvc, 
Could hcirs or hcircsscs sccurc 

And makc thc barrcn womb conccivc. 

Which was a safc czpcdicnt, 

And wondcrfully convcnicnt; 

For thcre was not a barrcn womb, 

That might not try. 

Going bctwccn Naplcs and Romc 
As shc passes by. 
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Му ftory wiU not be the wor8e, 

If you’U reflect with patiena, 

Upon the consunt intercourse 
Between the neighbor nations. 

It is so great, that I dare say, 

The saint could havc but littlc casc; 

She must havc bccn, both night and day, 
Continually upon hcr knccs. 

For I can provc it very clcar, 

That many of thesc wombs are barrcn, 
Which wombs, werc thcy transplanted hcre, 
Would brecd likc rabbits in a warrcn. 

Near Tcrracina, oncc called Апахиг, 

Thcrc is a placc callcđ Bosco Folto, 

A castlc standing on a bank, sir, 

Thc scat of the Marchcsc Stolto. 

In history you all havc rcad, 

Most of you havc, Гт prctty surc, 

How on that road therc is no bcd, 

Nor апу inn you can cndure. 

For Stolto I had got a lettcr, 

From my good fricnd, Prince Mala Fede; 
And from thc Princess a much bettcr, 

Wrotc to his Exccllcncy’s Lady. 

The Marquis is advanced in ycars 
And drics you so, there’s no escaping, 
Thc mcrricst whcn hc appears, 

Yawn and thc vcst a-gaping. 

Scccarc is a word of fiin; 

It means to dry, as you may find, 

Not likc thc firc, or like thc sun, 

But likc a cold unpleasant wind. 

But shc is pcrfcctiy wcll-brcd, 

Nciihcr too forward, nor too shy; 

I ncvcr did, in апу hcad, 

In all my lifc, sce such an суе. 

Nor such a hcad on апу shoulders, 

Nor such a ncck with such a swell, 

That would prcscnt itsclf so wcll, 

То all the critical bcholders. 

Fof ycars thc Marquis was hum-drumming, 
In that samc placc with his bcd-fcllow, 
Waiting for thc happy coming 
Of a young Marquis, a Stoltcllo. 
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Ai foon as evcr hc arrivcs, 

Thc £amily is to bc scnt to 
Thc Cardinal at Bcncvcnto, 

For thc rcmaindcr of thcir livcs. 

Thc Cardinal is Stolto’s ncphcw, 

His agc is only twcnty-scvcn; 

And o£ that agc thcrc arc but fcw, 

Who think likc him, of nought but hcavcn. 

His aunt will managc and takc carc 
Of all thc Cardinal’s affairs, 

Stoltcllo’s to bc his hcir, 

Whcn hc has finishcd all his praycrs. 

Stolto may livc as hc thinks good, 

His lifc dclighlfully will run, 

Bctwccn his castle in thc wood, 

His wifc, his nephcw, and his son. 

Anđ yct, according to famc’s trumpct, 

Who vcry scldom trumpcts right, 

His wifc was reckoncd a grcat strumpct, 

His ncphew a grcat hypocritc. 

I don’t bclicvc a word of that, 

Thc worId will talk, and lct it chat: 

You cannot think hcr in thc wrong, 

То grow quitc wcary of thc placc. 

Shc thought Stoltello stayed so long, 

Нс was ashamcd to show his facc. 

Stolto has hcard thc Но1у Maid 
Always cricd up, both far and ncar, 

And hc bclicvcd shc coulđ pcrsuadc 
His son Stoltcllo to appear. 

Considcring whal timc was past, 

How thcy had tricd, and bcttcr tricd, 

Stolto adviscd his wife at last, 

То go and be fecundihcd. 

Thc Marquis told mc thc wholc story, 

Which hc had from thc Marchesina, 

And it is so much to hcr glory 
’Tis all thc lalk of Tcrracina. 

Thc vcry night that shc camc back, 

Нс was in such a drifting cuc, 

Нс almost put hcr to the rack, 

’Till shc discovcred all shc kncw. 

First his acknowlcdgmcnt being paid, 

A pcppcr-cornish kind of duc, 

As they were laid, composcd and staid, 

Shc told him, just as I tcll you. 
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Before the Marchioness sets out, 

*Tis proper on reflection, 

То obviate a certain doubt, 

That looks like an objection. 

Here, because thcy know no better, 

The snarlcrs think thcy’ve found a bonc; 
They think the Marquis would not let her, 

Go such an crrand alone. 

A lady, you must undcrstand, 

That visits, to fulfiil hcr vows, 

A Но1у housc, or holy land, 

Commonly goes without her spouse. 

And so, by keeping hcrsclf still, 

Quict and sober in her bcd, 

Shc ncvcr thinks of апу ill, 

Nothing uncican cntcrs hcr hcađ. 

You’rc satisficd your doubt was wcak, 

And now the Marchioncss may spcak. 

As you forctold bcforc I wcnt, 
llie Saint was so cngaged and watched, 
That a whoic wcck and morc was spent, 
Bcfore my business wa$ dispatched. 

’indccd, you would have greatly piticd 
If you had scen me, but my dcar; 

How’c’cr, at last I was admittcd 
And what I mct with you shall hcar. 

”Thc Saint and I sat on a bench; 

Bcforc us, on a couch, thcrc lay 
A pretty littlc naked wcnch, 

That mindcd nothing but hcr play. 

"Hcr play, was playing with a mousc, 

That popped its hcad in, wcnt and came, 
And ncstlcd in its litde house, 

It was so docile and tamc. 

“Gucss whcre thc mousc had found a bowcr? 

You are so dull, it is a shamc; 

You cannot gucss in half an hour; 

Г11 lay your hand upon thc samc. 

“Thcsc,” cricd thc Saint, “are ill indccd, 
Visions all, and nothing rcal, 

Yct thcy will animatc your blood, 

And rousc and warm thc prcgnant powcrs, 
Just likc the ling’ring, sickly bud, 

Opcncd by fructifying showers. 
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“If you are violcntly heated, 

Remember, in your greatest needs, 

Your Ave Магу be repeated, 

’Till you havc gonc through all уоиг bcads. 
Такс hccd; thcy’rc going to bcgin; 

I sce thc visions coming in. 

“First camc a Cock, and then a Bull, 

And then a heifer and a hen; 

’Till they had got their bcllies full, 

On and off, and on again. 

“And thcn I spicd a foolish filly, 

That was reduced to a strange pass, 
Languishing, and looking silly, 

At the proposals of an Ass. 

“I turned about and saw a sight, 

Which was a sight I could not bcar, 

A filthy horse, with all his might, 
Gallanting with a filthy mare. 

“And lo! thcre camc a dozcn pricsts; 

And all thc pricsts shavcn and shorn; 

And they wcre like a dozen beasts, 

Naked as cvcr thcy wcrc born; 

And they passcd on, 

Onc by onc, 

Ev’ry onc with an cxaltcd horn. 

“Thcn thcy drcw up and stood awhilc, 

In rank and file, 

And aftcr marchcd of! thc paradc, 

Onc by onc, 

Falling upon 

This miserable naked maid. 

“Nothing could cqual my surprisc, 

То sce hcr go through grcat and small! 
And aftcr that, to scc hcr risc, 

And turn the joke upon them alll 

“And I kcpt praying still, and counting, 

In a prodigious fret and hcat 
And shc succcssivcly kept mounting, 

And always kcpt a stcady scat; 

“Till having finishcd hcr carccr, 

Thc priests wcrc tcrribly pcrplcxcd, 

Thcy could not tcll which way to stccr, 

Nor whercabout to scttlc ncxt. 

“Brothcr was running aftcr brothcr, 

Turning thcir horns against cach olhcr: 
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The Но1у Mftid cried out aloud, 

Heaven deliver us from sin: 

And I turned up my eyes, and bowed, 

And taid Amen within:’* 

And so at last, his cost and toil, 

The Marquis wa8 obliged to own, 

Were laid out on a grateful soil, 

At last he reaped as he had sown. 

The Court of Equity 

ВТ lOBEBT BURNS; [c. 1796] FROM AN AUTOORAPH СОРУ 
IN THE BRITISH MUSEUM 

1 n Truth and Honou/s name.—Amen. 

Know all men by thesc presents piain, 

Thc Tu/elfth of Мау, at Mauchline given, 

Thc уеаг ’twcen eighty-fivc and scven; 

Wc, old practitioners by profcssion, 

As per extracts frae Books 0 * Session, 

In way and manner here narrated, 

All con amore congrcgatcd, 

Are by our brethrcn constitutcd 
A Court of Equity; dcputcd, 

With spccial authorised dircction 
То take within our strict protection 
Thc opcn stay-laccd quondam maiden, 

With growing life, and anguish laden, 

Who by thc miscrcant is dcnicd 
That led her thoughtless steps aside. 

Нс who disowns the ruin’d fair one 
And for hcr wants and woe$ doth care none; 
Thc wrctch who can dcny subsistcncc 
То lifc he raked into existence; 

The coof wha stands on clishmaclaver 
Whcn lassics halflins oficr favour; 

Thc sneak wha, at a lasses by-job 
Dcfrauds hcr wi’ a frig or dry-bob; 

Thc knave who takcs a privatc strokc 
Bencath his sanctimonious cloak— 

In short, all who in апу manner, 

Shall suin the Fornicator’s Honour,— 

То takc cognizance therc ancnt, 

Wc arc thc judges competent. 

First,—poct BURNS hc takcs the chair, 
Allow’d by all, his title’s clcar; 

Не shows a duplicatc pretension 
То pass nem. ron—^idiout dissension. 
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Next, merchant Smith, our tnisty fitcal, 

То cow each pertinacioui rascal; 

In this his very foes admit 
His merit is conspicuous great. 

Richmond, the third, our worthy clcrk, 

Our minutes he wili duly mark; 

A fit dispenser o* the law, 

In absence o’ the other twa. 

And fourth, our messenger at arms, 

Whcn failing a’ thc mildcr tcrms, 

Hunter, a willing, hcarty brithcr, 

Wccl skilled in dcad and living lcathcr. 

Without prcamblc lcss or morc said, 

Wc-body politic aforcsaid— 

Shall now, wi’ duc “whcrcas” and “whcrcforc,” 
Dispatch thc busincss wc camc hcrc for, 

And punish contravcning truants, 

At instancc of our constitucnts; 

And thus, by propcr regulation, 

Wc’ll purgc ^c lists of fornication. 

Our fiscal hcrc, by his pctition 
Informs us thcre is strong suspicion 
That coachman Dow, and clocky Brown— 
Baith rcsidcntcrs in this town,— 

In othcr words, you, and Sandy, 

Нас bccn at warks o’ Houghmagandie; 

And now whcn facts arc brought to light, 
Thosc facts ус baith dcny outright. 

First, clocky Brown, thcrc’s witncss bornc, 

And affidavit made and sworn 
Last Mauchlinc Fcbruary Fair 
That Jcanic’s masts ус laid thcm barc; 

For ус had furlcd up hcr sails 
And was at [Јау o’ hcads and tails 
And that ус wroucht a hurly'burly 
In Jcanic Mitchcll’s turly-v»rurly: 

That ус hcr pcnd’lum tricd to altcr 
And graizlcd at hcr rcgulator: 

And furthcr still, ус crucl vandal!— 

A talc might c’cn in hcll bc scandal 
That ус hac madc rcpcatcd trials 
Wi’ drcgs and droggs in doctor’s vials 
Mixt, as ус thought, in fcll infusion, 

Your ain-bcgottcn wcan to poison; 

And yet ус arc sac scant o’ gracc 
As daur to lift your brazcn fa« 

And offcr thcre to givc your aith 
Yc ncvcr lifted Jcanic’s claith. 
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Ncxt, Sandy Dow, ус arc inđictcd— 

Ai publicly ус hac bccn wytcd— 

For aft clandc$tincly up-whirlin’ 

Thc pctticoats of Maggy’s Borlan; 

And gicn hcr cannistcr a rattlc 
That months hercaftcr winna scttlc, 

And yct, ус loon, ус still protest, 

Yc ncvcr hcrricd Maggy’s ncst; 

Tho* it’s wccl'kcnn’d that a hcr gyvcl 
Yc*vc donc what Time will soon unravcl. 

Thcn, Brown and Dow, abovc designed 
For clags and claims hcreto subjoined 
Thc Court aforcsaid citc and summon 
That on thc fourth of June just comin’, 

The hour of causc, in our court-ha’ 

At Whitcfoord Arms, yc’ll answcr a’; 

Exculpatc proof ус nccdna bring 
For wc’rc rcsolvcd about the thing,— 

Yct, as rcluctantly wc punish, 

And rathcr wouId with zcal admonish, 

Wc, for that ancient secret sakc 
You havc thc honour to partakc, 

And for that noblc badgc you wear,— 

You Sandy Dow, our brothcr dcar, 

We give you, as a man and mason, 

This scrious, sobcr, friendly lesson: 

Your crime, a manly dccd we trow it, 

As man alonc can rightly do it, 

And hc's nac man that won’t avow’t. 

Thcrcforc, confcss, and join our corc 
And kccp rcproach outsidc thc door. 

Thc bcst o’ mcn hac bccn surpriscd, 

Thc douccst womcn bccn adviscd, 

Thc clcvcrcst lads hae had a trick o’t, 

Thc bonnicst lasscs ta’cn a lick o’t; 

Kings hac bccn proud our namc to own— 

Thc brightcst jcwcl in thcir crown; 

Thc rhyming sons o’ blcak Parnassus, 

Werc ау rcd-wud about thc lasscs, 

And soul and body, all would vcnture, 

Rcjoicing in our list to entcr; 

E’cn (what wad trow’t?)—ihc clcric ordcr 
Aft slyly brcak thc hallow’d bordcr, 

And show-in f kitdc 1 timc and (Jacc— 
\ ccrtain J 

Thcy are as scant a’ boasted grace, 

As опу o’ the human race. 

So, Brothcr Dow, bc not ashamed 
In sic a auorum to be namcd, 
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But lift a dauntlcss brow upon it, 

And say, “I am thc man has donc it,— 
I, Sandy Dow, gat Mcg wi* bairn, 

An’ fit to do as much againl” 


For you, John Brown, sac black your faut is, 
Sac doublc-dycd, wc gic you noticc, 
Without ус, by a quick rcpcntancc, 
Acknowlcdgc Jcan’s and your acquainiancc 
Rcmcmbcr this shall bc your scntcncc:— 
Our bcaglcs to thc Cross shall tak ус 
And thcrc shall mithcr-nakcd mak ус; 
Around thc rump a горс thcy’ll tack. 

And tyc your hands ahint уоиг back, 

Wi’ jist an cll of string allow’d 
То jink and hidc ус frac thc crowd; 

Thcrc shall ус stand a lawful scizurc, 
Induring Jeanic Mitchcll’s plcasurc, 

So be her plcasurc don’t surpass 
Five turnings o’ a hauf-hour glass; 

Nor shall it in her plcasurc bc 
То turn you loosc in lcss than thrcc. 

This our juturum esse dccrcct, 

Wc mean not to bc kcpt a sccrct, 

But in our Summons hcrc inscrt it 
And whoso darc—lct him subvcrt it! 


Thus, markcd abovc, thc datc and placc is, 
Sigillum est, pcr Burns thc prcsis; 

This Summons, wi’ thc Signct mark, 
Ezttactum est, pcr Richmond clcrk; 

At Mauchline, idcm datc of Мау 
’Twccn four and five, dcclinc of day 
You twa, in propria personae, 

Bcforc dcsigned, Sandy and Johnnic, 

This Summons, lcgally you’vc got it, 

As vide witncss undcr-notcd, 

Within thc housc of John Dow, vintncr, 
Nunc facia hoc GULLIELMUS HUNTER 

> 

Аппа 

BY P.OBERT BURNS. FROM MERRV MOSES OP CALEDONIA, C 

Vestreen I had a pint o winc, 

A placc whcrc body saw na; 

Vcstrccn lay on this brcast of minc, 

Thc ravcn locks of Anna. 
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Thc hungry Jcw, in wiJdcrncs5, 
Rcjoicing 0 er his manna, 

Was naething to my hinny bliss, 
Upon the lips of Anna. 

Ye monarchs takc thc cast and wcst, 
Frac Indus to Savannah; 

Gie mc within my straining grasp, 
Thc mclting form of Anna. 

Thcn ГИ dcspisc Imperial charms, 
An Emprcss or Sultana; 

Whilc dying rapturcs in hcr arms, 

I givc and takc with Anna. 

Awa thou flaunting God of Dayl 
Awa thou palc Diana! 

Ilk star gac hidc thy twinkling гау, 
Whcn Гт to mcct my Anna. 

Comc in thy ravcn-plumagc, Night, 
Sun, moon and stars withdrawn a’! 

An’ bring an angcl-pcn to writc 
Му transports wi’ my Anna. 


POSTSCRJPT 

The kirk and state may join and tcll 
То do sic things I manna; 

Thc kirk and statc may gac to hcll, 

An’ I shall gac to Anna. 

Shc is thc sunshine o’ my cc’, 

То iivc but her I canna; 

Had I on carth but wishcs thrcc, 

Thc first should bc my Anna. 

Л 

Sodgcr Laddie 

BY ROBERT BURNS. FROM THE JOLLY BEGGARS 

I ONCE was a maid, iho’ I cannot tcll whcn, 

An’ still my dclight is in propcr young mcn; 
Somc onc of a iroop of dragoons was my daddic, 
No wondcr Гт fond of a sodgcr laddic, 

The first of my lovcs was a swagg*rin’ bladc, 

То rattlc thc thundcring drum was his tradc; 

His lcg was so tight, and his chcck was so ruddy, 
Transportcd I was with my sodgcr laddie. 
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But thc godly olđ chaplain lcft him in thc lurch, 

Thc 8word I forsook for thc sake of thc chuidL 
Нс vcntur’d thc soul, and I risk’d thc body, 

’Twas thcn 1 provcd falsc to my sodgcr laddic. 

FuU soon I grcw sick of my sanctificd lot. 

Thc rceimcnt at largc for a husband I got; 

From thc gildcd spontoon to thc lifc I was rcady, 

I askcd no morc but a sodgcr ladđic. 

But thc peacc it rcduc’d mc to bcg in dcspair, 

Till I met my old boy at Cunningham fair; 

His rags rcgimcntal thcy fluttcr’d so gaudy, 

Му hcart it rcjoic’d at my sodgcr laddic. 

An’ now I have liv’d—I know not how long, 

An’ still I can join in a cup or a song; 

But whilst with both hands I can hold thc glass steady, 
Hcrc’s to thcc, my hcro, my sodgcr laddic. 

Whistle 0*er the Lave O't 

ВУ ROBERT BURNS. FROM ТНВ JOLLV BEGOARS 

Let mc гукс up to dight that tcar, 

An’ go wi’ mc to bc my dear, 

An’ thcn your cvcry carc and fear 
Мау whistlc orc thc lavc o’t. 

I am a fiddlcr to my tradc, 

And a’ thc tuncs that c’cr I play’d, 

Thc swcctcst still to wifc or maid, 

Was “Whistle owre thc lavc o’t.” 

At kirns and wcddings wc’sc bc thcrc, 

An’ O! sac niccly’s wc will farc; 

Wc1I bousc about, till Daddic Carc 
Sings whistle owrc thc lavc o’t. 

I am a fiddlcr to my tradc, &c. 

Sac mcrrily’$ thc bancs wc’ll рукс, 

An’ sun ourscl’s about thc dykc, 

An’ at our lcisurc, whcn ус likc, 

Wc’Il whi$tlc owre thc lavc o’i. 

I am a fiddlcr to my tradc, &c. 

But bless me wi’ your hcavcn o’ charms, 

And whilc I kitde hair on thairms, 

Hungcr, cauld, an’ a’ sic harms, 

Мау whi5dc owrc thc lavc o’t. 

I am a fiddler to my tradc, &c. 
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I Ат а Bard 

BY ROBIRT BURNS. FROM ТНВ JOLLY BEGCARS 

1 AM a bard of no regard, 

Wi’ gcntlc folks, an’ a’ that; 

But Нотег-Икс, thc glowrin’ bykc, 

Frac town to town I draw that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, 

An’ twicc as mucklc’s a’ that; 

I’vc lost but anc, I’vc twa bchin’, 

I’vc wifc cncugh for a’ that. 

I ncvcr drank thc Musc’s stank, 

Castaglia’s burn, an’ a’ that; 

But thcrc is streams, and richly rcams, 

Му Hclicon I ca’ that, 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, &c. 

Grcat love I bcar to a’ thc fair, 

Thcir humblc slave, an’ a’ that; 

But lordly Will, I hold it still 
A mortal sin to thraw that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, &c. 

In rapturc swcct, this hour wc mcct, 

Wi’ mutual lovc an’ a’ that; 

But for how lang thc flic may stang, 

Lct inclination law that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, &с. 

Thcir tricks and craft hae put mc daft, 
Thcy’vc ta’cn mc in, an’ a’ that; 

But clcar thc dccks, and hcrc’s thc scx, 

I likc the jadcs for a’ that. 

For a’ that, an’ a’ that, &c. 

Gie the Lass Her Fairin* 

BY ROBERT BURNS IN MERRY MUSES OF CALEDONIA, C. l8oO 

O ciE thc lass hcr fairin’, lad, 

O gic thc lass hcr fairin’, 

An’ somcthing elsc she’ll gic to you, 

That’s wallow worth thc wcarin’; 

Sync coup hcr o’cr amang thc crccls, 

Whcn ус hac ta’cn your brandy, 

Thc mair ус bang, thc mair shc squccls, 

An’ hcy for houghmagandic. 

Thcn gic thc lass hcr fairin’, lad, 

O gic thc lass hcr fairin’, 

An’ she’ll gie you a hairy thing, 

An’ of it bc na sparin’; 
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But lay her o'er amang the creels» 

An’ bar the đoor wi’ baith your hcels, 

The mair she gcts, thc mair shc squcals, 

An’ hcy for houghmagandic. 

> 

The Boiver of Bliss 

an old scots countrvside song. from the merrv muses 

OF CALEDONIA (c. l8oo), COLLECTED BY ROBERT BURNS 

Whilst othcrs to thy bosom risc 
And paint thc glorics of thinc cycs; 

Or bid thy lips and chccks disclosc 
Thc unfading bloom of Edcn’s rosc; 

Which fcll, not fcar wc most adnnirc, 

Lcss obvious charms, not lcss divinc, 

I sing that lovcly bowcr of thinc. 

Rich gcms worth India’s wcalth alonc, 

How much pursucd, how littlc known; 

Tho’ rough its facc, tho’ dim its huc, 

It soils thc lustrc of Pcru. 

Thc vct’ran such a prizc to gain, 

Might all thc toils of war sustain; 

A dcvotcc forsake his shrinc 
То vcncratc that bowcr of thinc. 

Whcn thc stung hcart fccls kccn dcsirc, 

And through cach vcin pours liquid firc; 
Whcn with flush’d chccks and burmng cycs, 
Thy lovcr to thy bosom flics; 

Bclicvc, dcar maid, bclicvc my vow, 

Ву Vcnus’ sclf, I 5 wcar, ’tis truc, 

Morc bright thc highcr bcautics shinc, 
lUum’d by that strangc bowcr of thinc. 

What thought sublimc, what lofty strains 
Its wondrous virtucs can cxplain? 

No placc, howc’cr rcmotc, can bc 
From its intcnsc attraction frcc. 

Tho’ morc clastic far than stecl, 

Its forcc tcn thousand nccdlcs fccl, 

Plcas’d thcir high tcmpcr to rcsign 
In that magnctic bowcr of thmc. 

Irriguous valc, cmbrown’d with shadcs, 
Which no intrinsic storm pcrvadcs 
Soft climc, whcrc nativc summcr glowi, 
And nccur’s living currcni flows! 

Not Tcmpc’s valc, rcnoun’d of уогс, 

Of charms could boast such cndlcss storc; 
Morc than Elysian swccts combinc 
То grace that smiling bowcr ot thinef 
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О пиу no rash iovader stain 
Lovc*s warm, sequestered virgin fane! 

For me alone let gentle fate 
Reserve thc dear august retreatl 
Along its banks whcn shall I stray? 

Its bčiuteous landscapc whcn survey? 

How long in fruitlcss anguish pine 
Nor vicw unvcil'd that bowcr of thinc? 

01 Ict my tcndcr trcmbling hand 
The awful gatc of lifc expandl 
With all its wondcrs fcast my sight 
Dcar preludc to immcnse delight! 

ТШ plung’d in liquid јоу profound, 

The dark unfathom’d decp I sound; 

AII panting on thy brcast recline, 

And, murmuring, blcss that bowcr of thinc. 

]ockcy Was a Воппу Lad 

AN OLD SCOTS COUNTRVSIDE SONG. FROM THE MERRV MUSES 
OP CALEDONIA (c. l8oo), COLLECTED BY ROBERT BURNS 

My Јосксу is a bonny lađ, 

A dainty lad, a тсггу lađ, 

A ncat sweet prctty litde lad, 

An’ just the lad for mc. 

For whcn wc o’r thc mcadows stray, 

Hc’s ау sac Iively, ау sac gay, 

An’ aft right canty docs hc say 
Thcrc’s nanc hc lovcs likc mc. 

An’ hc’s ау huggin’, ау dawtin’, 

Ау clappin’, ау prcssin’, 

Ау squcczin’, ау kissin’, 

An’ winna lct me bc. 

I mct my lad thc ithcr day, 

Friskin’ thro’ a ficld o’ hay, 

Saycs hc, “Dcar Јсппу, will ус stay 
“An' crack a whilc wi’ mc?” 

“Na, Јосксу lad, darcna stay, 

“Му mither shc’d miss mc away, 

“Sync shcll flytc an’ scauld a’ day, 

“An’ play shc dcil wi’ mc,” 

But Јоскеу still continued 

Huggin’, dawtin’, clappin’, squeezin’, fltc. 

“Hootl Јоскеу, sec my hair is down, 

“An’ look, you’vc torn a’ my gown, 

“An’ how will I gac thro’ the town? 

“Detr laddie, tcll lo me.” 



Не never minded what I said, 

But wi* my neck an* bosom play*d; 

Tho* I entreated, begg’d an* pray*d 
Him no to touzle mc. 

But Јоскеу still continued 
Huggin*, dawtin*, clappin*, squcczin*, 
An* ау kissin*, kissin*, kissin*, 

Till down cam wc. 

As brcathlcss an* fatigucd 1 lay 
In his arms among the hay, 

Му blood fast thro* my vcins did play 
As hc lay huggin* mc; 

I thought my brcath would ncvcr last, 

For Јосксу danc’d sae devilish fast; 

But what cam o’c, I trow, at last, 

Thcrc’s dcil anc kcns but bc. 

But soon hc wcaricđ of his dance, 

O’ a* his jumpin’ an’ his prance, 

An* confcss’d without romancc, 

Не was fain to lct mc bc. 

> 

The Fornicator 

BY BOBERT BURNS. FROM THE MERRV MUSES OF CALEDOMIA 

You Jovial boys who lovc thc joys, 

Thc blcssfu’ joys of lovcrs; 

An’ darc avow’t wi’ daintless brow, 

Whatc’cr thc lass discovcrs; 

I ргау draw ncar, and you shall hcar, 

An’ welcomc in a fratcr, 

I’vc latcly bccn on quarantinc, 

A provcn Fornicator. 

Bcforc the congrcgation widc, 

I past thc mustcr fairly; 

Му handsomc Betscy by my sidc, 

Wc gat our ditty rarcly. 

Му down cast сус, by chancc did spy, 

What madc my mouth to watcr, 

Thosc limbs sac clcan, whcrc I bctwecn 
Commcnccd Fornicator. 

Wi* rucful facc and signs o’ gracc, 

I paid the buttock hirc; 

Thc night was dark, and thro thc park 
I cou’dna but convoy hcr; 

A parting kiss, what cou’d I lcss, 

Му vows bcgan to scatter; 

Sweet Betiey fell, fal lal dc rall 
1 am a Fomicator. 
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But» by the sun ап* moon I fwear, 

An* Г11 fulfU ilk hair o*t, 

That while I own a single crown, 

She*s welcome to a share o’t; 

Му roguish boy, his mother’s )oy, 

An’ darling of his patcr, 

I for his sake the name will take, 

A harden’d Fornicator. 

/ 

The Yellow, Yellow Yorlin* 

AN OLD SCOTS COUNTRVSIDB SONO. FKOM THE МЕККУ MUSE8 
OF CALEDONIA (c. l8oo), COLLECTED BY KOBEKT BUKNS 

It fell on a day, in the flow’ry month o’ Мау, 

All on a теггу, теггу mornin’, 

I met a pretty maid, an’ unto her I said, 

“I wad fain fin’ your yellow, yellow уогНп.” 

”0 no, young man,” says she, ‘‘you’re a stranger to me, 
‘‘An’ I am anither man’s darlin’, 

“Wha has baiih sheep an’ cows, that’s feedin’ in the hows, 
“An’ a cock for my yellow, yellow уогНп’.” 

“But, if I lay you down upon the dewy ground, 

“You wad na be the waur ac farthin’, 

“An’ that happy, happy man, hc ncvcr cou’d kcn 
“That I play’d wi’ your ycllow, ycllow уогНп’.” 

“O fic, young man,” says shc, “I ргау you let mc be, 

“I wad na for five pounds sterling; 

“Му mithcr wad gae mad, an’ sec wad my dad, 

“If you play’d with my ycllow, ycllow уогНп’.” 

But I took her by the waist, an’ laid hcr down in hastc, 
For a’ hcr squcakin’ an’ squallin’, 

The lassic soon grew tame, an’ badc mc come again 
For to play wi’ her ycllow, ycllow уогНп’. 

> 

Godly Girzie 

BY ROBERT BURNS. FROM THE MERRY MUSES OF CALEDONIA 

ТнЕ night it was a holy night, 

Thc day had bccn a holy day; 

Kilmarnock glcam’d wi’ candle Hght, 

As Girzic hamcward took her way, 

A man of sin, Ш may he thrivcl 
And ncvcr holy meeting sccl 
With godly Girzie mct belyve, 

Amang the Craigie hills sae hie. 
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The chiel* was wight, the chiel* was stark, 

Не wad na wait to chap nor ca*, 

And she was faint wi* holy wark, 

She had no pith to say him na. 

But ау she 2 lowr*d up to thc moon, 

And ау sne sigh*d most piouslie, 

“I trust my hcart*s in hcavcn aboon, 

“Wharc*cr your sinfu* pindc bc.’* 

John Anderson, Му Jo 

PROM THE MASQUE ( 2 ND ED., P. 292); ALSO Ш MERRV MUSES OP 

caledonia; collected and retouched by robert burns 

JoHN Anderson, my jo, John, 

I wondcr what ус mcan, 

То lic sae lang i’ thc mornin’, 

And sit sac latc at c’cn? 

Vc’ll blccr a’ your ccn, John, 

And why đo ус so? 

Comc sooncr to уоиг bcd at c’cn, 

John Andcrson, my jo. 


John Andcrson, my jo, John, 

Whcn first that ус bcgan, 

Ye had as good a tail-trcc 
As опу ithcr man; 

But now it’s waxcn wan, John, 

And aft rcquircs my hclping hand, 
And John Andcrson, my jo. 


Whcn wc wcrc young and yauld, John, 
Wc’vc lain out’owrc thc dykc, 

And O! it was a finc thing 
То sec your hurdics fykc;— 

То scc your hurdics fykc, John, 

And strikc thc risin* blow; 

Twas thcn I lik’d your chanter-pipc, 
John Andcrson, my jo. 


John Andcrson, my jo, John, 

You*rc wclcomc whcn you plcasc; 
It*8 cithcr in thc warm bcd, 

Or clsc aboon the clacs. 

Do ус your part aboon, John, 

And trust to mc bclow; 

I’vc twa gac-upe for уоиг gac-down, 
John Andeiion, my jo. 
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When yt come on bebre, John, 

See уе do your best; 

When I begin to haud уе, 

See that уе grip me fast; 

See that уе grip me fast, John, 
Until that I сгу “Oh!” 

Your back shall crack, or I do that, 
John Anderson, my jo. 

Гт backet like a salmon, 

Гт brcastit like a swan; 

Му wyme is likc a down>cod, 

Му wai$t ус wccl may span; 

Му skin frac tap to uc, John, 

Is likc thc ncw fa’n snow, 

And it’s a’ for уоиг convcnicncy, 
John Andcrson, my jo. 




Wha Is Т hat at Му Вошег Door? 

ВУ KOBERT BURNS 

Wha is that at my bowcr-door? 

O wha is it but Findlay. 

Thcn gac уоиг gatc, yc’se nac bc hcrcl 
Indccd maun, I quo’ Findlay. 

What makcs ус sac likc a ihicf? 

O comc and scc, quo’ Findlay; 
Beforc thc morn yc’ll work mischicf; 
Indecd will I, quo’ Findlay. 


Gif I risc an’ lct you in; 

Let me in, quo’ Findlay; 

Ye’U kcp mc waukin’ wi’ уоиг din, 
Indced wiU I, quo’ Finiay. 

In my bowcr, if you should stay? 

Lct mc suy, quo’ Findlay; 

I fcar yc11 bidc till brcak o’ day; 
Indced wiU I, quo’ Findlay. 


Нсге this night, if ус remain, 
ni rcmain, quo’ Findlay; 

I drcad ус^и lcarn the gatc again, 
Indeed wiU I, quo’ Findlay. 

What may pass within this bowcr, 
Lct it pass, quo’ Findlay; 

Ye maun concc^ tiU your last hour; 
Indced wiU I, quo’ Findlayl 



The Lass That Made the Bed for Ме 

ВУ BOBERT BUBNS. FROM JOHNSOn’s MUSEUM, I796 

When Januar’ wind war blawin’ cauld, 

As to thc north I took my way. 

Thc mirksomc night did mc cnfauld, 

I kncw not whcrc to lodgc till day; 

But by good luck a maid I mct, 

Just in thc middle o’ my carc, 

And kindly shc did mc invite 
То walk into her chamber fair. 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

And thanked her for her courtsie; 

I bow’d fu’ low unto this maid, 

An* badc hcr makc a bcd to mc; 

She made the bed baith largc and widc, 

Wi’ twa white hands shc sprcad it doun; 

Shc put thc cup to hcr rosy lips, 

And drank—“Voung man, now slccp ус soun.’’ 

Chorus: 

The bonnie lass made the bed to me, 

The braw lass made the bcd to mc, 

Г11 ne’cr forget till the day I dic, 

Thc lass that made the bcd for mc. 

Shc snatch’d the candlc in hcr hand, 

And frac my chambcr wcnt wi’ spccd; 

But I callcd hcr quickly back again, 

То lay somc mair bclow my hcad; 

A cod shc laid bclow my hcad, 

And scrvcd mc with duc rcspcct, 

And, to salutc her wi’ a kiss, 

I put my arms about her ncck. 

“Haud off your hands, young manl’’ shc said, 
“And dinna sac uncivil bc; 

Gif ус hac апу Lovc for mc, 

O wrang na my virginitic.” 

Hcr hair was likc thc links of gowd, 

Hcr tccth wcrc likc the ivoric, 

Hcr chccks likc lilics dipt in winc, 

Thc lass that madc thc bcd lo mc. 

Hcr bosom was thc drivcn snaw, 

Twa driftcd hcaps sac fair to scc; 

Нсг limbs thc polishcd marblc sunc, 

Thc lass that madc thc bcd to mc. 

I kiss’d hcr o’cr and o’cr again, 

And ау shc wi$t na what to say; 

I laid hcr ’twccn mc and thc wa’, 

Thc lassic thocht na lang till day. 
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From the Odes of Anacreon 

BY THOMAS MOORE 

Sabled by the solar bcam, 

Now thc ficry clustcrs tcam, 

In osicr baskcts, borne aiong 
Ву aii thc vcstai vintagc throng 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair, 

Ripc as thc mclting fruits thcy bcar 
Now, now thcy prcss thc prcgnant grapcs, 

And now thc captivc strcam escapcs, 

In fcrvid tide of nectar gushing, 

And for its bondagc proudiy biushing! 

Whiic round thc vat’s impurpied brinc, 

Thc chorai song, the vintagc hymn 
Of rosy youths and virgins fair. 

Stcais on the cloy'd and panting air. 

Mark, how thcy drink, with all thcir cycs, 

Thc oricnt tidc sparkling flics; 

Thc infant balm of all thcir fcars, 

Thc infant Bacchus, born in tcars! 

Whcn hc, whosc verging ycars dcclin 
As dccp into thc valc as minc, 

Whcn he inhales thc vintagc-spring, 

His hcart is firc, his foot’s a wing; 

And as he flics, his hoary hair 
Plays truant with thc wanton air! 

Whilc thc warm youth, whosc wishing soul 
Has kindlcd o’cr thc mspiring bowl, 
Impassioncd sccks thc shadowy grovc, 

Whcrc, in thc tcmpting guisc of lovc, 

Reclining siccps somc witching maid, 

Whosc sunny charms but half displaycd, 

Đlushed through thc bowcr, that, closcly twincd, 
Exciudcs thc kisscs of the wind! 

Thc virgin wakcs, thc glowing boy 
Allurcs hcr to thc cmbracc of јоу; 

Swcars that thc hcrbagc Hcavcn had sprcad 
Was sacrcd as the nuptial bcd; 

That laws should ncvcr bind dcsire, 

And lovc was naturc’s holicst firc! 

Thc virgin wccps, ihe virgin sighs; 

Нс kisscd hcr lips, hc kisscd hcr eycs; 

Thc sigh was balm, thc tear was dcw, 

Thcy only raiscd his flamc ancw. 

And oh! hc stole the swcctcst flowcr 
That cvcr bloomcd in апу bowcr! 

Such is thc madncss winc imparts, 

Whcnc’cr it steals on youthful heaits. 
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Did Not 

ВТ THOMAS MOORE. FROM JUVENILB POEMS, l8oi 

TwAs a ncw fccling—somcthing morc 
Than wc had darcd to own bcforc, 
WHich thcn wc hid not: 

Wc saw it in cach othcr’s сус, 

And wishcd, in cvcry half-brcathcd sigh, 
То spcak, but did not. 


Shc fclt my lips’ impassioncd touch— 
’Twas ihc first timc I darcd so much, 
And yct shc chid not; 

But whispcrcd o’cr my burning brow, 
“Oh, do you doubt I lovc you now,” 
Swcct soul! I did not. 


Warmly I fclt hcr bosom thrill, 

I prcst it closcr, closcr still, 

Though gcntly bid not, 

Till—oh! thc world haih seldom hcard 
Of lovcrs, who so ncarly crrcd, 

And yct, who did not. 

> 

Don Juan 

BY LORD BYRON. FROM DON JUAN: CANTO I, 1819 
CIV 

’TwAS on thc sixth of Junc, about thc hour 
Of half-pasl six—perhaps still ncarcr scvcn— 
Whcn Julia satc within as prctty a bowcr 
As e’er hcld houri in that hcathcnish hcavcn 
Dcscribcd by Mahomct, and Anacrcon Moorc, 

То whom thc lyrc and laurcls havc bccn givcn. 
With all thc trophics of triumphant song— 

Нс won thcm wcll, and may hc wcar thcm longl 


cv 

Shc satc, but not alonc; I know not wcll 
How this samc intcrvicw had lakcn placc, 
And cvcn if I kncw, I shall not tcll— 

Pcoplc should hold thcir tongucs in апу casc; 
N 0 mattcr how or why thc thing bcfcll, 

But thcrc wcrc shc and Juan, facc to fac^ 
Whcn two such faccs arc so, ’twould bc wiic, 
But vcry difficult, to shut thcif cycs. 
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CVI 

How beautiful she lookedl her conscious heart 
Giow<Ml in her cheek, and yet she felt no wrong: 

Oh Lovcl how pcrfcct is thy niystic art, 

Strengthcning the weak, and trampling on the strong! 
How self-dcccitful is the sagest part 
Of mortals whom thy lurc hath lcd alongl— 

The precipice she stood on was immense, 

So was hcr crecd in hcr own innocence. 

CVII 

She thought of hcr own strength and Juan's youth, 

And of the folly of all prudish fears, 

Victorious Virtuc, and domcstic Truth, 

And then of Don Alfonso's hfty years: 

I wish thcse last had not occurred, in sooth, 

Because that number rarely much endears, 

And through all climcs, the snowy and thc sunny, 
Sounds ili in love, whate*er it may in топеу. 


czi 

Thc hand which still hcld Juan’s, by degrces 
Gendy, but palpably conhrmed its grasp, 

As if it said, “Dctain me, if you pleasc”; 

Yct thcrc's no doubt she only meant to clasp 
His fingcrs with a purc Platonic squeeze; 

Shc would have shrunk as from a toad, or asp, 

Had she imagined such a thing could arouse 
A feeling dangerous to a pnident spousc. 

czii 

I cannot know what Juan thought of this, 

But what he did, is much what you would do; 

His young lip thanked it with a gratcful kiss, 

And then, abashed at iu own јоу, withdrcw 
In deep despair, lcst hc had donc amiss,— 

Lovc is so vcry timid whcn ’t is ncw: 

She blushed, and frowned not, but she strovc to speak, 
And hcld hcr tonguc, her voicc was grown so wcak. 


czv 

And Julia sate with Juan, half embraced 
And half retiring from the glowing arm, 

Which trcmblcd likc thc bosom whcre ’t was pUccd; 
Yei still she must have thought there was no harm, 
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Or else Ч were easy to withdraw her waist; 

But then the situation had its charm, 

And then—God knows what next—I can’t go on; 
Гт almost sorry that I e’er begun. 

• •••••• 


CXXXVI 

Т wa$ midnight—Donna Julia was in bed, 

Sleeping, most probably,—when at her door 
Arose a ciatter might awake the dead, 

If they had never been awoke before, 

And ihat they havc bccn so wc all havc read, 

And агс to bc so, at thc lcast, oncc morc;— 

Thc door was fastcned, but with voicc and fist 
First knocks werc hcard, thcn “Madam—Madam—hist! 

CXXXVII 

“For God’s sake, Mađam—Madam—herc’s my master, 
With morc than half ihe city at his back— 

Was evcr heard of such a curst disastcrl 
’T is not my fault—I kept good watch—Alackl 
Do ргау undo the bolt a littlc fastcr— 

Thcy*re on the stair just now, and in a crack 
Will all bc hcre; pcrhaps hc yct may fly—- 
Surcly thc window’s not so vcry high!’’ 

• •••••• 


I can’t tcll how, or why, or what suspicion 
Could cntcr into Don Alfonso’s head; 

But for a cavalier of his condition 
It surcly was ill-brcd, 

Without a word of prcvious admonition, 

То hold a lcvcc round his lady’s bcd, 

And summon lackeys, armcd with firc and sword, 
То provc himself thc thing hc most abhorrcd. 

CXL 

Poor Donna fulia! starting as from slecp, 

(Mind—that I do not say—shc had not slcpt), 
Bcgan at oncc to scream, and yawn, and wcep; 

Нсг maid, Antonia, who was an adept, 
Contrivcd to fling thc bcd-clothcs in a heap, 

As if shc had just now from out thcm crept: 

I can’t tcU why shc should takc all this trouHe 
То provc hcr mistress had becn slecping double 
• •••••• 
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Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried, 

“In Hcaven*! name, Don Alfonso, what d* уе mean? 
Has madness seized you? would that I had died 
Ere such a monster*s victim I had becn! 

What may this midnight violence betide. 

A sudden At of drunkenness or spleen? 

Dare you suspect me, whom the thought would kill? 
Search, thcn, thc room!’—Alfonso said, “I will,“ 

• •••••• 

Undcr the bcd they scarchcd, and thcrc thcy found— 
No mattcr what—it was not what thcy sought; 

Thcy opcncd windows, gazing i£ thc ground 
Had signs of footmarks, but thc carth said nought; 
And thcn thcy starcd cach others’ faccs round: 

’Tis odd, not one of all thcsc scckcrs thought, 

And sccms to mc almost a sort of blundcr, 

Of looking in thc bcd as wcll as undcr. 

CXLV 

During this inquisition Julia’s tonguc 
Was not aslccp—“Yes, scarch and scarch,’’ shc cricd, 
“Insult on insult hcap, and wrong on wrongI 
It was for this that I bccamc a bridc! 

For this in silcncc I havc suffcrcd long 
A husband likc Alfonso at my sidc; 

But now ГП bcar no morc, nor hcrc rcmain, 

If thcrc bc law or lawycrs in all Spain. 

• •••••• 

"Thcrc is thc closct, thcrc thc toilct, thcrc 
Thc antcchambcr—scarch thcm undcr, ovcr; 

Thcrc is thc sofa, thcrc thc grcat arm-chair, 

Thc chimncy—which would rcally hold a lovcr. 

I wish to slccp, and bcg you will takc carc 
And make no furthcr noisc, till you discovcr 
Thc sccret cavcrn of this lurking trcasurc— 

And whcn ’t is found, lct mc, too, havc that plcasurc. 
• •••••• 

CLIV 

“And now, Hidalgo! now that you havc thrown 
Doubt upon mc, confusion ovcr all, 

Ргау havc thc courtcsy to make it known 

Who is thc man you scarch for? how d’ ус call 
Him? what ’s his lincagc? lct him but bc shown— 

I hopc hc’s young and handsomc—is hc t^l? 

Tcll mc—and bc assurcd, that sincc pu stain 
Му honour thus, it shall not bc in vain.” 

• •••••• 
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She ceascd, and turned upon her ptHow; pale 
She Uy, her dark eyes nashing through their teart, 
Like skies that rain and lightcn; as a vcil, 

Wavcd and o*er shading hcr wan chcek, appears 
Her streaming hair; the black curls strive, but fail 
То hidc the glossy shoulder, which uprears 
Its snow through all;—her soft lips lie apart, 

And louder than hcr breathing bcats hcr hcart. 

• •••••• 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks, 

And, truth to say, hc madc a foolish figure; 

Whcn, after scarching in fivc hundrcd nooks, 

Anđ treating a young wifc with so much rigour, 

Нс gained no point, cxccpt somc sclf-rcbukcs, 

Addcd to thosc his Udy with such vigour 
Had pourcd upon him for thc last half-hour 
Quick, thick, and heavy—as a thundcr-showcr. 

• •••••• 

Нс stood in act to spcak, or rathcr summcr, 

But sage Antonia cut him short bcforc 
Thc anvil of his spccch rcccivcd thc hammcr, 

With “Ргау, sir, lcavc thc room, and say no morc, 
Or madam dics.“—Alfonso muttcrcd, “D—n hcr," 
But nothing clsc, thc timc of words wa5 o’cr; 

Нс cast a rucful look or two, and did, 

Нс kncw not whcrcforc, that which hc was bid. 

• •••••• 

With him rclircd his ''posse сотгШшУ 
Thc attorncy Ust, who lingcrcd ncar thc door 
Rcluctantly, still tarrying thcrc as latc as 
Antonia lct him—not a litilc sorc 
At this most strangc and uncxpUincd htatus 
In Don Alfonso’s facts, which just now worc 
An awkward look; as hc rcsolvcd thc casc, 

Thc door was fastcncd in his lcgal facc. 

CLXV 

No sooncr was it boltcd, than—Oh Shamcl 
Oh Sin! Oh Sorrow! and Oh Womankind! 

How can you do such things and kccp your famc, 
Unlcss this world, and t’ othcr too, bc blind. 
Nothing so dcar as an unfilchcd good namc! 

But to procccd—for thcrc is morc bchind: 

With much hcartfclt rclucuncc bc it said, 

Young Juan slippcd, half-smothercd, from thc bcd. 
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CLXV1 


Нс hađ becn hid—I đon't prctcnd to say 
How, nor can I indccd đcscribc thc whcrc~- 
Young, slcndcr, and packcd casily, hc lay, 

No doubt, in litđc compass, round or squarc; 

But pity him I ncithcr must nor may 
His suffocation by that prctty pair; 

*Т wcrc bcttcr, surc, to dic so, than bc shut 
With maudlin Clarcncc in his Malmsey butt. 

CLXVII 

And, secondly, I pity not, because 
Не had no business to commit a sin, 

Forbid by hcavenly, fincd by human laws;— 

At lcast *t was rathcr carly to bcgin, 

But at sixtecn the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when wc call our old debts in 
At sixty ycars, and draw thc accompts o£ cvil, 

And find a dcuccd balance with thc Devil. 

CLXV1II 

Of his position I can give no notion: 

*Т is writtcn in thc Hcbrcw Chroniclc, 

How thc physicians, leaving pill and potion, 
Prcscribcd, by way of blistcr, a young bcllc, 

Whcn old King David’s blood grcw dull in motion, 
And that thc mcdicinc answcrcd vcry well; 
Pcrhaps *t was in a diffcrcnt way applied, 

For David livcd, but Juan nearly died. 


Не turncd his lip to hcrs, and with his hand 
Callcd back thc tanglcs of hcr wandcring hair; 
Evcn thcir lovc thcy could not all command. 

And half forgot thcir dangcr and dcspair: 

Antonia’s paticncc now was at a stand— 

“Come, comc, ’t is no timc now for fooling thcrc,” 
Shc whispcrcd, in grcat wrath—“I must dcposit 
This prctty gcntlcman within thc closct: 

CLXXI 

“Ргау kccp your nonsensc for somc luckicr night— 
V^ho can havc put my mastcr in this mood? 

What will bccome on ’t—rm in such a fright, 

Thc Dcvil’s in thc urchin, and no good— 

Is this a timc for giggling? this a plight? 

Why don’t you know that it may end in blood? 
You’ll losc уоиг lifc, and I shall losc my place, 

Му mistrcss all, for that half'girlish face. 
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CLXZn 


'*Had it but becn for a stout cavalier 
Of twenty'five or thirty—(come, make hastc) 

But for a child, what piece of work is hcre! 

I rcally, madam, wondcr at your taste— 

(Comc, sir, gct in)—my master must bc near: 

Therc, for the prcscnt, at thc lcast, he’s fast, 

And if wc can but till thc morning kccp 
Our counsel—(Juan, mind, you must not slccpl”) 

Lćon to Annabella 

Se non e vero, e ben trovato 
ATTRIBUTED ТО LORD BVRON. CIRC. 1865 

From proud Vcnctia’s desolated strand 
Peruse thcsc traccs of a husband’s hand; 

Or, if that honourcd word oficnds thy car, 

Rcad for thc sake of him who once was dcar. 

An exile in a forcign climc I roam, 

Expclled thy bcd, and drivcn from my homc. 

Вс this cnough to satisfy thy hatc, 

If not enough my crimc to expiate. 

Му crimc!—What was itP—Publish it aloud— 

Why thus in mystcry thy dudgcon shroud? 

Uttcr thy wrong8; or mine, if just, rcdrcss; 

Lady, bc bold, and provc my wickcdncss; 

Nor lct malicious calumny proclaim, 

With foulest tonguc, dishonour on my namc. 

Thou know’st, whcn first I wooeđ thy maiden vow, 
A poct’s laurcls dcckcd my youthful brow; 

And, thou dcsccnded from a noble race, 

Whosc blazon’d scutcheons might thcir issuc gracc, 

Му pride was not by thcm alonc to shinc; 

Thc lustrc borrowcd I repaid with minc. 

Thou know’st, how many matrons sprcad thcir wilcs, 
How many daughters lavishcd all thcir smilcsl 
All thcsc I scorncd—that scorn by thcc returncd, 
Whilst others burncd for mc, for thcc I burncd, 

Till, won at last, I to thc alur lcd 

Thy faltcring stcps; thc pricst his nibric said. 

Thy promiscd troth to honour and obcy 
Was faintly pleđged, and plcdgcđ but to bctray, 

How rash thc marincr would sccm to bc, 

Who launches forth his vessel on the sea 
Without a compass, with no lead to sound; 

N 0 marks to show ihc harbour whcrc hc’s bound: 
Unknown what shoals lie hid, what winds assail, 

What fogs mephitic on the coast prevail. 
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So thoughdess man, who sets his mast afloat 
То seck the havcn of a pctticoat, 

Upon an inauspicious stranđ may run, 

Anđ mourn his folly e’er his course is done. 

Nay, e’cn thc morrow’s dawn may scc him risc, 

In vain rcgrctting his rash cntcrprisc. 

Oh! woman, oft thc homagc you inspirc 
Is not on you bcstowcd, but уоиг attire. 

For who can say i£ what dclights our cyes 
Is nature’s sclf, ог naturc in disguisc? 

Thc pallid chcek and bloodless Tip we scc, 

But all thc rest is clothcd in mystcry. 

In airy drcams imagination strays; 

Counts every charm, and, daring, sccms to raisc 
Thc jealous robc that hides your snowy limbs, 

Till, drunk with thought, thc brain in plcasurc swims. 
Vain hopcs! which crucl disappointmcnts рау. 

That tissuc covcrs only mortal clay. 

When marriage comes thc gaudy vcstmcnts fall, 

And all our joys may provc apocryphal. 

For whcn thc Abigail’s ofiicious hand 
Has loosened hcrc a string, and thcre a band; 

Whcn, slipping to the tag, the bursting lace 
Has givcn you breath; and, rumbling to thcir placc, 

Thc joyous cntrails sct your flanks at casc; 

Whcn nothing veils you but a thin chemisc; 

Thc bridcgroom’s happy, who, betwccn thc shcets, 
Without alloy the promised banquct mects. 

What lot was minc—and, on my wcdding night, 

What viands waitcd for my appctitc— 

I will not say: but c’cn thc bcst rcpast, 

Rcpcated oftcn, surfcits us at last. 

Thc surfeit came: to this my crimc amounts, 

I fain would slakc my thirst from other founts. 

But, not likc thosc, who, with adult’rous stcps, 

Scck courtesans and hackncyed demireps, 

I left thec not bcncath a widow’d quilt, 

То takc anothcr partner of my guilt. 

Thy charms wcrc still my refuge—only this, 

I hopcd lo find variety in bliss. 

Thou know’st, whcn marricd, from the church wc camc, 
Hccdlcss I callcd thec by thy maidcn name. 

Unmcaning wordsI—yct somc malignant ficnd, 

Who undcr fricndship’s garb thc poison scrccncd, 

Could draw an omcn from a vcrbal slip, 

And drug thc nuptial chalice at thy lip: 

Could bid thec mark that man with cvil еус, 

Whosc thoughts still lingcred on cclibacy. 

Bclicvc it not:—thc sccnc my mind confused, 

Of coming joys, and not on past I mused. 

I saw thc ring upon thy finger shinc; 

If that could make a wife I saw thee mine. 
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The surplice man his тоскегу had done, 

And Molhcr Church of two had made us onc. 

Attcsting hands had inked thc fcathercd quill, 

And yct thcre secmcd a somcthing wanting still; 

And yct, I know not why, my tonguc dcnicd 
То call thcc dame, although thou wast my bridc. 

For still thy virgin look and maidcn guisc 
Wcrc secmings stronger than rcalitics; 

Which said, “Bcsidc thcc hangs a lovcly flowcr, 

Pluck it, ’tis thinc: thou only hast thc powcr.” 

But nature whispcrcd, till that hour arrivcd, 

Though fools might tcll mc so, I was not wived. 

And Cynthia’s lamp had lit thc firmamcnt; 

But whcn lone night had sprcad her sable tcni, 
Whcn thc flushcd bridc-maid had her officc donc, 

And ingrcss to thc bridal bow’r was won; 

Whcn on thy nakcd ncck a fcrvcnt kiss 
Announced the prcludc of impcnding bliss; 

Whcn, half rcsisting, yielding half, I prcsscd 

Thy trcmbling form; whcn—but thou know’st ihc rcst. 

Thcn, and thcn only, would my hcart avow, 

This is thc wedding—thou art madam now: 

And glibly to my lips the acccnts camc 

At next day’s dawn, “How farcs it with thcc, damc?” 

Thc happy momcnts in thy arms cnjoycd, 

Whilst lovc was new, nor yet possession cloyed. 

Our joys, whcn virgin diffidcncc was o’cr, 

I pass in silencc: momcnts now no morc. 

For oft a bridc from modcsty rcstrains 
The latcnt hcat that bubblcs in hcr vcins. 

From coyncss checks thc impulse that shc fccls, 

And on thc scnsc by siow caresscs stcals. 

Thus passed the fleeting hours, and still had passcd, 
But fatc rcsolvcd our nuptial joys to blast. 

Onc day a boon thou sccmcdest to rcquirc. 

"Leon, I go 10 sce my honourcd sirc: 

“Му mothcr, too—’tis long sincc wc havc mct; 

“And, loving thcc, I must not thcm forgct.” 

“Spccd thcc,” I cricd, “and bricf, dame, makc thy stay 
“Drcary’s thc husband’s couch whosc wifc’s away. 
“Nor lct thy filial picty prccludc 
“Somc lincs cach day to chccr my solitudc.” 

Whcn thy much-longcd for tablcts came, 

То tcll thy Lcon thou wcrt still thc samc. 

Another lcttcr followed closc thc first. 

With cagcr hand thc waxcn scal 1 burst: 

But could I rcad, and crcdit what I rcad: 

“Lcon, in future think of mc as dcad. 

“Такс back the ring which latc my fingcr worc; 

“For, though thy wifc, thou nc’cr wilt scc mc morc.” 

Aghast I stood, in motionlcss surprisc, 

And whence, thought I, can such a change arisc? 
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But nol the hand was thine, and scnt to me. 

Not more amaz’d, while fcasting in his hall, 

Bclshazzar saw thc writing on thc wall: 

Not e’cn thc fclon looks with dccpcr gloom 
Upon thc warrant which decidcs his doom. 

In vain I passcd my actions in review: 

Му faults wcre many, but thcy wcrc not ncw. 

Thc harlot’s smilc, thc wassail’s mcrrimcnt, 

With boon companions all my substance spent; 

All this was known bcforc thou wast my bridc; 
Methought for this ’twas now too latc to chide. 

Thus muscd I long: ’till, with conjccturc tired, 

Alonc and sad I to my couch rctircd. 

Thc night was cold, thc wind tcmpestuous blew: 

Му curtain round mc mournfully I drcw. 

And wcrt thou thcrc (thus to mysclf I said) 

Му brcast should be a pillow for thy hcad, 

Lock’d in my arms thc storm might ragc its fill: 
Twouid only makc mc clasp thcc closcr still, 

Thcn, as I lay, my тстогу portrayed 
A picturc of thy charms; and Love, in aid, 

Callcd up thc tcndcr pastimcs of thc night, 

When shame was lullcd, and transport at its height. 
Ycs, truth to tcll (I cricd) thy form was fair; 

Thy skin was alabaster, and thy hair 
Fcll in profusion down thy tapcr waist. 

And oh! what undulating beauties graccd 

Thosc loins whosc fall had mockcd thc sculptor’s hand, 

And gained thee wor$hip in a Cnidian iand. 

Whilst thcsc rcflections in my brains fcrmcnt, 

Suddcn thcir course assumed another bcnt. 

What! if by thoughtlcss indiscrction lcd, 

Thou couldst bctray thc sccrcts of our bcd? 

I know thy unsuspccting soul too wcll—* 

All, all thou would’st, interrogatcd tcll. 


Oh, lovcly woman! by your Makcr’s hand 
For man’s dclight and solacc wiscly planncd. 
Thanklcss is shc who naturc’s bounty mocks, 

Nor givcs Lovc cntrancc whcrcso’cr hc knocks. 

Thc brccchlcss vagrant has no scttlcd spot, 

Now sccks thc brook, now ncstles in thc grot. 

Whcrc plcasurc offcrs nectar to thc lip, 

Anon hc stcals thc honicd draught to sip, 

Shall pricst'born prcjudicc thc honcy’d draught dcny 
And scnd away thc thirsty votary? 

Matrons of Romc, hcld ус yoursclvcs disgraccd 
In yielding to уоиг husband’s wayward tastc? 

Ah, no!— Ву tcndcr complaisance ус reign’d: 

No wifc of woundcd modcsty complaincd. 



Though Gracchus sometimes his libations poured 
In love’s unhallowed vasc; yet, still adorcd 
Ву sagc Cornclia, ’twas hcr pridc lo bc 
His paradisc, with no forbidden trcc. 

Thc blooming damscl, on ihc wcdding night, 
G)nductcd to thc hymcnacal fight, 

Would ргау hcr lord to sparc a virgin’s fcar, 

And takc his rcstivc courscr to thc rcar— 

Put off thc vcnuc to another placc, 

And dread thc trial morc than thc disgracc. 

But now no couplc can in safety lic; 

Bctwccn thc shccts salacious lawycrs ргу. 

Yet naturc varics not:—dcsircs wc fccl, 

As Romans fclt; but woc if wc rcvcal, 

For what wcrc crrors thcn, our ћарру timcs 
With saintcd zcal havc rcgistcrcd as crimcs. 

Lady, inscribed in charactcrs of gold 
This adage—“Truth not always must bc told.” 
Virtucs and viccs havc no ccruin dyc, 

But takc thc colour of socicty. 

Thc orc which bcars thc imprcss of thc crown 
1$ passcd as standard топеу through thc town; 
But what we fashion into private platc, 

Wc kccp at homc and ncvcr circulate. 

/ 

То Caroline 

ВТ LORD BTRON. FROM HOURS OF IDLENESS, 1807 

1 

You say you lovc, and yct уоиг сус 
No symjHom of that lovc convcys, 

You say you love, yct know not why 
Your chcck no sign of lovc bctrays. 

a 

Ah! did that brcast with ardour glow, 

With mc alonc it јоу could know, 

Or fccl with mc thc lisdess woc, 

Which racks my hcart whcn far from thcc. 

3 

Whcnc'cr wc mcct my blushcs risc, 

And mantle through my purplcd chcck, 

But yct no blush to mine rcjdics, 

Nor c’cn your eycs your lovc bcspcak. 
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4 

Your voicc alone declaies уоиг вате, 

And though so sweet it breathes my name, 

Our passions still are not the same; 

Alas! you cannot love like me. 

5 

For e*en your lip seems stecp’d in snow, 

And though so oft it mcets my kiss, 

It burns witn no responsive glow, 

Nor mclts like mine in dewy bliss. 

6 

Ahl what are words to love like mine, 

Though utter’d by a voicc like thine, 

I still in murmurs must repine, 

And think that love can ne’er be true. 

7 

Which mccts me with no joyous sign, 

Without a sigh which bids adieu; 

How diffcrcnt is my lovc from thine, 

How deep my gricf when leaving youl 

8 

Your imagc fills my anxious brcast, 

ТШ day declines adown the West, 

And when at night, I sink to rest, 

In đreams your fancicd form I vicw. 

9 

’Tis thcn your brcast, no longer cold, 

With cqual ardour sccms to burn, 

While closc your arms around me fold, 

Your lips my kiss with warmth rcturn. 

10 

Ah! would thcsc joyous momcnts last; 

Vain HOPEI the gay dclusion’s past, 

That voicc!—ahl no, ’tis but the blast, 

Which cchocs through thc ncighbouring grovc. 

IX 

But whcn awakc, уоиг lips I scck, 

And clasp enraptur’d all уоиг charms, 

So ch^s thc pressurc of уоиг cheek, 

I fold a statue in my arros. 
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12 


If thus, whcn to my hcart cmhrac’đ, 
No pleasure in your cycs is trac’d; 
You may bc prudcnt, fair, and chastc, 
But ahl my girl, you do not love. 

The Rape of Aurora 

BY GSORGE MEREDITH, 185I 

Nbver, O ncvcr, 

Sincc dcwy swcct Flora 
Was ravishcd by Zcphyr, 

Was such a thing heard 
In thc valleys so hotiowl 
Till rosy Aurora, 

Uprising as cvcr, 

Bright Phosphor to foliow, 

Palc Phocbc to scvcr, 

Was caught likc a bird 
То thc brcast of Apolio! 

Wildly shc flutters, 

And flushcs aii over 
With passionate mutters 
Of shame to the hush 
Of his amorous whispers: 

But O such a lovcr 
Must win whcn hc uttcrs, 

Thro' rosy rcd lispcrs, 

Thc pains that discovcr 
Thc wishcs that gush 
From thc torchcs of Hcspcrus. 

Onc fingcr just touching 
Thc Oricnt chambcr, 

Unfloodcd the gushing 
Of light that iiiumcd 
All hcr lustrous unvciling. 

On clouds of glow ambcr, 

Hcr iimbs richly biushing, 

Shc lay swcctly wailing, 

In odours that gloomcd 
On thc God a$ he bloomed 
O’cr hcr lovclincss paling. 

Great Pan in his covcrt 
Bchcld thc rarc glistcning, 

Thc сгу of thc lovc-hurt, 

The sigh and the kiss 
Of the latest closc mingiing: 

But iove, thought he, listening, 
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Will not đo a dovc hurt, 

I know,—and a tingling, 

Latent with bliss, 

Prickt thro’ him, I wis, 

For thc Nymph hc was singling. 

> 

Love4n~ldleness 

BY THOMAS LOVBLL BEDDOES, 185I 
I 

“Shall I bc your first lovc, lady, shall I bc your first? 

Ohl thcn Г11 fall bcforc you, down on my vclvct kncc, 
And decply bcnd my rosy hcad and press it upon thec, 
And swcar that thcrc is nothing morc, for which my hcart 
doth thirst. 

But a downy kiss, and pink, 

Bctween your lips’ soft chink.” 


II 

“Ycs, you shall bc my first lovc, boy, and you shall bc my first, 
And I will raisc you up again unto my bosom’s fold; 

And whcn your kisscs many one on lip and chcck havc told, 
Г11 let you loose upon the grass, to leave me if you durst; 

And 10 wc’ll toy away 
Thc night bcsidcs thc day.” 


III 

“But lct mc bc your sccond lovc, but lct mc bc your second, 
For thcn Г11 tap so gcntly, dcar, upon your window panc, 
And crecp bctwccn thc curtains in, whcrc ncvcr man has lain, 
And ncvcr lcavc thy gcntic sidc till thc morning star hath 
beckoned, 

Held in thc siikcn lace 
Of thy young arms’ cmbracc.” 

IV 

“Wcll thou shalt bc my sccond lovc, ycs, gcndc boy, my 
sccond, 

And I wiU wait at cvc for thcc all loncly in my bowcr. 

And yicld unto thy kisses, likc a bud to April’s showcr. 
From moonsct till thc towcr-clock thc hour of dawn hath 
reckoDcd, 

And lock thee with my arms 
All filent up in charms.” 
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V 


“No, I will bc thy thirđ lovc, lady, аус I will bc thc third, 
And brcak upon thcc, bathing, in woody placc alonc, 

And catch thcc to my saddlc and ridc o cr strcam and »tonc, 
And prcss thcc wcll, and kiss thcc wcll, and ncvcr spcak a 
word, 

Till—thou has yicldcd up 
Thc first tastc of lovc’s cup ” 

VI 

“Thcn thou shalt not bc my first lovc, boy, nor my sccond, 
nor my third; 

If thou’rt thc first, Г11 laugh at thcc and picrcc lhy flcsh 
with thorns; 

If thc sccond, from my chambcr pclt with jccring laugh 
and scorns; 

And if thou darcst bc thc third, Г11 draw my dirk unhcard 
And cut thy hcart in two, 

And thcn dic, wccping you.’’ 

> 

From Pent-up Aching Rivers 

Ћ\ WALT WHITMAN. FROM LEAVES OF CRASS, l86o 

From pcnt-up aching rivcrs, 

From that of myself, without which I wcrc nothing, 

From what I am dctcrmin’d to makc illustrious, cvcn if I 
stand solc among mcn, 

From my own voicc rcsonant, singing thc phallus, 

Singing thc song of procrcation. 

Singing thc nced of supcrb childrcn and thcrcin supcrb grown 
pcoplc, 

Singing thc muscular urgc and thc blcnding, 

Singing thc bedfcllow’s song, (O rcsistlcss ycarningl 
O for апу and cach, thc body correlativc attracting! 

O for you, whocvcr you are, your corrclativc body! O it, morc 
than all clsc, you dclighting!) 

From thc hungry gnaw that cats mc night and day, 

From nativc momcnts, from bashful pains, singing ihcm, 
Sccking somcthing yct unfound though I havc diligcntly 
sought it many a long усаг, 

Singing thc truc song of thc soul fitful at random, 

Singing what, to thc Soul, cntircly rcdcemcd hcr, thc faithful 
onc cvcn thc prostitutc, who dctaincd mc whcn 1 wcnt 
to thc city; 

Singing thc song of prostitutcs; 

Rcnasccnt with grosscst Naturc or among animals, 

Of that, of thcm and what gocs with thcm my pocms in- 

forming, £ u- j 

Of thc smcli of applcs and lcmons, of thc painng ot birds, 
Of thc wct of woods, of thc lapping of wavcs, 
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Of the mad pushes of waves upon tV\c land, 1 them chanting, 
The overturc lightly sounding, thc strain anticipating, 

Thc wclcomc ncarness, the sight of the pcrfcct body, 

Thc swimmcr swimming nakcd in the bath, or motionless on 
his back lying and floating, 

The fcmale form approaching, I pcnsivc, love-flesh tremulous 
aching, 

Thc divinc list for mysclf, or you or for апу one, making, 
Thc face, the limbs, thc index from hcad to foot, and what it 
arouses, 

The mystic deliria, the madness amorous, the uttcr abandon- 
ment, 

(Hark close and still what I now whispcr to you, 

I lovc you, O you entircly possess me, 

O I wi8h that you and I cscapc from the rcst and go utterly 
off, free and lawless, 

Two hawks in the air, two fishcs swimming in the sea, not 
morc lawlcss than we;) 

Thc furious storm through mc careering, I passionately 
trembling, 

The oath of inscparablcncss of two togcther, of the woman 
that lovcs mc and whom I lovc more than my lifc, that 
oath swcaring, 

(01 willingly stakc all for you, 

O let me be lost if it must hc sol 
O you and II what is it to us what the rest do or think? 
What is all else to us? only that we епјоу each other and 
exhau$t each other if it must be so;) 

From thc master, thc pilot I yicld thc vcsscl to, 

The general commanding me, commanding all, from him per> 
mission taking, 

From time the progranune hastening, (I have loiter’d too long 
as it is,) 

From sex, from the warp and from thc woof, 

(То talk to the perfcct girl who undcrstands me, to waft to 
her thcsc from my own lips—to cffusc thcm from my 
own body;) 

From privacy, from frcquent rcpinings alonc, 

From pienty of pcrsons near and yet the right person not 
near, 

From the soft sliding of hands ovcr me and thrusting of 
fingers through my hair and beard, 

From thc long sustain’d kiss upon the mouth or bosom, 
From the close pressure that makes me or апу man drunk, 
fainting with excess, 

From what the divine husband knows, from the work of 
fatherhood, 

From exultation, victory and relief, from the bedfellow's 
embrace in the night, 

From the act-poems of eyes, hands, hips and bosoms, 

From the ding of the иетШ^ arm, 



From the bending curve and the clinch, 

From side by sidc ihc pliant covcrlct ofi-throwing, 

From thc onc so unwilling to havc mc lcavc, and mc just as 
unwilling to lcave, 

(Yct a momcnt O tcndcr waitcr, and I rcturn,) 

From thc hour of shining stars and dropping dcws, 

From thc night a momcnt I cmcrging fitting out, 

Cclcbratc you act divinc—and you childrcn prcparcd for, 
And you stalwart loins. 


> 

I Sing the Body Electric 

BY WALT WHITMAN. FROM LEAVES OF GRASS, l86o 

I HAVE percciv’d that to bc with thosc I likc is cnough, 

То stop in сотрапу with the rcst at cvcning is cnough, 

То be surrounded by beautiful, curious, brcathing, laughing 
flcsh is enough, 

То pass among thcm or touch апу onc, or rcst my arm cvcr 
so lightly round his or her neck for a momcnt, what is 
this thcn? 

I do not scck апу more dclight, I swim in it as in a sca. 

Thcrc is something in staying closc to mcn and womcn and 
looking on thcm, and in thc contact and odor of thcm, 
that pleascs the soul wcll, 

All things plcasc the soul, but thcsc plcasc thc soul wcll. 

This is thc fcmalc form, 

A divinc nimbus cxhalcs from it from hcad to foot, 

It attracts with ficrcc undcniablc attraction, 

I am drawn by its brcath as if I wcre no morc than a hclplcts 
vapor, all talls asidc but myself and it, 

Books, art, rcligion, timc, thc visiblc and solid carth, and what 
was cxpcctcd of hcavcn or fcar’d of hcll, arc now 
consumcd, . 

Mad filamcnts, ungovcrnable shoots play out of it, thc rc- 
sponse likcwisc ungovernablc, 

Hair, bosom, hips, bend of lcgs, ncgligcnt falling hands all 
difiuscd, minc too diffuscd, 

Ebb stung by thc flow and flow, stung by thc cbb, lovc ncsn 
swclling and dcliciously aching, 

Limitlcss limpid jcsts of lovc hot and cnorinous, quivcring 
јсИу of lovc, whitc blow and dclirious juicc, 

Bridcgroom night of lovc working surcly and softly mto thc 
prostrate dawn; 

Undulating into thc willing and yiclding day, 

Lost in thc clcavc of thc clasping and swcct'flcsh d day. 

This thc nuclcus—aftcr thc child is born of woman, man ii 

born of woman, п j i 

This is thc bath of birth, this the mcrgc of small and largc, 

and the outlct again, 
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Ве not ashamed, women, your privilege encloses the rest, and 
is the exit of the rest, 

You are the gates of the body, and you are the gates of the 
soul, 

The female contains all qualitics and tcmpcrs them, 

Shc is in hcr placc and movcs with pcrfcct balancc, 

She is all things duly veil’d, shc is both passive and active, 

She is to conccivc daughters as well as sons, and sons as well 
as daughters. 

As I sec my soul reflcctcd in Naturc, 

As I sce through a mist, One with inexprcssible completcncss, 
sanity, bcauty, 

Scc thc bcnt head and arms foldcd ovcr thc brcast, thc Fcmalc 
I sec. 

/ 

A Woman Waits for Ме 

BY WALT WHITMAN. FROM LEAVES OF CRASS, l86o 

A woMAN waits for mc, shc contains all, nothing is lacking, 
Yct all wcre lacking if scx wcrc lacking, or if thc moisturc 
of thc right man wcrc lacking. 

Sex contains all, bodies, souls, 

Meanings, proofs, puritics, dclicacies, rcsults, promulgations, 
Songs, commands, hcalth, pridc, thc matcrnal mystcry, thc 
seminal milk, 

All hopcs, bcncfactions, bcstowals, all thc passions, lovcs, 
bcautics, dclights of the carth, 

Thcsc arc contain’d in scx as parts of itsclf and justifications 
of itsclf. 

Without shamc thc man I like knows and avows thc dclicious 
ncss of his scx, 

Without shame thc woman I likc knows anđ avows hcrs. 

Now I will dismiss mysclf from impassivc womcn, 

I will go stay with her who waits for me, and with thosc 
womcn that arc warm-bloodcd and sufficicnt for mc, 

I scc that thcy undcrstand mc and do not dcny me, 

I scc that thcy arc worthy of mc, I will bc thc robust husband 
of thosc womcn. 

They are not one jot less than I am, 

Thcy arc tann’d in thc facc by shining suns and blowing 
wind$, 

Thcir flcsh has thc old divinc supplcncss and strcngth, 

Thcy know how to swim, row, ridc, wrcstlc, shoot, run, 
strike, rclrcat, advancc, rcsist, dcfcnd themselves, 

Thcy arc ultimate in thcir own right—thcy arc calm, clcar, 
well-po$sess*d of thcmsclvcs. 
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I draw you closc to mc, you womcn, 

I cannot lct you go, I would do you good, 

I am for you, and you arc for mc, not only for our own sakc, 
but for othcrs* sakcs, 

Envclop’d in you slccp grcatcr hcrocs and bards, 

Thcy rcfusc to awakc at thc touch of апу man but mc. 

It is I, you womcn, I makc my way, 

I am stcrn, acrid, largc, undissuadablc, but I lovc you, 

I do not hurt you апу morc than is ncccssary for you, 

I pour thc stuff to start sons and daughtcrs fit for thcsc Suics, 

I prcss with slow rudc musclc, 

I bracc mysclf cflcctually, I listcn to no cntrcatics, 

I darc not withdraw till Г dcposit what has so long accumu- 
latcd within mc. 

Through you I drain thc pcnt-up rivcrs of mysclf, 

In you I wrap a thousand onward ycars, 

On you I graft thc grafts of thc bcst-lovcd of mc and 
Amcrica, 

Thc drops I distil upon you shall grow ficrcc and athlctic 
girls, ncw artists, musicians, and singcrs, 

Thc babes I bcgct upon you arc to bcgct babcs in ihcir turn, 
I shall dcmand pcrfcct mcn and womcn out of my lovc- 
spcndings, 

I shall cxpcct thcm to interpcnctratc with othcrs, as I and you 
intcrpcnctratc now, 

I shall count on thc fruits of thc gushing showcrs of thcm, as 
I count on thc fruits of thc gushing showcrs I givc now, 
I shall look for loving crops from thc birth, lifc, dcath, immor- 
tality, I plant so lovingly now. 

> 

A Ballad of Death 

BY ALGERNON CHARLES SW1NBURNE. PROM POEMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 

Kneel down, fair Lovc, and fill thysclf with tcars, 
Girdlc thysclf with sighing for a girth 
Upon the sidcs of mirth, 

Covcr thy lips and cyclids, lct thinc cars 
Вс fillcd with rumour of pcoplc sorrowing; 

Макс thcc soft raimcnt out of wovcn sighs 
Upon thc flcsh to clcavc, 

Sct pains thcrcin and many a gricvous thing, 

And many sorrows aftcr cach his wisc 
For amlct and for gorgct and for slccvc. 

O Love’s lutc hcard about thc lands of dcath, 

Lcft hangcd upon thc trccs that wcrc thcrcin; 

O Lovc and Timc and Sin, 

Thrcc singing mouths that mourn now undcr brcath, 
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Three lovers, each one evil ipoken of; 

O smitten lips where through this voice of mine 
Came softer with her praise; 

Abide a litde for our lady*s love. 

The kisses of her mouth were more than wine, 

And more than peace the passage of her days. 

O Love, thou knowest if she were good to see, 

O Time, thou shalt not find in апу land 
Till, cast out of thine hand, 

The sunlight and the moonlight fail from thec, 
Another woman fashioned like as this. 

O Sin, thou knowcst that all thy shame in her 
Was made a goodly thing; 

Yea, she caught Shamc and shamed him with her kiss, 
With hcr fair kiss, and lips much lovelier 
Than lips of amorous roscs in latc spring. 

Ву night there stood over against my bed 
Queen Vcnus with a hood striped gold and black, 
Both sidcs drawn fully back 
From brows whcrein thc sad blood failcd of red, 

And templcs drained of purple and full of death. 

Her curled hair had the wave of sca'Water 
And the sea’s gold in it. 

Her eyes wcre as a dove’s that sickeneth. 

Strcwn dust of gold shc had shcd ovcr hcr, 

And pearl and purple and amber on her feet. 

Upon her raimcnt of dyed sendaline 
Wcrc paintcd all the sccrct ways of love 
And covered things thereof, 

That hold dclight as grapc-flowcrs hcld thcir winc; 
Red mouths of maidens and rcd fect of doves, 

And bridcs that kcpt within ihc bridc-chambcr 
And wccping faccs of thc wcaricd lovcs 
Their garment of soft shame, 

That swoon in slccp and awake wcarier, 

With hcat of lips and hair shcd out likc flame. 

The tears that through her eyelids fell on me 
Made minc own bittcr wherc thcy ran bctwccn 
As blood had fallen thcrein, 

She saying; Arise, lift up thinc eycs and see 

If апу glad thing bc or апу good 

Now thc bcst thing is takcn forth of us; 

Even she to whom all praise 

Was as onc flowcr in a great multitude, 

One glorious flower of many and glorious, 

One аау found gracious among many days: 

Even shc whosc handmaidcn was Love—to whom 
At kissing times across her stateliest bed 
Kings bowed thcmsclves and shcd 
Pale wme, and honey with the honeycomb, 
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Aod spikenard bruiied for a burnt 4 >ffering; 

Even зће between whose lips the kiss becamc 
As Brc an'd frankincense; 

Whosc hair was as gold raimcnt on a king, 

Whosc cycs werc as thc morning purged wiih fltme> 
Whosc cyclids as swcct savour issuing thcnce. 

Thcn I behold, and lo on thc other sidc 
Му lady*s likcncss crowncd and robcd and dcađ. 

Swcct still, but now not rcd, 

Was the shut mouth whcrcby mcn livcd and dicd. 

And swcct, but cmpticd of the blood’s bluc shadc, 

Thc grcat curlcd eyelids that withhcld hcr сусз. 

And sweet, but likc spoilt gold, 

Thc wcight of colour in hcr trcsses wcighcd. 

And swcct, but as a vcsture with ncw dyc$, 

Thc body that was clothcd with lovc of old. 

Ahl that my tcars fillcd а(1 hcr wovcn hair 
And all thc hollow bosom of hcr gown— 

Ah! that my tcars ran down 

Evcn to thc placc whcrc many kisscs wcrc, 

Evcn whcrc hcr partcd brcast'flowcrs havc placc, 

Evcn whcrc thcy arc clovcn apart—who know$ not this? 

Ah! thc flowcrs clcavc apart 

And thcir swcct fills thc tcndcr intcrspacc; 

Ah! thc lcavcs grown ihcrcof wcrc things to kiss 
Erc thcir finc gold was tarnishcd at thc hcart. 

Ah! in ihc days when God did good lo mc, 

Each part about hcr was a righteous thing; 

Hcr mouth was an almsgiving, 

Thc glory of hcr garmcnts chariiy, 

Thc bcauty of hcr bosom a good Jccd, 

In thc good days whcn God kcpt sight of us; 

Lx)vc lay upon hcr cycs, 

And on that hair whcrcof ihc world takcs hccd; 

And all her body was morc virtuous 
Than souls of womcn fashioncd othcrwisc. 

Now, ballad, gathcr poppics in thinc hands 
And shcavcs of brier and many rustcd shcavcs 
Raiu'rottcn in rank lands, 

Wastc marigold and lalc unhappy Icavcs 
And grass that fadcs erc апу of it bc mown; 

And whcn thy bosom is fillcd full thcrcof 
Scck out Dcath’s facc cre thc light altcrcth, 

And say “Му mastcr that was thrall to Lovc 
Is bccomc thrall to Dcath.” 

Bow đown bcforc him, ballad, sigh and groan, 

But make no sojourn in thy outgoing; 

For haply it may bc 

That whcn thy fcct rcturn at cvcning 

Death shall come in with thee. 

nsrO 



Les Noyades 

BY ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. FROM POEMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 

Whatever a man of thc sons of mcn 
Shall say to his hcart of thc lords abovc, 

Thcy havc shown man vcrily, oncc and again, 
Marvcllous mcrcics and infinitc lovc. 

In thc wild fifth усаг of thc changc of things, 

Whcn Francc was glorious and blood-rcd, fair 

With dust of battlc and dcaths of kings, 

A quccn of mcn, with hclmctcd hair; 

Carricr camc down to thc Lx)irc and slcw, 

Till all thc ways and thc wavcs waxcd rcd: 

Bound and drowncd, slaying two by two, 

Maidens and young mcn, naked and wed. 

Thcy brought on a day to his judgment-placc 
Onc rough with labour and red with fight, 

And a lady noblc by namc and facc, 

Faultlcss, a maidcn, wondcrful, white. 

Shc kncw not, bcing for shamc’s sakc blind, 

If his cycs wcrc hot on hcr facc harđ by. 

Anđ thc judgc badc strip and ship them, and bind 
Bosom to bosom, to drown and dic. 

The whitc girl winccd and whitcned; but he 
Caught firc, waxcd bright as a grcat bright flamc 

Sccn with a thundcr far out on thc sca, 

Laughed hard as thc glad blood wcnt and camc. 

Twicc his lips quailcd with dclight, thcn said, 

“I havc but a word to you all, onc word 

Bcar with mc; surcly I am but dead”; 

And all thcy laughcd and mockcd him and hcard. 

“Juđgc, whcn thcy opcn thc judgment-roll, 

I will stand upright bcforc God and ргау: 

Lord God, havc тсгсу on onc man’s soul, 

For his тсгсу was grcat upon carth, I say. 

“Lord, if I lovcd thec—Lord, if I scrved— 

If thcsc who darkcncd thy fair Son’s facc 

I fought with, sparing not onc, nor swcrved 
A hand’s brcadth, Lord, in thc perilous placc— 

*‘I ргау thcc say to this man, O Lord, 

Sit thou for him at my fect on a throne. 

I wiU face thy wrath, though it bite as a sword, 
And my soul shall burn for his soul, and stone. 
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“For Lord, thou knowcst, 0 God most wisc, 

How gracious on carth wcrc his dccds toward mc. 

Shall this be a small thing in thinc cycs, 

That is grcatcr in minc than thc wholc grcat sca?” 

I havc lovcd this woman my wholc lifc long, 

And cvcn for lovc’s sakc whcn havc 1 said 

“I lovc you”? whcn havc I donc you wrong, 

Living? but now I shall havc you dcad, 

"Уса, now, do I bid you lovc mc, lovc? 

Lovc mc or loathc, wc arc onc not twain. 

But God bc praiscd in his hcavcn abovc 
For this my plcasurc and ihat my pain! 

“For ncvcr a man, bcing mcan likc mc, 

Shall dic likc mc till thc wholc world dics. 

I shall drown wiih hcr, laughing for lovc; and shc 
Mix wilh mc, touching mc, lips and cyc$. 

“Shall she not know mc and scc mc all ihrough, 

Мс, on whosc hcart as a worm shc trod? 

You havc givcn mc, God rcquitc it you, 

What man yct ncvcr was givcn of God.” 

O 5wcct onc lovc, 0 my lifc’s dclight, 

Dcar, though thc days havc dividcd us, 

Lost bcyond hope, takcn far out of sight, 

Not twicc in thc world shall ihc gods do thus. 

Had it bcen so hard for my lovc? but I, 

Though thc gods gave all ihat a god can givc, 

I had choscn rathcr thc gift to dic, 

Ccasc, and bc glad a^vc all that livc. 

For thc Loirc would havc driven us down to thc sca, 

And thc sca wouId havc pitchcd us from shoal to shoal; 

And I should havc hcld you, and you held mc, 

As flcsh holds flcsh, and thc soul thc soul. 

Could I changc you, hclp you to lovc mc, swcct, 

Could I give you thc lovc that would swcclcn dcath, 

Wc should yicld, go down, lockcd hands and fcct, 

Dic, drown togclhcr, and brcath catch breath; 

But you would havc fclt my soul in a kiss, 

And known that oncc if I lovcd you wcH; 

And I would havc givcn my soul for this 
То burn for cvcr in burning hcll. 
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Hermaphroditus 

BY ALOIBNON CHABLES SW1NBUBNE. РВОМ POBMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 


LiPT up thy lips, turn round, look back for love, 

Biind lovc that comes by night and casts out rest 
Of all things tircd thy lips look wearicst, 

Savc thc long smile that thcy are wcaried of. 

Ah swcct, albeit no lovc bc swect cnough, 

Choosc of two lovcs and clcave unto thc bcst; 

Two lovcs at eithcr blossom of thy brcast 
Strivc until onc bc undcr and one abovc. 

Their brcath is fire upon thc amorous air, 

Firc in thinc cycs and whcrc thy lips suspire: 

And whosocvcr hath secn thce, bcing so fair, 

Two things turn all his lifc and blood to firc; 

A strong dcsirc bcgot on great dcspair, 

A grcat dcspair cast out by strong dcsirc. 

II 

Whcrc bctwccn slccp and lifc somc bricf space is, 

With lovc likc gold bound round about thc hcad, 
Scx to swcet scx with lips and limbs is wcd, 

Turning thc fruitful fcud of hcrs and his 
То thc wastc wcdlock of a stcrile kiss; 

Yct from thcm somcthing likc as fire is shed 
That shall not bc assuaged till dcath be dcad, 
Though ncithcr lifc nor sTcep can find out this. 

Lovc madc himsclf of flcsh that pcrishcth 
A plcasurc-housc for all the lovcs his kin; 

But on thc one sidc sat a man like dcath, 

And on the othcr a woman sat likc sin. 

So with vcilcd cycs and sobs bctwccn his brcath 
Lovc turncd himsclf and wouId not cntcr in. 

III 

Lovc, is it lovc or slccp or shadow or light 
That lics bctwccn thine cyclids and thine cycs? 

Likc a flowcr laid upon a flower it lics, 

Or likc thc night’s dcw laid- upon the night. 

Lovc stands upon lhy Icft hand and thy right, 

Yct by no sunsct and by no moonrisc 

Shall makc thcc man and case a woman’s sighs, 

Or makc thcc woman for a man’s dclight. 

То what strangc cnd hath somc strangc god made fair 
Thc doublc blossom of two fruitlcss flowcrs? 

Hid lovc in all thc folds of all thv hair, 

Fcđ thcc on summers, watcrcd thcc with showers, 
Given all thc gold that all thc seasons wcar 
То thcc that art a thing of barrcn hours? 
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Yea, love, I sce; it is not love but fear. 

Nay, sweet, it is not fear but love, I know; 

. Or whercforc should thy body’$ blossom blow 
So $weetly, or thine eyelids leave so clcar 
Thy gracious cycs that ncvcr madc a tcar— 

Though for their love our tcars iike blood should flow, 
Though lovc and life and dcath should comc and go, 

So drcadful, so desirable, so dear? 

Уеа, swcet, I know; I $aw in what $wift wisc 
Bcncath thc woman’s and thc watcr’s kiss 
Thy moist limbs melted into Salmacis, 

And thc large light turncd tendcr in thine eyes, 

And all thy boy’s brcath softcncd into sighs; 

But Lovc being blind, how should he know of this? 

> 

Fragoletta 

BY ALGERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. FROM POEMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 

O love! what shall be said of thcc? 

Thc son of gricf bcgot by јоу? 

Bcing sighdcss, wilt thou scc? 

Being scxlcss, wilt thou bc 
Maidcn or boy? 

I drcamed of strangc lips yc$tcrday 
And chccks whcrcin thc ambiguous blood 
Was likc a rose’s— уса, 

A rosc’s whcn it lay 
Within thc bud. 

What ficlds havc brcd thec, or what grovcs 
Conccalcd thee, O mystcrious flowcr, 

0 doublc rosc of Lovc’s, 

With lcavcs that lurc thc dovcs 
From bud to bowcr? 

I darc not kiss it, Icst my lip 
Prcss hardcr than an indrawn brcath, 

And all thc swcct lifc slip 
Forth, and thc swcct lcavcs drip, 

Bloodlike, in dcath. 

O solc dcsirc of my dclightl 
O solc dclight of my dcsirc! 

Mine cyclids and eyc$ight 
Fecd on thcc day and night 
Likc lips of Вге. 

C 575 ] 



Lcan back thy throat of carven pcarl, 

Lcst chy mouth murmur like the dove's; 

Say, Venus hath no girl, 

No front of fcmalc curl, 

Among her Lovcs. 

Thy swect low bosom, thy closc hair, 

Thy straight soft flanks and slendcrer feeC, 
Thy virginal strange air, 

Arc thcse not ovcr fair 
For Lovc to grcct? 

How should hc grect thce? whac ncw name, 
Fit to movc all mcn’s hcarts, could movc 
Thee, dcaf to lovc or shamc, 

Love’s sister, by the samc 
Mother as Lovc? 

Ah swcet, thc maiden’s mouth is cold, 

Hcr brcast-blossoms аге simply rcd, 

Hcr hair merc brown or gold, 

Fold ovcr simplc fold 
Binding hcr hcad. 

Thy mouth is madc of firc and winc, 

Thy barrcn bosom takcs my kiss 
And turns my soul to thine 
And turns thy lip to mine, 

And mine it is. 

Thou hast a scrpcnt in thinc hair, 

In all thc curls that closc and cling; 

And ah, thy brcast-flowcrl 
Ah love, thy mouth too fair 
То kiss and stingl 

Clcavc to mc, lovc mc, kiss minc cycs, 
Satiatc thy lips with loving me; 

Nay, for thou shalt not risc; 

Lie still as Love that dies 
For lovc of thec. 

Mine arms arc closc about thinc head, 

Му lips arc fcrvcnt on thy facc, 

And whcrc my kiss hath fed 
Thy flower-likc blood lcaps red 
То thc kisscd place. 

O bittcrncss of things too swcet 
O broken singing of the dove! 

Love’s wings are ovcr fleet, 

And like the panther*s feet 
The feet of Love. 
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In the Orchard 

BY ALCERNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. FROM FOEMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 

Leave go my hands, lct mc catch brcath and sce; 

Lct thc dcw-fall drcnch ciihcr sidc of mc; 

Clcar applc-lcaves arc soft upon ihat moon 
Sccn sidclong likc a blossom in thc trcc; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc $o soon. 

Thc grass is thick and cool, it lcts us lic. 

Kisscd upon cithcr chcck and cithcr сус, 

1 turn to thcc as somc grccn aftcrnoon 
Turns toward sunsct, and is loth to dic; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc so soon. 

Lic closcr, lcan your facc upon my sidc, 

Fccl whcre thc dcw fell that has hardly dricd, 

Hcar how thc blood beats that wcnt nigh to swoon; 
The pleasurc Iives thcre whcn thc scnsc has dicd, 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc so soon. 

O my fair lord, I chargc you Icavc mc this: 

1$ it not sweeter than a foohsh kiss.^ 

Nay takc it thcn, my flowcr, my first in Junc, 

Му rose, so like a tcnder mouth it is: 

• Ah God, ah God, that day should bc so soon. 

Lovc, till dawn sundcr night from day with firc, 
Dividing my dclight and my dcsirc, 

Thc crcsccnt lifc and lovc thc plcnilunc, 

Lovc mc though dusk bcgin and dark rctirc; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc so soon. 

Ah, my hcart fails, my blood draws back; I know, 
Whcn lifc runs ovcr, lifc is ncar to go; 

And with thc slain of lovc lovc’s ways are strcwn, 
And with thcir blood, if lovc will havc it $o; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc $o soon. 

Ah, do thy will now; slay mc if thou wiU; 

Thcrc is no building now thc walls arc built, 

No quarrying now thc corncr-stonc is hcwn, 

No drinking now thc vinc’s wholc blood is spili; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc so soon. 

Nay, slay mc now; пау, for I will bc slain; 

Pluck thy rcd plcasurc from thc tccth of pain, 

Brcak down thy vinc crc yct grapc-gaihcrcrs prunc, 
Slay mc crc day can $lay dcsirc again; 

Ah God, ah God, that day should bc $o soon. 
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То hunt 8weet Love and lose him 
Between white arms and bosom, 
Between the bud and blossom, 
Between your throat and chin; 

То say of shame~-what is it? 

Or virtue—wc can miss it, 

Of sin--we can but kiss it, 

And it’s no longer sin: 

То feel thc strong soul, stricken 
Through fleshly pulscs, quicken 
Đcneath swift sighs that thicken, 
Soft hands and lips that smitc; 
Lips that no love can tirc, 

With hands that sting likc fire, 
Wcaving thc wcb Dcsire 
То snarc thc bird Dclight. 

But lovc so lightly plightcd, 

Our love with torch unlightcd, 
Pauscd ncar us unaffrightcd, 

Who found and lcft him frcc; 
None, seeing us clovcn in sunder, 
Will wccp or laugh or wondcr; 
Light love stands clear of thunder, 
And safe from winds at sea. 

A$, whcn late larks give warning 
Of dying lights and dawning, 
Night murmurs to the morning, 
“Lic still, O lovc, lic still”; 

And half hcr dark limbs covcr 
Thc whitc limbs of hcr lover, 
With amorous plumcs that hovcr 
And fcrvcnt lips that chill; 

As scornful day rcprcsscs 
Night’s void and vain caresses, 

And from hcr cloudicr trcsscs 
Unwinds the gold of his, 

With limbs from limbs dividing 
And breath by breath subsiding; 
For love has no abiding, 

But dies before the kiss; 

So hath it been, so bc it; 

For who shall livc and flee itP 
But look that no man see it 
Or hear it unaware; 

Lest all who love and choosc him 
See Love, and so rcfuse him; 

For all who find him iose him, 
But all have found him fair. 

Cs*«] 



King David 

BY ALGERNON CHARLES SW1NBURNE. FROM POEMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 

Lord God, alas, what shall I sain? 

Lo, thou art as an hundrcd men 
Both to break and build again: 

The wild ways thou makes plain, 

Thine hands hold the hail and rain, 

And thy hngers both grapc and grain; 

Of thcir largcss we bc all wcll fain, 

And of thcir grcat pity : 

The sun thou madest of good gold, 

Of clcan silvcr thc moon cold, 

All thc great surs thou hast told 
As thy cattlc in thy fold 
Evcry one by his name of old; 

Wind and watcr thou hast in hold, 

Both the land and thc long sca; 

Both thc grccn sca and the land 
Lord God, thou hast in hand, 

Both white water and grcy sand; 

Upon thy right or thy lcft hand 
Thcrc is no man that may stand; 

Lord, thou ruc on mc. 

O wisc Lord, if thou bc kccn 
То notc things amiss that bccn, 

I am not worth a shcll of bean 
Morc than an old marc meagrc and lcan 
For ail my wrong-doing with my quecn, 
It grcw not of our hcartis clcan, 

But it bcgan of hcr body. 

For it fcll in thc hot Мау 
I stood within a pavcn way 
Built of fair bright stonc, pcrfay, 

That is as firc of night and day 
And lightcth all my housc. 

Thcrcin bc ncithcr stoncs nor sticks, 
Ncithcr rcd nor whitc bricks, 

But for cubits fivc or six 
Thcrc is most goodly sardonyx 
And ambcr laid in rows. 

It gocs round about my roofs, 

(If ус list ус shall havc proofs) 

Thcrc is good ipacc for horsc and hoofs, 
Plain and nothing perilous. 

For thc fair grccn wcather’s hcat, 

And for ihc smcll of lcavcs swcet, 

It is no marvel, will ус wect, 

A man to waxen amorous. 

This I say now by my casc 
That spicd forth of that royal place; 
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Thcrc 1 saw in no grcat space 
Minc own swect, both body and facc, 
Undcr thc fresh boughs. 

In a wsiter that was thcrc 
5hc wcsshc hcf goodiy body barc 
And dried it with hcr own hair; 

Both hcr arms and hcr knccs fair, 

Bcth bosom and brows; 

Both shouldcrs and cke thighs 
Tho shc wcsshc upon this wisc; 

Ever shc sighed with little sighs, 

And evcr she gavc God thank. 

Yca, God wot I can wcll sce yct 
Both her breast and her sides all wet 
And hcr long hair withoutcn lct 
Spread sidcways like a drawing net; 

Full dcar bought and full far fet 
Was that swcct thing thcre y-sct; 

It wcrc a hard thing to forget 
How both lips and еусп mct, 

Breast and breath sank. 

So goodly a sight as therc she was, 

Lying looking on her glass 
Ву wan watcr in grccn grass, 

Yct saw nevcr man. 

So soft and great she was and bright 
With all hcr body waxcn whitc, 

I woxc nigh blind to scc the light 
Shcd out of it to lcft and rignt; 

This bittcr sin from that swcct sight 
Betwcen us twain bcgan. 

> 

Lof'đ Sleep 

BY ALOBRNON CHARLES SWINBURNE. FROM POBMS 
AND BALLADS, l866 

Lyino aslccp betwccn thc strokes of night 
I saw my love lean ovcr my sad bcd, 

Palc as thc duskicst lily's lcaf or hcad, 
Smooth-skinncd and dark, with barc throat madc to 
Тоо wan for blushing and too warm for whitc, 

But pcrfccKolourcd without whitc ог red. 

And hcr lips opcncd amorously, and said— 

I wist not what, saving onc word—Dclight 
And all hcr facc was honcy to my mouth, 

And all hcr body pasture to mine cycs; 

The long lithe arms and hotter hands than iire, 
Thc quivcring flanks, hair smelling of the south, 
Thc bright light fcct, the splcndid supplc thighs 
And ^ittering eyelids of my soul’s desire. 



You Remember the Nuts 

AN IRISM BROADSIDE, 187O 

In Belfast lived a merchant, a wealchy merchant man, 

Не had ai fine apprenticc boy as c’er thc sun shonc on, 

Нс was propcr, tall, and handsomc, and cvcrything was right, 
Нс could lic with a prctty girl and kiss hcr twclvc tlmcs a 
night. 

Thc Mistrcss shc bcing standing by, and hcard him $aying so, 
Said, Jack, I hold a wagcr that you do not pcrform ii so, 

Thc master he bcing from home that night and all things right, 
Нс slippcd into thc mistrcss’s chambcr and kissed hcr twclvc 
times that night. 

Onc of thcm was a drowsy onc, thcrc was no virtuc in, 

Which mađc thc mistress for to say you did not thc wagcr win. 
If I did not win thc wagcr as you supposc you like, 

I will leavc it to my mastcr whcn hc comcs homc this night. 

When the mastcr hc camc homc that night and at his sup- 
per sat 

Said Jack unto his mastcr, I wish you’d know a bct, 

As your mistrcss and I was walking down yondcr grecn wood 
side, 

And I on your own marc’s back a clustcr of nuts I spied. 

Shc said thcrc was a dozcn, I said therc was but elcvcn, 

I thrcw thcm in hcr apron, and thcrc wa$ fivc and scvcn, 

Fivc and scvcn is a dozcn I hcard thc pcoplc say, 

So Jack you won thc wagcr if thc mistrcss docs you рау. 

The mistrcss shc bcing standing hv and hcard him saying so, 
Shc gavc him down thc wagcr and was glad to gct off so, 

Whcn thc mastcr is from homc shc’s surc to stun his guts, 

Shc tips him on thc shouldcr, $aying, you rccollcct ihc nuts. 

> 

The Naughty Lord and the 
Gay Young Lady 

FROM CURIOSITIES OF STREET LITERATURE, 187I 

There is a prctty piccc of work, 

It is up in high life, 

Upon my word an amorous lord, 

Scduced anothcr man’s wifc; 

Shc was a lady of title, 

Shc wa$ charming, young, and fair, 

With hcr daddy and hcr mammy oncc 
Shc livcd in Bclgravc Squarc. 
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Thc trial now is over, 

And his lordship, with a frown, 

For kissing Lady Nelly 
Has to рау ten thousand pounds. 

Lord G-was a naughty lord, 

Ohl how could he engagc, 

То seduce young Lady Ellcn,— 

Не is sixty ycars of agc. 

The verdict of thc jury 
Madc his lordship quakc and jump, 

Tcn thousand pounds hc has to рау, 

For playing tiddly bump. 

Lady Nclly l^ hcr husband, 

And would with his lordship bc, 

Shc would trim his lordship's whiskers 
As she sat upon his knec. 

Some said oh, lack-a<daisy, 

She was in a comical wayi 
His lordship was bald'patcd, 

And his hair and whiskcrs grcy. 

Му lord wa8 vcry fond of lamb,— 

The cook said so at least, 

And neighbours you must undcrstand 
Не likcd thc bclly picce. 

His lordship loved the lady, 

And the lady she loved he, 

His lordship played by music, 

Thc tunc c^led fiddie-dcKiee. 

His lordship when he hcard the news, 
Caused his cyes to flash like flre thcn 
Не iookcd around, tcn thousand pounds 
His lordship holloacd, “wirc-cm.” 

Нс soid his hat, he pawncd his coat, 

То рау thc browns, we flnd, 

And then he run round Hyde Park Square, 
With his shirt hanging out bchind. 

Sweet Ellen was a daughter 

Of my Lord and Lady C- 

And once lived in a mansion, 

Yc$ shc did in Đclgrave Square, 

Sweet Ellen had an husband, 

An honest upright man, 

And his lordship went a*trespassing 
Upon her husband’s land. 

Му lord wa$ fond of sporting, 

And hunting of the harc, 

Не has to рау ten thousand pounds, 

The damage to repair; 
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His lordship playcd the hddle, 

E)own in Scotia’s iand, ’tis said, 

And his lordship must have hddled wdl 
Both in and out of bcd. 

Now all young lords take warning, 

When a hunting you do go, 

In thc cvcning of thc morning 
Ргау bcwarc of *TalIy'hol” 

If you are caught a-trespassing 
On othcr peoplc’s ground, 

Pcrhaps you'll bc likc old Lord G- 

Made to рау tcn thousand pounds. 

Thc lady’s injurcd husband, 

Has nobly gained the day; 

And beat old Mr, Dcccmbcr, 

Who seduccd young Lady Мау. 

> 

The Distressed Maid 

ANONVMOUS. DATE UNKNOWN 

As I walkcd out onc Мау morning, 

Down by a rivcr sidc, 

I ovcrheard a couplc discoursing, 

Which fillcd my hcart with pridc. 

Мау thc hcavcns blcss you, fair maid, 

Sing mc anothcr song, 

I wish you wcrc my bridc, hc said. 

Kind sir, I am too young. 

Thc youngcr that you агс, my lovc, 

Thc bettcr you arc for mc, 

For I vow and do dcclarc, 
ril wcd no woman but thcc. 

Нс took mc by thc lily whitc hand 
Нс kisscd both chcck and chin, 

Thcn hc took hcr to his marriagc room, 

То sit awhilc with him. 

It was in thc bcginning of that nighl, 

Thcy had both sport and play, 

And all thc lattcr part of that night 
Closc in hcr arms did lay. 

Thc night bcing gonc and thc day coming on 
Thc morning shonc so clcar, 

Tliis young man rosc, put on his clothcs, 
Saying, tarc you wcll my dcar. 
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Is that the promise you made to me, 

Dowii by thc rivcr sidc, 

You promised to marrv mc, 

And makc mc your lawful bridc. 

If I promised to таггу you, 

It*s more than I will do, 

I never will wcd with апу onc, 

So easy found as you. 

Go homc to your fathcr*s gardcn, 

Sit down and сгу your Ш1, 

And when you think on what you*ve donc 
You may blamc уошг own good will. 

Therc is an herb in your fathcr’s garden, 
And some do call it rue, 

When fishcs fly, and swallows divc, 
Young mcn thcy will provc truc. 

I wish I was a maid again, 

As I was this time last night, 

I wouId not change my portion 
For cither lord or knight. 

Thcrc arc othcr farmcrs’ daughters, 

То markct thcy do go, 

But I poor girl must stay at homc, 

То rock the cradle, oh. 

То госк thc cradlc, o’cr and o’er 
And sing the lullaby, 

Was thcrc c’er a maid in all this town, 

So crossed in love as I. 


То . 

BY FRANCIS SALTUS. PROM HONBY AND GAUL, 1873 

Sleep and dream, lissome maid, while in rapture 
I caress thy grand pocm of flcsh: 

Whilc I toy with cach rich purplc mesh 
Ог gnarled trcsscs: whcn striving to capturc 
All thc hot biting odors from Hps— 

Half apart with the sweetness that slips 
From thy dimpled whitc smilings, sleep'fresh. 

’Tis the pcrfcct round curvc of thy shoulder, 
And thy sleek supple flanks I admire, 

For thy moonish-whitc skin doth inspirc 
Му hot, vcxcd, rcstless gare to picrcc boldcr; 

For thou sleepest, and rcd is thy drcam 
With the Naphla of lust, and its ^eam 
From the snows of thy breasts hurls its fire. 
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Nay, awake not, nor turn, till I press thee, 

For thy sleep is consoling as night. 

And thy calm dreams shall taste the hre-night 
Of love’s blendings, as mad, I caress thcc, 

And thy whitc form with rcd kisscs mark— 

Till thine eyc$ wake from lcthargics dark— 

То the glamours and splendors of light. 

Then from dream-bliss to life-bliss arisen, 

Thinc hot tcars, my hot tears will disputc, 

Then thy Iow pant sounds softcr than lutc 
То my car; and thy barc arms imprison— 

A no longcr wild phantom of sighs, 

For thou closcst ihy largc blurrcd cycs, 

And liest wond’ring, nude, pallid, and mutcl 

Lct my kisscs thcn folIow inccssant, 

O’cr thy lips, o’cr thy soft chcck of fur; 

Lct thcm moistcn, as sultry thcy crr 
Thc black shadc of thy silk brows crcsccnt— 
Whilc I brcathc thc mystcrious air, 

From thy chaos of undulatc hair, 

Vaguc and drcamy as mcmorics of myrrh. 

> 

Л Courtesan's Whim 

BY FIANCIS SALTUS. FBOM DBEAMS AFTB* SUNSIT, 189I 

То calm dcsircs that in my soul incrcasc, 

Dclicious boys with pocms of blond hair, 

Supplc dusk-cycd, whosc cagcr kisscs rarc 
Arc swcct as dcw, no longcr bring mc pcacc. 

I tirc of cffcminatc charm of Grcccc, 

Thcsc Apollonian mcn with broad brcasts barc, 
Supcrbly statucsquc, suprcmcly fair;— 

A Gwl himsclf would tcmpt not my dcsirc. 

But in vaguc ways I most insancly усагп 
То mcct somc lcan, dwarfcd, fctid, hairy thing 
With loathsomc skin and bulging cycs of rhcum, 
Thcn with wild sighs to makc thc monstcr burn 
With Lovc’s dclighl and bid his hot arms cling 
Around my bcauty in the pcrfumcd gloom. 

> 

Ihe Awakening 

BY FKANCIS SALTUS. FROM DREAMS AFTEB SUN 5 ET, 189I 

Her arms lic barc about his ncck, and still 
In drcams, her lips half opcn with a sigh 
As though to woo hcr dream somc swcct reply. 
AU ilowly hcr cnthralled senses fUl. 
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Ai valley waters from a mountain гШ 
Swollen by storm. Her bosom’d treasures lie 
Encircled by his arms, and still sweep by 
The 8weliing tide into the Deep’s deep will. 

And he, too, dreams, in Love’s night-hidden day— 

Until the shallow$, murmuring, rise and leap, 

And lap the spirit within that sweet clay 
Against his breast. Then lips that trysting keep, 
Unconsciously, nearer and closer 1ау 
ТШ sudden kisses burst the bonds of sleep. 

In Sodom 

BY FRANCIS SALTUS. PROM LOT’s W 1FE, 189O 

Hbrb rose the reeking altar-grees of Bel, 

And Yem, the king of the exalted Gods, 

And Đar, the hero of all heroes, stood 
In lustrous bronze beside all potent Nin, 

With Bita, king of oceans and of hsh, 

And Anu, holier than the holy stars. 

Here reigned the great terror^lealing Beltis, 

The purc, impcccable anđ beauteous goddess, 

And in the perfumed tcmples bcforc her 
Maidens would swoon in holy prostitution, 

Adoring hcr fccundity and bcauty, 

F^ing thc tcmple with thcir sighs of rapturc, 

Low and dclicious likc thc dovc’s soft cooing. 

Hcrc would they wait to lurc ihc idle passcr, 

Tempting his glancc by barc anđ fragrant bosoms, 

Calling upon thcir goddcss and Shcruba, 

Divine Ishtar, and lily limbcd Anuta, 

То make thcir flesh a lovc-light and a wondcr, 

То win thc timorous strangcr and thc passcr 
Thcir languid limbs wcrc radiant with jcwcls; 

Their thighs wcrc smcared with warm, voluptuous ointmcnts 
And tiaras of gold coin amid their trcsscs 
Shone in the gloom likc the fond cycs of angcls. 

Thcy smilcd and lan^shcd in thcir lustful dreaming, 
Watching thcir cyes flash in thcir coppcr mirrors, 

Beaudful, rcdolent, supplc-limbcd and tcmpting, 

Careiessly tapping on their noisy tabrets, 

Screened by thc goddess in the tcmplc’s archcs, 

Vearning for somc swect stripling of the city 
Or the gravc, palm4)ilcd warriors of Gomorrah, 

And, as they toycd with gold and silver ouches, 

Praycd unto Нса to rclicvc and scnd them 
Some dainty zonah, some delicious zonah, 

Who, lacking lovcrs, would with јоу caress them, 

Ау love them 8wcetlier for lacking lovcrs. 
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Wiihin Ashur’s colossal almug tcmplc, 

Around thc holy altar sacrihciah 

Drowsy with cassia fumcs and stringcnt spiccs, 

Thc hcady nckoth» thc swcct smcll of hcavcn, 

Lying and dozing with the sacred serpents, 
Listening to eunuchs idly thrum the viol, 

Nodding thcir chins upon thcir tunclcss nebcls, 
Linger die chosen lovers of the altar. 

Per&mcd and supple, in a gaudy raiment, 

Oiled to the beard and like frcsh lilics fragrant, 
Drcnchcd with balsam and cinnamon’s swcet juiccs, 
Praying to Anu to sccurc thcm lovcrs; 

Lovcrs who would rcward thcir warm carcsscs 
With cosdy gifts of опусћа and ointmcnt; 

Lovers who lavish galbanum in plenty, 

Whcn cloycd and satisficd with thcir cmbracing, 
And thcy to all will amorously pandcr, 

Bcing of lovc’s mystcrious and strangc passions 
Thc slavcs, thc choscn and thc pcrfcct mastcrs. 

> 


Song of the Gay Zonah 

BY FRANCIS SALTUS. FROM LOt’s WIFE 

Он, sweet passer! I am fair, 

For thc lily sccnts my hair, 

Madc most rcdolcnt and glossy by thc radiant roscs’ oil: 

Му ringcd arms arc dazzling white, 

And my kiss is a dclight, 

While thc swcct alhenna clustcrs burn my bosom whilc I toil. 


Likc my Goddcss, grcat Ishtar, 

Му black glancc outshincs a star, 

And my form is warm and wavy, likc thc palm and ihc tamar, 
I havc sapphircs and rarc gcms 
On my mantlc’s sacrcd hcms, ^ 

And thc ungucnts on my haunchcs comc o cr dcscrts from atar. 


I hold hiddcn in my tcnt, 

Drugs of lovc and ravishmcnt, 

And a bcd whcrc fragrant lilics lic wilh birdling’s downy plumcs; 
I hold passion and dcsire 
То inspirc lovc’s slccpy firc, 

And 10 stir thc suddcn pulscs in soft aromatic glooms. 


Till thc midnight 1 will sing 
Unto Ncbo, thc grcat king, 

And my asor’s gcntlc music wiTl allay ihy fcvcrcd rcst; 

Thou shalt slumber till my birds 

Wakc to hcar my loving words, ., r u ^ 

Whilc I prcss a thricc-born passion on ihc marblc ot my brcait. 
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The pure night is waiiiag 
Oh, my God Yem, unsurptssedl 
Send me golden lovers many, ау, if only for a spanl 
And, oh passers wisc and brave! 

Ве noc tempted by уоп slave, 

For my kisses are far swecter than the kisses of a man! 

/ 

Song of the Priest of Bel 

BY FBANCIS SALTUS. PROM LOT’s WIFB 

CoME to mc, all ус who burn 
For a passion in return! 

Thcre are pcrfumes on my body and frcsh lcavcs upon my hair; 
I am slcck and vcry wise, 

I know woman*s softcst sighs, 

And my kisses, warm and manly, all thc senses can ensnare. 


I am o!đ, ау, vcry old, 

And my pricc is bricks of gold, 

Bcing chicf and holy mastcr of thc lovers of thc town. 

I am high priest unto Bel, 

In the Gracc of Vul I dwell, 

And thc motion of my plcasurc is a song and a rcnown. 


I havc bccn ihc pampcrcd slavc 
Of King Amraphcl, thc gravc, 

I havc $wooned and slumbered often in King Chedorlaomcr’s 
arms; 

Thcrc is gold within my house, 

Therc агс jcwcls on my brow8, 

And my brcast is warm and tender as an Arkite maiden’s 
charms! 


I havc drugs to warm afrcsh 
Thc dull failings of thc flcsh, 

I havc gratcful food and spiccs, and suavc balsams honcy-purc, 
And whcn laggard from cxccss 
Of my amorous carcss, 

I will sing thee Nergal’s praiics on the many-stringed kinoor. 


Scc! thc dawn is coming soon; 

Thcrc’s slumbcr in thc тооа; 

Hastcn, passcr! hastcn, strangcr! to my tcnt’s cnticing shadc. 
Вс not tcmpted by thc сгу 
Of thc zonahs strutting by, 

For my kisses агс far swceter than the kisses of a maid. 
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Song of thc Youth 

BY FRANCIS SALTUS. FROM LOT’s WIFB 

Он, swcct passer! I am strong. 

Gracc and charm to mc bclong; 

All my flcsh is likc soft saummct and my musclcs rival stccl; 

I havc spiccs on my breast; 

Му dark locks arc oilcd and trcssed, 

And thc wounds of sufifcring passion I can mollify and hcal. 

Hark, all ус who round me throng, 

I can sing a lulling song, 

I can charm you with thc cadence of my rich sonorous voicc, 
And with suave, melodious words, 

Sweeter far than trills of birds, 

I can win уоиг languid pleasurc and can make thc soul rejoiccl 

То our king onc festal night 
I gavc rapture and delight, 

And hc crowned my brows with myrtlc, ау! and kissed me on 
his throne; 

For my bcauty is as rarc 
As Askar’s, surnamcd thc Fair, 

And thc sccrets of swcct passion unto mc bclong alonc! 

There is cvcr new surprise 
In thc pocm of my cycs; 

I am lithc, and light, and supplc, likc thc lcopard of thc plain; 
Му curled hair has reached thc lcngth 
Of thc lion’s in his strength, 

And my kiss is warm and fragrant like thc falling of the rain! 

I have zonahs in my house, 

With white lilies on thcir brows, 

То cxcitc you by soft kisses and whitc pcrfumc'rccking arms, 
Whilc I bcckon уоиг cmbracc 
In thc splendor of my gracc, 

Whilc you play in јоу ecstatic with thc bcauty of thcir charms! 

Oh, swcct passer! do not hccd 
Yon old crcaturc in his nccd, 

For his words arc false and worthless, and a century dims his 
firc; 

Не gives hcrbs and vcnomed roots; 

His cold kiss is like a brutc’s, 

And thc spasm of God-likc passion in his dccrcpit carcass tirc! 

Comc to mc, all уе who cravc 
Thc swect passion of a slavcl 

Bring mc gold, or wine and honey, and my kisscs will bc yours; 
And I swear by mighty Bcl 
То anoint and plcase you wcll, 

Whilc my nakcd zonahs prcss you, and thc balmy night cn- 
duresl 
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TheWifeofLot 

BY FRANCIS SALTUS. FROM LOT’s WIFK 

Now Lot, thc son of Haran, đwclt within 
Thc city’s walls and lovcd its many ways; 

But hc was purc of hcart until his praisc, 

And much deplorcd all God-dcfying sin. 

Нс livcd cstrangcd from thc liccntious throng, 
Doting upon thc fairncss of his wifc, 

Proud of thc blamelcss quict of his lifc, 

A righteous man and unashamed of song. 

• •••••• 

Now Ilcah, Lot’s fair wifc, in Sodom born, 

Was in her sullied heart advcrsc to him; 

Because his cyes by labour had grown dim, 

Shc suffcrcd by his love in silent scorn. 

For he was likc old dreamers in thc night, 

Loving to dozc and ponder on his hcrds, 

And cvcn his infrcquent passion words 
Wcrc tame unto hcr, oflcring no delight. 

Shc, in the blooming Ma^-timc of hcr years, 

With passionate cycs and lustrous veils of hair, 
Vcarned for love’s ecstasy and its dcspair, 

A love of laughtcr, ravishment and tcars. 

And she, grown wcary of Lot’s gravc rcnown, 
Would scck thc city’s hcart on festal days, 

And strut likc zonahs on its marble ways, 

For shc adorcd a man within thc town. 

One whom hcr girlish spirit idolized, 

A valorous chief, a most athletic man, 

With mighty limbs, known as thc lord Suran, 
Who for his famcd virility was prizcd. 

And hc had lcd her to Vul’s temple, where, 
Ravished by his bright armor and thc glancc 
Of conqucring cyes in a voluptuous trancc 
Shc vcilcd his brcast with all hcr looscned hair. 

And while thc priests officiating cried: 

“Givc to grcat Vul, oh women! all your charms!” 
Shc lay amort for lovc within his arms, 

And on his pcrfumed bosom softly sighcd. 

And hc, for shc was ravcnous to lcarn, 

Taught hcr thc mysterics and the holy rites 
That stccpcd her bosom in unknown dclights, 
Strangc pleasures, and new minglements that burnl 
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And she rcvcrcd the aroma o£ his bcard, 

Giving her radiant body for his play, 

And in thc tcmplc in the hot midday, 

Alonc, to tcmpt his vigor shc appcarcd. 

Vcilcd to the eycs, but amorous of thc spot, 

Loving the scnsual magic of thc gloom, 

Seeking sweet impious bonds that foster doom, 

Her heart made теггу by hcr scorn of Lot. 

Hcr limbs wcrc maddcncd by strong Suran’s touch; 

Shc sang to him in passionatc unrcst; 

His curlcd head was warm upon hcr brcast; 

His flanks were fruitful, and shc lovcd him much. 

Ау, with such adoration that, to fill 
His lecherous eyes with rapturcs hcld so, dear, 

Shc would have braved cold dcath without a fcar, 

If, foIlowing, Suran would have lovcd hcr still! 

То please his whim at the great Autumn feast, 

Hcld to Vul’s glory on thc dying усаг, 

Rosy and nude, fair Ilcah did appcar, 

Surrcndering hcr beauty to thc pricst. 

Ау, in thc holy vaults, for Suran’s sakc, 

She learned the arcana of thc zonahs thcre, 
Slumbering with womcn amorous and bare, 

So that hc, too, in pleasurc might partakc. 

And she in beauty through the temple trod, 

Warm with her loves and flushcd by flowcrs and winc, 
Hailing her prostitution as divinc 
And most delightful, worthy of her God. 

And Lot had honored her with manly trust, 

And let the days pass drcaming of his herds, 

Counting his kine and listcning to his birds, 

Scrcncly unsuspicious and most just. 

• •••••• 

The Triumph of the Flesh 

BY GEORGE MOORE. FROM PAGAN POEMS, l88l 

We havc passcd from thc rcgions of drcams and of vision 
And thc flcsh is the flesh and thc rosc is thc rosc; 

And wc see but thc absolutc јоу of thc prcscnt 
In thc Sunlight of bcauty. 

I am fillcd with carnivorous lust: likc a tigcr 
I crouch and I fccd on my bcautiful ргсу: 

Thcrc is nought in thc monstrous world of Astartc 
So fair as thy body. 
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Lct mc lic, lct mc dic on thy snow4:oloured bosom, 

I would cat of thy flcsh as of dclicatc fruit, 

I am dnink of its smell, and the scent of thy trcsscs 
Is as flame that devours. 

Thou art demon and God, thou art hell, thou art Hcavcn, 
Thou art love that is lust, thou art lust that is lovc, 

And I scc but thc hcavcnly gracc of thy body, 

A picturc—a pocm. 

And thc flesh is a soul, tho’ it bc art cternal. 

Sonnet 

BY GEORGE MOORE. FROM PAGAN POEMS 

Idly shc yawncd, and threw her heavy hair 
Across her flesh-fillcd shoulders, callcd thc maid, 

And slipped hcr sweet blonde body out of bcd, 
Scarching hcr slippcrs in the wintry air. 

Thc firc shcd ovcr all a sullcn glare,— 

Thcn in hcr bath shc spongcd from foot to hcad, 

Hcr body, arms, brcasts, thighs, and things unsaid, 
Powdcrcd and dricd hcrsclf with delicatc care. 

Thcn Zoc cntcrcd with thc Figaro, 

Thc chocolatc, thc lettcrs, and thc cat, 

And drcw thc blinds to show the falling snow, 

Upon the sofa still hcr mistress sat 
Drawing along hcr legs, as white as milk, 

Hcr long stockings of fincly-knitted silk. 

Rondo 

BY GEORGE MOORE. FROM FLOWERS OF PASSION, 1878 

Did I lovc thec.^ I only did dcsirc 
То hold thy body unto minc, 

And smite it with strange firc 
Of kisscs burning as a winc, 

And catch thy odorous hair, and twinc 
It thro’ my fingers amorously. 

Did I love thcc? 

Did I lovc thce? I only did dcsirc 
То watch thinc cyelids lilywisc 
Closcd down, and thy warm brcath rcspirc 
As it camc through thc thickcning sighs, 

And spcak my lovc in such fair guisc 
Of passion’s sobbing agony. 

Did I lovc thcc? 
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Did I lovc thcc? I only đid dcsirc 
То drink the pcrfume of thy blood 
In vision, and thy scnscs tire 
Seeing them shift from cbb to flood 
In consonant swcet intcrludc, 

And if love such a thing not bc, 

I loved not thcc. 

> 


Sonnet 

BY GEORGE MOORE. FROM FLOWERS OF PASSION 

I AM most lovely, fair bcyond dcsire: 

Му brcasts are swcet, my hair is soft and bright, 
And cvcry movcmcnt flows by instinct right: 

Full well I know my touch doth burn like firc, 
That my voice stings the sensc likc smittcn lyrc; 

I am the quecn of sensuous dclight; 

Past years arc scalcd with thc signct of my mlght; 
And at my fcct pale prcscnt knecls a buycr. 

Му bcds arc odorous with soft-shcd sccnt, 

And strangc moon flowcrs a tremulous twilight air 
Wcave ovcr all; and herc, alone I sing 
Му siren songs, until all souls arc bcnt 
Within thc subtlc sweet mclodious snare. 

God, making love, made me love’s grievous sting. 

> 


A Sapphic Dream 

BY GEORCE MOORE. FROM FLOWERS OF PASSION 

I LovE the luminous poison of thc moon, 

Thc silencc of illimitablc scas, 

Vast night, and all hcr mvriad mystcrics, 
Pcrfumcs that makc the burdencd scnscs swoon 


And weakcn will, large snakes who oscillatc 
Likc lovely girls, immensc cxotic flowcrs, 

And cats who purr through silk-cnfcstooncd bowcrs 
Whcrc whitC'limbcd women slcep in sumptuous statc. 


Му soul c cr dreams, in such a dream as this is, 
Visions of pcrfumc, moonlight and the blisses 
Of sexles$ love, and strange unrcachcd kisscs. 
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Sonnets 

Vt DANTB GABKIEL ROSSETTI. FKOM THE HOUSE OF LIFE, l88l 
V/ ТИЕ KISS 

What smouldcring scnscs in dcath’s sick dclay 
Or scizure of malign vicissitude 
Can rob his body of honour, or dcnudc 
This soul of vvcdding-raiment worn to-day? 

For lo! cvcn now my lady’s lips did play 
With these my lips such consonant interludc 
As laurclled Orphcus longed for when hc wooed 
The half-drawn hungering face with that lazy lay. 


I was a child bencath her touch,—a man 
When brcast to breast wc clung, cven I and she,— 
A spirit when hcr spirit lookcd through me,— 

A god whcn all our life-breath met to fan 
Our life-blood, till love’s emulous ardours ran, 

Firc within fire, desire in deity. 


VII SUPREME SUFRENDER 

То all thc spirits of Lovc that wander by 
Along his lovc-sown harvcst-ficld of slcep 
Му lady lies apparent; and the dcep 
Calls to thc deep; and no man sees but I. 

Thc bliss so long afar, at length so nigh, 

Rcsts thcrc attained. Methinks proud Love must wcep 
When Fatc’s control doth from his harvest reap 
Thc sacrcd hour for which the ycars did sigh. 


First touchcd, the hand now warm around my ncck 
Taught тстогу long to mock desire: and lo! 
Across my brcast thc abandoncd hair doih flow, 
Whcrc onc shorn trcss long stirrcd the longing achc: 
And ncxt the heart that trcmblcd for its sakc 
Lics thc quecn-hcart in sovercign overthrow. 


LVI HERSELF 

То be a swectncss more dcsircd than Spring; 

A bodily bcauty more acccptablc 
Than thc wild rose-tree’s arch that crowns thc fcll; 
То bc an csscncc more cnvironing 
Than winc’s draincd juicc; a music ravishing 
Могс than thc passionate pulsc of Philomel;— 

То bc all this ’ncath onc soft bosom’s swcll 
That is thc flowcr of lifc:—how strangc a thing! 
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How strange a thing to bc what Man can know 
But as a sacrcd secrct! Hcavcn’s own screcn 
Hides her soul’s purest dcpth and lovcliest glow; 

Closcly withhcld, as all things most unsccn,— 

Thc wavc-bowcred pearl,—thc heart-shapcd scal of grccn 
That flccks the snowdrop underneath thc snow. 

LVII HER LOVE 

Shb loved him; for her infinite soul is Lovc, 

And he hcr lodestar. Passion in hcr is 
A glass facing his firc, where the bright bliss 
Is mirrored, and thc hcat returned. Yct movc 
That glass, a stranger’s amorous flame to prove, 

And it shall turn, by instant contrarics, 

Icc to the moon; while her purc fire to his 
For whom it burns, clings closc in the heart’s alcove. 

Lol they are one, With wifely breast to breast 
And circling arms, she welcomes all command 
Of love,—hcr soul to answcring ardours fann’d: 

Ah! who shall say shc deems not loveliest 
The hour of sistcrly sweet hand-in-hand? 

/ 

Youth and Lordship 

ITALIAN STREET-SONG. BY DANTE GABRIEL ROSSETTI 

My young lord’s thc lovcr 
Of earth and sky above, 

Of youth’s sway and youth’s play, 

Of songs and flowers and love. 

Yct for love’s desire 
Grcen youth lacks the daring; 

Though onc drcam of fire, 

All his hours ensnaring, 

Burns thc boy past bearing— 

The dream that girls inspirc. 

Му young lord’s the lover 
Of evcry burning thought 
That Love’s will, that Lovc’s skill 
Within his brcast has wrought. 

Lovcly girl, look on him 
Soft as music’s measure; 

Yield him, when you’vc won him, 

Joys and toys at plcasurc; 

But to win уоиг trcasurc; 

Sofdy look upon him. 
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Му young lord's thc lovcr 
0£ сусгу tcndcr gracc 
That vvoman, to woo man, 

Can wcar in form ог facc. 

Такс him to уоиг bosom 
Now, girl, or ncvcr; 

Lct not уоиг ncw blossom 
Of swcct kisscs scvcr; 

Only guard for cvcr 
Your boast within уоиг bosom. 

Му young lord’s thc lovcr 
Of cvcry sccrct thing, 

Lovc-hidden, lovc-hidden 
This day to banqueting. 

Lovely girl, with vaunting 
Ncver tcmpt to-morrow: 

From all shapcs enchanting 
And јоу can borrow, 

Still thc spectrc Sorrow 
Riscs up for haunting. 

And now my lord’s thc lovcr 
Of ahl so many a swect,— 

Of roscs, of spouscs, 

As many as love may greet. 

The Dryad 

BY OSCAR WILDE. FROM CHARMIDES, l88l 

I WAs thc Attic shepherd’s trysting placc, 

Bcneath my shadow Amaryllis lay, 

And round my trunk would laughing Daphnis chasc 
Thc timorous girl, till tired out with play 
Shc fclt his hot breath stir hcr tanglcd hair, 

And turncd, and looked, and fled no morc from such delightful 
snare. 

Thcn come away unto my ambuscade 
Whcre clustcring woodbinc wcaves a сапору 
For amorous plcasauncc, and the rustling shade 
Of Paphian myrtles sccms to sanctify 
Thc dcarest rites of love, therc in thc cool 
And grccn rcccsscs of its farthest dcpth thcrc is a pool, 

Thc ouzcl’s haunt, thc wild bcc’s pasturagc, 

For round its rim grcat сгеату lilies float 
Through thcir flat lcavcs in vcrdant anchoragc, 

Each cup a whitc-sailcd goldcn-ladcn boat 
Stccrcd by a dragon-fly,—^bc not afraid 
То lcavc this wan and wavc-kisscd shorc, surcly thc placc 
was made 
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For lovcrs such as we, thc Cyprian Queen, 

One arm around her boyish paramour, 

Strays oftcn thcrc at cvc, and I havc scen 
Thc moon strip oflf hcr misty vcstiturc 
For young Endymion’s cycs, bc not afraid, 

Thc panthcr fcct of Dian ncvcr trcad that sccrct gladc. 

Nay if thou ^il’st, back to the beating brinc, 

Васк to the boistcrous biIlow lct us go, 

And walk all day beneath the hyaline 
Huge vault of Ncptunc’s watery portico, 

And watch the purple monstcrs of thc dccp 

Sport in ungainly play, and from his lair kccn Xiphias lcap. 

For if my mistress find mc lying herc 
Shc will not ruth of gcntlc pity show, 

But lay hcr boat'Spcar down, and with austcrc 
Relentlcss fingers string the corncl bow, 

And draw the fcatheređ notch against hcr brcast, 

And loosc the archcd corđ, ау, cvcn now upon thc qucst. 

I hear her hurrying feet,—awakc, awakc, 

Thou laggard in love’s battle! once at lcast 
Lct me drink dccp of passion’s winc, and slakc 
Му parchcd being with thc nectarous fcast 
Which cven Gods affcctl O comc Lovc comc, 

Still we havc time to reach the cavcrn of thinc azurc homc. 

Scarcc had shc spokcn whcn thc shuddcring trccs 
Shook, and thc lcavcs dividcd, and thc air 
Grcw conscious of a God, and thc grey scas 
Crawlcd backward, and a long and dismal blarc 
Blcw from somc tasscllcd horn, a slcuth-bound bayed, 

And likc a flamc a barbcd rced flcw whizzing down thc gladc. 

And where thc little flowers of hcr breast 
Just brakc into their milky blossoming, 

This murdcrous paramour, this unbiddcn gucst, 

Picrccd and struck deep in horrid chambering, 

And ploughed a bloody furrow with its dart, 

And dug a long rcd road, and clcft with wingcd dcath hcr 
hcart. 

Sobbing hcr lifc out with a bittcr сгу 
On thc boy’s body fcll thc Dryad maid, 

Sobbing for incomplctc virginity, 

And rapturcs uncnjoycd, and plcasures dcad, 

And all thc pain of things unsatisficd, 

And thc bright drops of crimson youth crcpt down hcr 
throbbing sidc. 
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Ah! pitiful it was to hcar hcr moan, 

And vcry pitiful to scc hcr dic 
Erc shc had yicldcd up hcr swccts, or known 
Thc јоу of passion, that drcad mystcry 
Which not to know is not to livc at all, 

And yct to know is to bc hcld in dcath’s most dcadly thrall. 

> 

Young Charmides 

BY OSCAR WILDE. FROM CHARMIDES, l88l 

In mcIancholy moonlcss Acheron, 

Far from thc goodly earth and joyous day, 

Whcrc no spring evcr buds, nor ripening sun 
Wcighs down the apple trces, nor flowery Мау 
Chcquers with chcstnut blooms the grassy floor, 

Whcrc thrushes ncver sing, and piping linnets mate no morc. 


Thcrc by a dim and dark Lcthaean well 
Young Charmides was lying, wearily 
Нс plucked thc blossoms from thc asphodcl, 

And with its littlc riflcd treasury 
Strcwed the dull watcrs of the dusky strcam, 

And watchcd thc white stars founder, and the land was likc 
a drcam. 


Whcn as hc gazcd into the watcry glass 
And through his brown hair’s curly tangles scanncd 
His own wan facc, a shadow scemcd to pass 
Across thc mirror, and a littlc hand 
Stole into his, and warm lips timidly 
Brushcd his palc chccks, and breathcd their secrct forth 
into a sigh. 


Thcn turned he round his weary cyes and saw, 

And cvcr nighcr still their faces came, 

And nighcr evcr did thcir young mouths draw 
Until thcy scemcd one pcrfect rosc of flamc, 

And longing arms around her neck he cast, 

And fclt hcr throbbing bosom, and his breath camc hot 
and fast, 

And all his hoardcd swccts werc hers to kiss, 

And all hcr maidenhood was his to slay, 

And limb to limb in long and rapturous bliss 
Thcir passion waxcd and wancd,—O why cssay 
То pipc again of lovc too vcnturous rccdl 
Enough, enough that Eros laughed upon that flowcrless mead. 
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То venturous pocsy O why essay 
То pipe again of passion! folđ thy wings 
O’er daring Icarus and bid thy lay 
Sleep hidden in the lyre’s silent strings, 

Till thou hast found the old Castalian rili, 

Or from the Lesbian watcrs pluckcd downcd Sappho’s golden 
quill I 

Enough, cnough that hc whosc life had bcen 
A ficry pulsc of sin, a splendid shamc, 

Could in thc lovcless land of Hades glcan 
One scorching harvest from those fields of flamc 
Wherc passion walks with naked unshod fect 
And is not wounded,—ah! cnough that oncc thcir lips could 
mect 

In that wild throb when all cxistences 
Sccmed narrowed to onc single ccstasy 
Which dies through its own sweetness and the stress 
Of too much pleasure, erc Pcrsephonc 
Had bade them serve her by the ebon throne 
Of thc palc God who in the fields of Enna looscd her zonc. 

> 

Sapphic Odes 

BY MICHAEL FIELD. FROM LONG ACO, 1889 

Mnasidica in form and gait 
Eclipses her iIl*favourcd mate 
Gyrinna; when I call, 

I trcmblcd lcst ihe girl appcar 
Whose very shadow on thc wall 
Rcpulscs mc, and when I hcar 
Нег rude, slow sicp I shakc with fcar. 

Her gcsturc has no rhythmic law; 

She knows not how hcr drcss to draw 
About hcr anklcs thin; 

And lct thc luckless child takc carc 
Firmly her chiton-brooch to pin, 

For, oh, shc must not cvcr darc 
То lcave hcr flabby shouldcr barcl 

But whcn Mnasidica doth raisc 
Нег arm to fced thc lamp I gazc 
Glad at thc lovely curve; 

And when hcr pitchcr at thc spring 
Shc fills, I watch hcr trcsscs swcrvc 
And drip, thcn pausc to scc hcr wring 
Hcr hair, and back thc bright drops mng. 
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And now shc leavcs my maiden trainl 
Thosc whom I love most givc mc pain: 

Why should I lovc hcr so? 

Gyrinna hath a gcntlc facc, 

And the harmonious soul, I know, 

Not very long can iack thc trace, 

O Aphroditc, of thy gracc. 

> 

Maids not to you my mind doth change; 
Mcn I dcfy, allurc, estrangc, 

Prostratc, makc bond or frcc: 

Soft as thc strcam bencath the plane 
То you I sing my lovc’s refrain; 

Bctwccn us is no thought of pain, 

Pcril, saticty. 

Soon doth a lovcr’s patiencc tirc, 

But ус to manifold dcsirc 
Can yicld rcsponsc, ус know 
Whcn for long, muscful days I pinc, 

Thc prcsagc at my hcart divinc; 

То you I ncvcr brcathcd a sign 
Of inward want or woc. 

Whcn injuries my spirit bruisc, 

Allaying virtuc уе infusc 
With unobtrusivc skill: 

And if carc frets уе come to mc 
A$ frcsh as nymph from strcam or trec, 

And with your soft vitality 
Му wcary bosom fill. 

> 

“Fool, faint not thou!” I laughed in blame 
O Larichus, palc in thc flamc 
Of Hymcn’s torchcs: whilc, alas, 

I fccl my scnscs swoon, 

Or quickcn with dclight 
At Naturc’s simplcst boon: 

Unmovcd I cannot pass 
Thc finc bloom of thc grass, 

Or watch thc dimpling shadows on thc whitc, 
Vibrating poplar with unshakcn framc. 

"Faint not,” I said—and yct my brcath 
Comcs sharp as I wcrc nigh to dcath 
If suddcnly across the grovc 
Thc lovcIy laugh I hcar, 

Or catch thc lovcly spccch 
Of one who makcs a pecr 
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Of thc blcst gods abovc 
Thc man shc dcigns to lovc: 

O Anactoria, wast thou born to tcach 
Sappho how vainly shc admonisheth? 

“Faint not”—thc poct must darc all; 

Мс no cxpcricncc shall appal, 

N^ang that can makc shrill my song: 
Tnough Atthis, hateful, flit 
From my fond arms, and by 
Andromcda darc sit, 

I will not lct my strong 
Hcart fail, will bcar thc wrong, 

With picrcing accents for Adonis сгу, 

Or thricc on perished Timas vainly call. 

“Faint not,” I said. Would’st thou bc great, 
Thou must with cvcry shock vibratc 
That life can bring thcc; scck and уеагп; 

Fccl in thysclf the strokc 
Of love, although it rivc 
A$ mountain-wind an oak; 

Lct jcalous passion burn 
If Rhodopc must turn 

То other lovc; and laugh that agc should strive 
The ardours of thy bosom to abatc. 

> 

Adown thc Lcsbian valcs, 

Whcn spring first flashcs out, 

I watch thc lovcly rout 
Of maidcns flitting ’mid thc honc^-bccs 
For thymc and hcath, 

Cistus, and trails 
Of myrdc-wreath: 

They bring me thesc 
Му passionatc, unsated scnsc to plcasc. 

In turn, to plcasc my maids, 

Most deftly will I sing 
Of their soft chcrishing 
In applc-orchards with cool watcrs by, 

Whcrc slumbcr strcams 
From quivcring shades, 

And Cypris sccms 
То bend and sigh, 

Hcr golden calyx offering amorously. 

What praiscs would bc bcst 
Whercwith to crown my girls? 

The rosc whcn shc unfurls 
Her balmy, lighted buds is not so good, 
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So fresh as they 
When on my breast 
They lean, and say 
All that they would, 

Opening their glorious, candid maidenhood. 

То that pure band alone 
I sing of marriagedoves; 

As Aphroditc’s dovcs 

Glancc in thc sun thcir colour comcs and gocs; 
No girls Ict fall 
Thcir maidcn zonc 
At Hymcn’s call 
Scrcnc as thosc 

Taught by a poct why sweet Hespcr gIows. 

> 

NicHT fcll: Selene proud and palc 
Rose and put on her arched vcil, 

And lifting to hcr brow thc crescent small, 

Thc firm, young curvc she dcigns to wcar. 

Wcnt forth into the silent air, 

And noiscless brought her whitc team from the stall. 

Cold was hcr figure, and her brcast 

Sccurc and hard; hcr cycs confesscd 

No ycarning; shc was wholc from lovc, and strong 

With undivided mind. Thus shc 

In her completc virginity 

Austerely brilliant urged her stecds along; 

Until shc camc whcrc Latmos scnt 
Its rocks into her path; she bcnt 
То scc how shc should guidc thc whccls aright, 
Whcn, just whcrc gcndcr darkncss madc 
A cave apparent by its shadc, 

Thc lovclicst mortal form grcw on hcr sight. 

She dropt the reins, thc horses rcarcd 

In tumult as thc hand that stcercd 

That coursc grcw impotcnt—a moment’s changcl 

As hcr intact and tranquil lifc 

Was devastated by a strifc 

She could not mastcr, tyrannous and strange. 

Fcar fcU upon hcr, and the wild 
Rcvolt of chastity beguiled, 

Of pureness grown a passion against fate; 

YcC an incvitable јоу, 

Aj hcr slant chariot toward thc boy 

Rolled down, o’ercame her fierce rccoil and hate. 
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Нс had fiung by his shcphcrd’s drcss, 
And in thc gracc of wcarincss 
Lay simplc, calm, and happy, unawarc 
Thc fiashing bcauty of his form 
Was filling thc soft clouds with storm, 
And tcmpting Thia’s statcly child to barc 


Hcr facc and worship. Oh, shc droopcd 
Hcr long wings round hcr, as shc stoopcd 
Closc to his chcck, his cycs, his vcry brcath! 

But erc, in that profound cclipse, 

Shc brakc thc founuin of hcr lips 
O cr hcr bclovcd, in swoon as dccp as dcath 

Shc laid him; thcn sccurcly spcnt 
Hcr virgin frcnzy innocent, 

Thcn took hcr maidcn plcasurc unespicd; 

And, scaling thc dark cavcrn wherc 
Нс lay aslccp, rcsumcd hcr carc, 

With stcady hand hcr stccds through hcavcn to guidc. 


But nightly from Mcandcr’s strcam 
Southward shc turns hcr snowy tcam 
Bchind the furthcr slopc of Latmos’ height, 
Picrccs unsccn a mountain-rift, 

Thcn climbs thc air, cffulgcnt, swift, 

And fills thc lovcly rivcr-bcd with light. 

> 

Erotomachia 

BY HERBERT P. HORNE. FROM DIVERSI COLORES, 189I 

Lol how hcr cycs, lol how hcr hands, 

How cvcry action, which shc hath, 

Arc cvcr, through thc fallcn lands 
Whcncc is thc victory of hcr path, 
Swords, whosc dominion know$ no bounds; 
But makcs us blccd, 

And nccd 

Hcr lips to mcnđ thc wounds. 


Yc blcsscd arrows of that Dcar, 

Макс spccd, with all your swcct alarms; 
Макс spccd, that Lovc may quickly bcar 
Му picrccd body to hcr arms: 

Hastc ус, whosc battlc knows no bounds; 
But makcs us blccd, 

And nccd 

Нсг lips to mcnd thc wounds. 
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Uly Dale 

BY JOHN DAVIDSON. FROM IN A MUSIC HALL, 189I 

She’s thirty, this fcmininc covc, 

And shc looks it at hand, you’ll allow. 

I was oncc on thc strccts. Ву Jovc, 

I was handsomcr thcn than now. 

Thin lips, oh, you bct! and dccp lincs. 

So I powdcr and paint as you sce; 

And that’s bclla donna that—shincs 
Whcrc a dingicr light ought to bc. 

But Гт plump, and my lcgs—do you doubt mc,— 
Уои’11 sec whcn I go on thc stagc! 

And thcrc isn’t a pad, sir, about mc; 

Гт a propcr good girl for my agc! 

I can’t sing a bit, I can’t shout; 

But I go through my songs with a birr; 

And I aiways contrivc to bring out 
Thc mcaning that ticklcs you, sir. 

Thcy wcrc writtcn for me; thcy’rc thc ragc; 

Thcy’rc the plainest, thc wildcst, thc shycst—; 
For I find on thc music-hall stagc, 

That that kind of song gocs thc highcst. 

So I givc it thcm hot, with a glancc 
Like the сгаск of a whip—oh, it stings! 

And a still, ficry smilc, and a dancc 
That indicatcs naughticst things. 

And I likc it. It isn’t the bcst: 

Thcrc are nurscs and nuns, and good wivcs; 
But lifc’s prctty much of a jest, 

And you can’t vcry well lcad two livcs. 

But somctimcs wild cycs will grow tamc, 

And a voicc havc a tonc—oh, you mcn! 

And a bcard plcasc mc—oh, therc’s my name! 
Wcll, I take a wcck’s holiday thcn. 

A 

Julia's Clothes 

BY RICHARD LE GALLIENNE. ENGLISH POBMS, 1892 

Ан, whcn at night my lady swcet 
Ix)oscns thc honeyed lincn from hcr thigh, 

Girdle and smock and all the warm things lic 
Fall’n in a snowdrift round hcr fcct; 

Сбоб] 



Or like the foam that kissed the toes 
Of Venus, nailcd with pcarl, 

Whcn from the sca shc rose, 

Thc wondrous goldcn girl. 

Thcn, bcnding low, I take the swcct cloud up, 

Staincd through with swccts from arm and brcast and thigh, 
And, likc a grecdy gloating buttcrfly, 

Upon thc hoardcd fragrance sup and sup. 

Yea, as I fcast upon my lady*s ciothes, 

I dream I am a bce, and they a rose. 

> 

The Housemaid 

ВУ RICHARD LE GALLIENNE. ENGLISH POEMS, 1892 

PooR pulscs rcady still to beat 
At апу sound of Love’s light fcct, 

Poor hungry heart too young to lcarn 
Youth is no morc, poor cyes that burn 
Still on the women in thc strect. 

O print-clad damsel, fresh and fair, 

Bending above the threshold thcre 
On supple knces and swaying linc, 

And honeyed curvc—dcar maid, be minc. 

For 0, I know about thy ncck 
Hide silver globes without a flcck, 

About thy soft and odorous waist 
I know what othcr joys arc placcd, 

And those strong limbs that make a lap 
As soft as down,—ah blesscd hap 
То lie therein; thcse round arms barc, 

How strongly would you draw mc thcrc. 

O how you make my blood a song, 

And how this foolish heart wlll long, 

And even brain will havc its drcam— 

Ah thcre, far up ihe street a glcam 
Turns like a wing, it is her hand, 

Shc kisscs it—we undcrstand. 

Л 

Adultery—Ad Absurdum 

ВУ RICHARD LE GALLIENNE. ENGLISH POEMS, 1892 

I SAW a little burnished fly 
Within my Mistress’ bodicc lic, 

Sipping lovcly stolen swccts 
From hcr amplc rosy tcats. 

‘Small adultercr,’ said I, 

‘Dost thou know whcrc thou dost lic? 

‘ Tis my lady’s bosom finc, 

‘And thou dost sip what is not thinc.’ 
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Thc Barber 

BY JOHN GRAY. FROM SILVERPOINTS, 1893 

I DREAMED I was л ђагђсг; and thcre wcnt 
Beneath my hand, oh! namcs cxtravagant. 

Bcncath my trcmbling fingcrs, many a mask 
Of many a plcasant girl. It was my task 
То gild thcir hair, carcfully, strand by strand; 

То paint thcir cyebrows with a timid hand; 

То draw a bodkin, from a vase of kohl, 

Through the closcd lashes; pcncils from a bowl 
Of Scpia to paint thcm underncath; 

То bIow upon thcir cycs with a soft breath. 

Then lay thcm back and watchcd thc leaping bands. 

Thc drcam grew vague. I mouldcd with my hands 
The mobile breasts, the valley; and the waist 
I touched; and pigments rcvercndy placcd 
Upon thcir thighs in sapicnt spots and stains, 

Bcryls and crysolitcs and diaphancs, 

And gcms whosc hot harsh namcs are nevcr said, 

I was a masscur; and my fingers bled 
With wondcr as I touched their awful limbs. 

Suddenly, in thc marblc trough, thcrc sccms 
O, last of my palc mistrcsscs, Swcctness! 

A twy-lippcd scarlet pansy. Му caress 
Tingc thy stccl-gray cyes to violet. 

Adown thy body skips the pit-a-pat 
Of trcatmcnt oncc hcard in a hospital 
For plagues that fascinate, but half appal. 

So, at thc sound, thc blood of onc stood cold. 

Му chastc hair ripcned into sudden gold. 

Thc throat, thc shoulders, swcllcd and wcrc uncouth 
Thc brcasts rosc up and offcrcd cach a mouth. 

And on the belly pallid bushcs crcpt, 

That maddened mc, until I laughed and wcpt. 

From the Soitgs of Bilitis 

BY PIERRE LOUYS, 1894. TRANSLATED FROM THE PRENCH 
BY HORACE М. BROWN, I9O4 

DANCES ВУ MOONUGHT 

Upon thc soft grass, in thc night, thc young girls with hair of violcts 
have all danccd togcther, one of cach pair playing thc part of 
lovcr. 

Thc virgins said: ‘‘Wc arc not for you.” And a$ if thcy wcrc ashamed, 
thcy hid thcir virginity. A satyr played upon thc flutc under 
the trees. 
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Thc others said: “Wc havc comc to scck you “ Thcy arranged thcir 
tunics about thcm like thc drcss of mcn; and thcy struggled in 
ecstasy while entwining their dancing icgs. 

Thcn each one, fecling hcrself vanquishcd, took her lover by the ears 
evcn as one takcs a beaker by the two handles, and, thc head 
bcnt forward, drank a kiss. 


> 

CONFIDENCES 

ТнЕ ncxt day I wcnt again to scc hcr. Wc blushcd as soon as cach 
saw the othcr. Shc lcd mc into hcr chambcr that we might bc 
alone. 

I had much to say to her, but in secing hcr, I forgot all. I did not 
darc throw mysclf upon hcr ncck, and I gazed curiously upon 
hcr high'ticd sash. 

I was astonishcđ that there was no change in her facc; she scemcd 
still my fricnd, and yet, ncvcrtheless, sincc yesterday shc had 
learncd so many things that astonishcd mc. 

Impulsivcly I sat mysclf upon her knecs, and took her in my arms. 
Quickly, anxious, I whispcred in hcr car. Thcn shc laid hcr 
cheek against mine and told me all. 

> 

THE TRESSES 

He said to mc, “Last night I dreamcd. 

Thy locks wcrc swept about my ncck. 

1 had thy hair, likc a black nccklace, 

All about my nape, and spread upon my breast. 

“I kisscd it, and it was minc; 

And by it wc were bound togcther for all time; 

With lip upon lip, and intcrtwining locks, 

Wc wcrc onc, likc two laurels with onc root. 

“And little by littlc it sccmcd to mc, 

So werc our limbs confused, 

I bccamc thysclf, and that thou 
Entcrcd into mc likc my thought.*’ 

Whcn hc had finishcd spcaking, 

Sofdy he laid his hand upon my shoulders, 

Into my eycs hc gazed so tenderly, 

That I lowcrcd my glancc, shivcring. 
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ЂШОШ 

Ат firrt I would not rcply, and my shame showed upon my cheeks, 
and the bcating of my hcart brought pain to my brcasts. 

Thcn I resistcd, I told him “No! Nol”—I turncd my hcad away, and 
hii kiss did not opcn my lips,-—nor lovc, my tight-closcd knccs. 

Thcn hc begged mc to forgivc him, kisscd my hair, I fclt his burning 
breath, and hc wcnt away_Now I am alonc. 

I gazc upon thc cmpty placc, thc dcscrtcd wood, the tramplcd earth. 
And I bitc my fingcrs until thcy blecd, and I stiflc my sobs in 
the grass. 


A 

BIUTIS 

One woman may robc hcrsclf in a tunic of white wool. Anothcr drcss 
in a garmcnt of silk and gold. Another covcrs hcrsclf with flowcrs, 
with Icavcs and grapcs. 

As for mc, I takc no јоу of lifc exccpt when naked. Му lovcr takcs 
mc just as I am; without robcs, or jcwcls, or sandals. Behold mc, 
Bilitis, nakcd, alonc. 

Му hair is black with its own blackness, my lips are rcd with their 
own color. Му locks float about mc free and round, like feathers. 

Такс mc as my mother made me in a night of love long past; and 
if I plcasc you thus, forgct not to tell me. 

/ 

THE LITTLE HOUSE 

ТнЕ litdc house in which is his bed is thc prettiest in all the worId. 
It is made with thc branches of trees, four walls of dried earth, 
and a roof of thatch. 

I lovc it, for, sincc the nights havc grown cold, we havc slept therc 
togcthcr: and thc cooler the nights are the longer are they also. 
Whcn I risc with thc coming of thc day, cvcn I find mysclf 
wcary. 

Тћс mattress is upon thc ground; two covcrlcts of black wooI covcr 
our bodics, which warm cach other. His body prcsses against my 
brcasts. Му hcart throbs. 

Не presses me so closely tbat be will crush mc, роог little girl that I 
am. But whcn hc is within rhc, I know nothing morc in thc 
world, and thcy might cut ofi my limbs without rccalling me 
from ту ecsta$y. 
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DESIRE 


Shb entered, and passionately, the eyes half closed, she hxed her Hps 
to mine, and our tongues touched each other.... Never in my 
life have I had a kiss like that one. 

She stood erect bcfore (against) me, full of love and consentment. 
Onc of my knees, little by little, mountcd bctwecn hcr hot thighs, 
which gave way as though to a lover. 

Му wandering hand upon her tunic sought to divinc the naked body, 
which sofdy bcnt like wave$, ог arching, stiffcned itsclf with 
shiverings of the skin. 

With hcr eyes in delirium she signs toward thc bcd: but wc havc not 
the right to indulgc our lovc bcforc thc ссгетопу of the wcdding, 
and brusquely we separate. 


> 

ENDEARMENTS 

Closb sofdy thinc arms about mc likc a girdlc. Oh, touch, touch my 
skin thusl Ncithcr watcr, nor the brcath of thc south wind arc 
softer than thy hand. 

ТочЈау cndear mc, litdc sistcr, it is thy turn. Rcmcmbcr thou thc 
endearmcflts that I taught thee last night, and kneel thou near 
to me who am fatigued; kneel thou in silence. 

Thy lips dcscend upon my lips. AIl thinc undonc hair follows thcm, 
as a carcss follows a kiss. Thy locks glidc upon my lcft brcast; 
they hidc thinc cycs. 

Givc mc thy hand, it is hot! Prcss minc and lcavc it not. Hands bcitcr 
than lips unitc, and thcir passion is cquallcd by nothing. 

> 

THE KISS 

I W0ULD kiss thc wholc lcngth o£ thc rich black locks that gracc thy 
ncck likc wings; oh! swcct bird, oh! capturcd dovc, who8c 
passion-fillcd hcart bcats undcr my hand. 

I would takc thy lips bctwccn minc own, as a babc takcs tbe brcast 
o£ its mothcr, Trcmblcl—TbriUI Swcct опс,— my kisscs rcacb 
far, and should sads£y thy lovc. 

Ligbdy will I toucb tby brcasts and arms wltb my tonguc and Vips, 
and bcbind tbinc cars, and upon tby ncck 1 wi\\ \cavc tbc matks 
of my kisscs; and wbi\c 1 kiss tbcc my bands sbaU 8tray in mad 
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dclight ovcr thc ivory nakcdncss of thy scnsitivc body, trcmbling 
undcr thc touch o£ my nails. 


Listcn, Mnasidika! Hcar thc murmuring of my lovc in thinc cars, 
like thc wild humming of the sca. Mnasidika, thy look drivcs me 
mad; I will closc thy burning cycs with a kiss, a$ i£ thcy wcrc 
thy lips. 


Л 

THE DESPAIRING EMBRACE 

Love mc, not with smilcs, or with flules, or with thc plaitcd flowcrs, 
but with thy hcart and with thy tcars, cvcn as I lovc thcc with 
my sorrowing brcast, and my moans. 


Whcn thy brcasts altcrnate with my breasts, when I fccl thy lifc touch 
my lifc, whcn thy knecs stand up bchind me, thcn my panting 
mouth knows not morc how to join itself to thinc. 


Prcss mc to thcc as I prcss thec to me! Sce, ihc lamp has dicd down; 
thc darkncss is upon us; but I prcss thy moving body, and I hcar 
thy pcrpctual plaint. 


Moan! Moan! oh, woman! Eros lcads us in sorrow. Thou shalt suffcr 
lcss whcn thou licst upon a bed to bring a child into thc world, 
than whcn ihou givest birth to thy lovc. 

Л 


ABSENCE 

She has gone out, she is far from me, but I scc her, for all things in 
thc room, all pcrtain to hcr, and I, like all thc rcst. 


This bcd still warm, ovcr which I lct my lips wander, is disordcred 
with thc imprint of hcr form. Upon this soft cushion has lain hcr 
littlc hcad cnvcloped in its weallh of hair. 


This basin is that in which shc hath bathed; this comb has pcnctratcd 
thc knots of hcr tanglcd locks. Thcsc slippcrs bcg for hcr nakcd 
fcct. Thcsc pockcts of gauzc containcd hcr breasts. 


But what I darc not touch, is thc mirror in which she gazed upon her 
hot bruiscs, and whcre pcrhaps rcmains still thc rcflcction of 
her moist lips. 



AN EVENING BY THE FIRE 

Тнв wintcr is cold, Mnasidika. АП is cold ouisidc our bcd. Risc, 
then, comc wilh mc, for I havc lit a grcat firc with dcad twigs 
and with split branchcs. 


Wc will warm oursclvcs knccling, all nakcd, our hair hanging upon 
our backs, and wc will drink milk togcthcr from thc samc cup, 
and wc will cat cakcs with honcy. 


How gay and noisy is thc flamc! Art thou not too ncar? Thy skin 
bccomcs rcd. Lct mc kiss it whcrcvcr thc firc has madc it burning. 


In thc midst of thc fircbrands I will hcat thc iron and will drcss thinc 
hair hcrc. With thc charrcd splintcrs I will writc thy namc upon 
thc waU. 


> 

WAITING 

Тнв sun has passcd thc wholc of thc night among thc dcad whilc I 
wait for hcr, scatcd upon my bcd, wcak with watching. The wick 
o£ thc cxhaustcd lamp has burncd cvcn to thc cnd. 


Shc will ncvcr comc again—thc last siar fadcs. I know shc will ncvcr 
rcturn. I know cvcn the namc that I hatc. Ncvcrthclcss I wait 
still. 

Oh, that shc would comc now! Ycs, that shc would comc, hcr hair 
disordcred and without roscs, hcr robcs rumplcd, soilcd, and 
awry, hcr tonguc dry, and hcr cyclids black! 


As soon as shc shall opcn thc door, I will say to hcr... But, hcrc shc 
is ... It is hcr robc that I shall touch. Hcr hands. Hcr hair. Hcr 
skin! I kiss hcr with unqucstioning lips, and I wccp. 

> 

GVRINNO 

Belibve not that I havc cvcr lovcd thcc. I havc calcn thcc as I would 
a ripc fig, I havc drank ihcc as I would drink hot watcr, I havc 
carricd ^cc about mc likc a bclt of skin. 


I havc amuscd mysclf with thy body bccausc thou hast short hair and 
pointcd brcasts upon thy thin chcst, and black nipplcs likc two 
littlc datcs. 





Juit at one must have water and £ruit, a woman is also necestary, but 
already 1 have forgotten thy name, thou, who hast passed ketween 
my arms like the thadow of another adored one. 


Between thy flesh and mine a burning dream has possessed me. I 
pressed thee upon me as though upon a wound, and I cried, 
Mnasidikal Mnasidikal Mnasidikal 

> 

^ l SING OF MY FLESH AND Ш UFE 
SuaBLV I will not sing of famous lovcrs of the past. If they are not 
more, why speak of them? Am I not like unto thcm? Have I 
not enough to do to think of my8elf? 


Pasiphae, I wili forget thee, although thy passion was cxtreme. Syrinx, 
I will not praisc thce, nor thec, Byblis, nor—by the goddess chosen 
before all—thcc, O Helenc of the whitc arms. 


If апу among уе have suflercd, I feel it not. If апу of уе have loved, 
I have loved more. I sing of my flesh and of my life, and not of 
the stcrile shadowi of buried lovcs. 


Lic at case, O my body, foIlowing thy voluptuous missionl Tasic thy 
daily pleasure and thy passion, without го-тогго^. Leavc not a 
single јоу unknown, lest it be regretted at the day of thy dcath. 

> 

ТИЕ FEEFUMES 

I wiLL pcrfume all my skin that I may attract lovers. Upon my 
beautiful legs, in a basin of silver, I will pour the spikenard oif 
Tarsos, and the mctopion of Egypt. 


Undcr my arms, crushcd mint; upon my cycbrows and upon my cycs, 
marjolainc of Koos. Slavc, takc down my hair and Ш1 it with the 
smoke of incense. 


Behold the oinathe (briony) of the mountains of Kypros; I will let it 
run between my breasts; thc liquor of roses which comes from 
Phaselis, shall embalm my neck and my cheeks. 


And come, pour out upon my loins the irresistible bakkaris (tmula). 
It is b^r for a courtcsan that she should know the perfumes 
of Lydia, than the customs of the Peloponnesus. 
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CONVERSATION 


Good morning.— То you good morning.—Thou art in a hurry.--Pcr- 
haps lcss than you think.—Thou art a prctty girl.—Pcrhaps 
prctdcr than you bclicvc. 


“What is thy charming namc?—I will not tdl you that so quickly.— 
Thou hast no onc for this cvcning?~-Always my lovcr.—And 
how do you lovc him?— Апу way hc wi$hes. 


“Shall wc sup togcther?—If thou wishest. But what will you give 
mc?—This.—Fivc drachmas? That must bc for my slavc. And 
for mc?—Namc ihc sum.—An hundrcd. 


“Whcrc dost thou livc?—In ihis bluc housc.—At what hour may I 
scnd for thcc?—At oncc, if you wish.—^At oncc, thcn.—Go bcfore, 
I will follow.“ 


THE INDIFFERENT ONE 

SiNCE hc has cntcrcd my chambcr whocvcr may hc bc (that is his 
a^air): “Scc,” I say to thc slavc, “what a bcautiful manl And 
how happy should bc a courtcsan!” 

I call him Adonis, Arcs, Hcraklcs, according to his facc, or thc Old 
Man of the Sca, if his hair is silvcr psdc. And thcn who carcs 
for Bckle youth! 

“Ah!” I say, “if тч1ау I had not to рау my florist and my jcwclcr, 
how I would likc to tcll thcc, I do not wish thy топсу! I am thy 
passionatc scrvant!” 


Thcn, whcn hc has closcd his arms ovcr my shouldcrs, I sec a boatman 
of the port pass likc a divinc imagc ovcr thc 8tarry heaven of 
my transparent lids. 

ТО HER BREA5TS 

Flesh-ukb flowcrs, O my brcasts: how rich you arc in voluptuou^ 
ncss! Му brcasts in my hands, what lack you of softncss, and of 
mellow warmth and of youthful pcrfumc? 

Alrcady you arc polishcd likc thc brcasts of a sutuc, and hard likc 
thc inscnsiblc marblc. In ordcr that you may submit, I will chcrish 
vou thc morc, you that wcre alrcady lovcd. 
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Your sleck and roundcd form is thc honor of ту brown body, wbether 
I imprison уои undcr a necklace of gold, or Jcavc уои free and 
naked, уои precede me with уоиг splendor, 

Ве thcn ћарру this night. If my fingcrs toy with you in carcsses, you 
alonc will know thcm until to-morro^ morning; for this night 
Bilitis has paid Bilitis. 


> 

INTIMACIES 

Why am I bccomc Lcsbian, O Bilitis, thou askcst mc? But what 
playcr of the fiutc is not a Lcsbian in somc dcgrcc? I am роог; 
I have no bed; I lic with her who wishcs me, and I thank hcr 
with that which I havc. 

Whcn wc arc small wc alrcady dancc nakcd; and what danccs? Thou 
knowcst, my dcar onc: thc twclvc dcsircs of Aphroditc. Wc look 
cach upon thc othcr, wc comparc thc bcauty of our nakcdncss, 
and wc find it bcautiful. 

During thc long night wc аге warmcd by thc plcasurc of thc lookcrs- 
on; but our ardor is not fcigncd, and so strongly do wc fccl it, 
that somctimcs, bchind thc doors, onc of us may cmbracc a 
companion who consents. 

How do wc makc lovc with a man who is rudc to us? Не takcs us 
as hc would a woman, and lcaves us bcforc the orgasm. Thou, 
that art a woman and knowcst what I mcan, Thou canst takc 
it as for thysclf. 


ADVICE ТО A LOVER 

If thou wouldst bc lovcd by a woman, O young fricnd, whocvcr she 
may be, tcll hcr not that thou wouldst havc hcr, but lct hcr scc 
thcc cvcry day; thcn disappcar, to rcturn. 

If shc addrcsscs hcr spccch to thcc, bc amorous without cagcrncss. 
Shc will comc of hcrsclf to thcc. But thou must takc hcr by forcc, 
thc day whcn shc intcnds to givc hcrsclf to thcc. 

Whcn thou rcccivcst hcr in thy bcd, ncglcct thinc own plcasurc. Thc 
hands of an amorous woman arc trcmbling and without caresses. 
Forgivc thcm thcir lack of zcal. 

But as for thcc, takc no rcposc. Prolong thy kisscs till thou loscst 
brcath. Lct hcr not slccp, cvcn though shc bcgs it of thcc, Kiss 
always that part of hcr body to which shc turns her eyes. 
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ТНЕ LAST LOVER 

CoME, boy, pass mc not by without having first lovcd mc. I am still 
beautiful at night. Thou shalt scc that my autumn is warmcr 
than thc spring-timc of anothcr. 


Scck not for lovc among virgins. Lovc is a difficult art in which young 
girls arc littlc Icarncd. I havc studicd it all my lifc in ordcr to 
givc it to my last lovcr. 

Му last lovcr, that shalt bc thou, I know it. Bchold my mouth, for 
which an cntirc pcoplc has palcd with dcsirc. Bchold my hair, 
thc samc hair that Psappha ihc Grcat has sung. 


I will gathcr in thy favor all that is Icft of my lost youth. I will dcstroy 
the mcmorics themsclvcs. I will givc to thcc thc flutc of Lykas, 
the girdlc of Mnasidika. 


> 

THE WARM GIRDLE 

“Тнои thinkest thou lovest mc no morc, Tclcas, and sincc a month 
thou passcst thy nights at tablc, as if thc fruits, thc wincs, thc 
honey, could makc thcc forgct my lips. Thou thinkcst that thou 
lovcst me no morc, poor fool!” 


Saying that, I unticd my moist girdlc and rollcd it about his hcad. 
It was still all warm with thc heat of my body; thc pcrfumc of 
my skin poured out of its fine meshes. 


Нс brcathed with long brcaihs, his cycs closcd; thcn I fclt that hc 
returned to me, and cven saw clcarly his dcsircs rcawakcn, and 
hc hid thcm not, but, as a rusc, I kncw how to rcsist. 


“No, my friend, this night, Lysippos posscsscs mc. Adicu!” And I 
added as I fled: “Oh, gourmand of fruits and wincs! Thc litdc 
gardcn of Bilitis has but onc fig, but it is good.’ 

Eros 

BY PIERRE LOuVs. FROM APHRODITE. TRANSLATED BY 
MITCHELL S. BUCK, 1913 

“Deep in thc lurking shadows of thc woods, 

Down vistas gold-flcckcd from thc sunlight glarc 
The Satyrs fast pursuc thc Orcads. 

Clutching thcir virgin breasts and flying hair, 

Bending their gleaming bodies, tcnsc with fcar, 
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Sw^ backward on thc damp moss. Half divine, 
Writhing with pain.... 

O Womcn! 

On your soft lips, Eros crics 
Dcsircs and agonics.” 

“Erosl Erosl” 

“Cybclc long pursucs across thc plains 
TTic godlikc Attis whom hcr lovc dcsircs, 

Thc flccting Attis who hcr lovc disdains 
For Eros, likc a crucl god, conspircs 
То chill rcturn whcrc burning lovc aspircs, 
And, in despair, through Attis halting breath, 
Cybclc wcavcs of dcath. .. 

Slaying with torturcd crics, 

Dcsircs and agonics....” 

“Erosl Erosl” 

“Bcforc thc Goat-foot, ovcr flowcry mcads— 
Toward thc watcr tomb, frail Syrinx spccds, 
Shuddcring at Eros’ kiss upon hcr chcck— 

Eros who, latcr, culls thc trcmbling rccds, 

Carcsscs thcm and, living, makcs thcm spcak 
For hc who conqucrs Gods, who dcath disdains— 
Palc Eros—^rcigns.... 

O womcnI 

From a dcad soul, Eros crics 
Dcsircs and agonics.” 

/ 

Stella Maris 

BY ARTHUR SVMONS. FROM LONDON NIGHTS, 1895 

Why is it I rcmembcr yct • 

You, of all womcn onc has mct, 

In random wayfarc, as onc mccts 
Thc chancc romanccs of thc strccts, 

Thc Julict of a night? I know 
Your hcart holds many a Romeo. 

And I, who call to mind your face 
In so sercnc a pausing-placc, 

Whcrc thc bright purc cxpansc of sca, 
Sccms a rcproach to you and mc, 

I too have sought on many a breast 
Thc ccstasy of an unrcst, 

I too havc had my drcams, and met 
(Ah mcl) how many a Julict. 

Why is it, thcn, that I rccall 
You, ncithcr first nor last of all? 

For, surcly as 1 sce to-night 
The phantom of the lighthouse light, 
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Against the tky, aaoss the hay, 

Fade, and return, and fade away, 

So surely do I see your eyes 
Out of the empty night arise; 

Child, you arise and smile to me 
Out of the night, out of the sea, 

The Ncreid of a momcnt thcrc, 

And is it seaweed in your hair? 

O lost and wrccked, how long ago, 

Out of thc drowning past, I know 
You comc to call mc, comc to claim 
Му share of your delicious shame. 
Child, I remcmbcr, and can tcll 
Onc night wc lovcd cach othcr wcll, 
And one night’s lovc, at least or most, 
Is not so small a thing to boast. 

You wcre adorablc, and I 
Adorc you to infinity, 

That nuptial night too bricfly bornc 
То the oblivion of morn. 

Ah! no oblivion, for I fccl 
Your lips dcliriously stcal 
Along my ncck, and fasten there; 

I fecl thc pcrfumc of your hair, 

I feel your brcast that heaves and dips 
Desiring my desirous lips, 

And that inefiable delight 
When souls turn bodies, and unite 
In thc intolcrablc, thc wholc 
Rapturc of thc embodicd soul. 

That јоу was ours, wc passcd it by; 

You havc forgottcn mc, and I 
Rcmcmber you thus strangcly, won 
An instant from oblivion. 

And I, remcmbcring, wouId declare 
That јоу, not shamc, is ours to sharc, 

Јоу that we had the frank dclight 
То choosc thc chanccs of onc night, 

Out of vague nights, and days at strife, 
So infinitely full of life. 

What shall it profit mc to know 
Your hcart holds many a Romco? 

Why should 1 grieve, though I forget 
How many another Juliet? 

Let us be glad to have forgot 
That roses fade, and loves are not, 

As dreams, immortal, though they scem 
Almost as real as a dream. 

It is for this I see you rise, 

A wraith, with siarlight in your cycf, 
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Whcrc calm hours wcavc, for such a mood 
Solitudc out of solitudc; 

For this, for this, you come to mc 
Out of thc night, out of thc sea. 

> 

Idealism 

ВУ ARTHUR SVMONS, 1895 

I KNow thc woman has no soul, I know 
Thc woman has no possibilitics 
Of soul or mind ог hcart, but merely is 
Thc mastcrpiccc of flcsh: well, be it so. 

It is hcr flcsh that I adore; I go 
Thirsting afrcsh to drain hcr cmpty kiss; 

I know shc cannot lovc; ’tis not for this 
I rush to hcr cmbraces likc a foc. 

TyrannousIy I cravc, I crave alone, 

Hcr body, now a silcnt instrumcnt, 

That at my touch shall wakc and makc for me 
Thc strains that I havc drcamcd of, and not known; 
Hcr pcrfcct body, Earth’s most cloqucnt 
Music, thc divinc human harmony. 

> 

Leves Amores 

ВУ ARTHUR SVMONS, 1895 

Your kisscs, and thc way you curl, 

Dclicious and distracting girl, 

Into onc’s arms, and round about, 

Incxtricably in and out, 

Twining luxuriously, as twinc 
Thc clasping tanglcs of the vine; 

So loving to bc lovcd, so gay 
And grccdy for our holiday; 

Strong to cmbrace and long to kiss, 

And strcnuous for thc sharpcr bliss, 

A littlc tossing sca of sighs, 

Till thc slow calm scal up your cycs. 

And thcn how prcttily you slecp! 

You ncstle closc and lct mc kccp 
Му straying fingcrs in the ncst 
Of your warm comfortablc brcast; 

And as I drcam, lying awakc, 

Of slccp wcU wastcd for your sakc, 

I fccl thc vcry pulsc and hcat 
Of уоиг young lifc'blood bcat, and bcat 
With minc; and you агс minc; my swcct! 
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Т 0 Опе in Alienation 

BY ARTHUR SVMONS, 1895 
I 

Last night I saw you dcckcđ to mcct 
Thc coming of thosc most rcluctant fcct: 

Thc littlc bonnct that you wcar 

Whcn you would fain, for his sakc, bc morc fair; 

Thc primrosc ribbons that so gracc 

Thc pcrfcct pallor of your facc; 

Thc dark gown foldcd back about thc throat, 
Thc folds of laccwork that dcnotc 
All that bcncath thcm, just bcncath thcm, lics, 
Waiting his cycs. 

So thc man camc and took you; and wc lay 
So ncar and yct so far away, 

You in his arms, awakc for Јоу, and I 
Awakc for vcry miscry, 

Cursing a slecplcss brain that would but scrawl 
Your imagc on thc aching wall, 

That would but pang mc with thc scnsc 
Of that most swcct accurscd violcncc 
Of lovcrs’ hands that wcary to carcss 
(Thosc hands!) your unforbidden loveliness. 

And with thc dawn that vision camc again 
То think your body, warm and whitc, 

Lay in his arms all night; 

That it was givcn him to surprisc, 

With thosc unhaIIowcd cycs, 

Thc sccrcts of your bcauty, hid from mc, 

That I may ncvcr (may I ncvcr?) scc: 

I who adorc you, hc who finds in you 
(Poor childl) a halbforgottcn poinl of vicw. 

11 

As I lay on thc strangcr’s bcd, 

And claspcd thc strangcr'Woman I had hircd, 
Dcsiring only тстогу dcad 
Of all that I had once desired; 

It wa$ thcn that I wholly kncw 

How wholly I had lovcd you, and, my fricnd, 

Whilc I am I, and you arc you, 

How I must lovc you to thc cnd. 

For I lay in hcr arms awakc, 

Awakc and cursing the indi^crent night, 

That cbbcd so slowly, for your sakc, 

Му heart’s desire, my soul’s delight; 
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For I lay in her armi awake, 

Awake in such a solitude o£ shame, 
That when I kissed her, for your sake, 
Му lips were sobbing on your name. 

Vmations Upon Love 

BY AKTHU& SYMONS, 1895 


For God’s sake, let me love you, and give over 
These tedious protestations of a lovcr; 

Wc’rc of onc mind to lovc, and thcre’s no lct; 
Remember that, and all the rcst forgct; 

And lct’s be ћарру, mistrcss, whilc we may, 

Ere your to-morrow shall be called Гоч!ау, 
To-morrow may bc hccdlcss, idlc-hcartcd: 

Onc night’s enough for lovc to havc mct and parted. 
Then be it now, and Г!1 not say that I 
In many scveral deaths for you would dic; 

And Г11 not ask you to declare that you 
Will longcr lovc ihan womcn mosdy do. 

Lcavc words to thcm whom words, not doings, move, 
And let our silence answer for our love. 


II 

O womanl I am jealous of the eyes 
That look upon you; all my looks are spies 
That do but lurk and follow you about, 
Resdcss to find some guilty secret out. 

I am unhappy if I see you not, 

Unhappy if I scc you; tcll mc what 
That smilc bctokcns? what closc thing is hid 
Bcncath thc half-way lifting of a lid? 

Who is it, tell mc, I so dread to mcct, 

Just as wc turn the corner of the strcet? 
Daily I scarch your baffling cycs to sec 
Who knows what new admitted сотрапу? 
And, sick with dread to find things I seek, 

I tremble at the namc you do not speak. 


III 

I know уоиг lips are bought like апу fruit; 

I know уоиг lovc, and of уоиг lovc thc root; 
I know your kisses toll for love that dies 
In kissing, to be buried in your eyes; 



I know 1 1 ш degraded for your sake» 

And that my shame will not so much as make 
Your glory, or be reckoned in the debt 
Of memories you are mindful to forget. 

All this I know, and knowing it» I come 
Delighted to my daily martyrdom; 

And, rich in love beyond the common storC) 

Become for you a beggar, to implore 
The broken crumbs that from your table fall, 

Freely, in your indifference, on all. 

IV 

I loved her; and you say she loved me not. 

Well, if I loved hcr? And if she forgot, 

Well, I have not forgotten even yet: 

Time, and spent tears, may teach me to forget: 

And so ihe loves another, and dtd then 

When she was heaven and earth to me, and when, 

Tnily, shc made me ћарру. It may be: 

I only know how good she was to me. 

Friend, to havc loved, to have bcen made ћарру thus, 
What better fatc has lifc in storc for us, 

The drcam of life from which wc havc to wake, 
Happier, why not? why not for a dream’s sake? 

То have bccn lovcd is wcll, and wcll cnough 
For апу man: but ’tis enough to love. 

> 

Bianca 

вт латниа stmons, 1895 

1 

Нжж cheeks arc hot, hcr cheeks arc white; 

Thc whitc girl hardly breathes to-night, 

So faint thc pulscs comc and go, 

That wakcn to a smouldering glow 
Thc morbid faintncss of her whitc. 

What drowsing hcats of scnsc, dcsire 
Longing and languorous, the Hrc 
Of what white ashes, subtly mesh 
The fascinations of her flesh 
Into a breathing web of fire? 

Only her eycs, only hcr mouth, 

Live, in the agony of drouth, 

Athirst for that which may not be: 

Thc descrt of virginity 

Aches in the hotness of her mouth. 
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I take her hands into my hands, 

Silcntly, and shc understands; 

I sct my lips upon hcr lips; 

Shuddering to hcr hnger-tips 

She strains my hands within hcr hands. 

I sct my lips on hcrs; thcy closc 
Into a faise and phantom rosc; 

Upon hcr thirsting lips 1 rain 
A flood of kisses, and in vain; 

Hcr lips incxorably closc. 

Through hcr closcd lips that cling to minc, 
Hcr hands that hold mc and cntwinc, 

Hcr body that abandoned lics, 

Rigid with stcrilc ccsUsics, 

A shivcr knits hcr flcsh to minc. 

Lifc sucks into a mist rcmotc 

Нсг fainting lips, hcr throbbing throat; 

Hcr lips that opcn to my lips, 

And, hot against my fingcr-tips, 

Thc pulscs lcaping in hcr throat. 

A 

Uber Amoris 

BY ARTHUR SVMONS, 1895 

What’s virtuc, Bianca? Havc wc not 
Agrccd ihc word should bc forgot, 

That ours bc cvcry dcar dcvicc 
And all thc subtlctics of vicc, 

Anđ, in divcrsc imaginings, 

Thc savour of forbidden things, 

So only ihat thc obvious bc 
Тоо obvious for you and mc, 

And thc onc vulgar final act 
Rcmain an unadmittcd fact? 

And, surcly, wc wcrc wisc to waivc 
A gift wc do not losc, but savc. 

What momcnt’s rccling blazc of scnsc 
Wcrc rationaily rccompcnsc 
For all thc ccstasics and ali 
Thc ardours dcmi-virginal ? 

Bianca, I lcll you, no dclights 
Of long, frcc, unforbiddcn nights, 

Havc richlicr fillcd and satisficd 
Thc cagcr momcnts as thcy dicd, 

That уоиг voluptuous prctcncc 
Of unacauainted innoccncc, 



Your clinging hands and closing lips 
And cycs slow sinking to cclipse 
And cool throat flushing to rny kiss; 

That sterilc and mystcrious bliss, 
Mystcrious, and yct to mc 
Dccpcr for that dubicty. 

Oncc, but that timc was long ago, 

I lovcd good womcn, and to know 
That lips my lips darcd ncvcr touch 
Could spcak, in onc warm smilc, so much. 
And it sccmcd infinitcly swcct 
То worship at a woman’s fect, 

And Iivc on hcavcnly thoughts of hcr, 

Till earth itsclf grcw hcavcnlicr. 

But that rapt mood, bcing fcd on air, 
Turncd at thc last to a dcspair, 

And, for a body and soul likc minc, 
f found the angcl’s food too finc. 

So thc mood changcd, and I bcgan 
То find that man is mcrely man, 

Though womcn might bc angcls; so, 

I lct thc aspirations go, 

And for a spacc I hcld it wisc 
То follow aftcr ccrtaintics. 

Му hcart forgot the ways of lovc, 

No longcr now my fancy wovc 
Into admittcd ornamcnt 
In spidcr’s wcb of scntimcnt. 

What my hands seizcd, that my hands hcld, 
I folIowcd as the blood compcllcd, 

And findmg that my brain found rcst 
On somc unanalytic brcast, 

I was contcntcd to discovcr 
How casy ’tis to bc a lovcr. 

No sophistrics to ravcl out, 

No dcvious martyrdoms of doubt, 

Only the good firm flcsh to hold, 

Thc lovc wcll worth its wcight in gold, 
Love, sinking from thc infinitc, 

Now just enough to last onc night. 

So thc simplicity of flcsh 
Hcld mc a momcnt in its mcsh, 

Till that too pallcd, and I bcgan 
То find that man is mostly man 
In that, his will bcing satcd, hc 
Wills cvcr ncw varicty. 

And thcn I found you, Bianca! Thcn 
I found in you, I found again 
That chancc or will ог fatc had brought 
The curiosity I sought. 
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Ambiguous child, whose lifc retires 
Into the pulse of those desires 
Of vvhose endured possession speaks 
The passionate pallor of your checks; 

Child, in whom neither goor nor ill 
Can sway your sick and swaying will, 

Only thc aching sensc of scx 
Wholly controls, and docs pcrplcx, 

With dubious drifts scarcc undcrstood, 

Thc shaken currcnts of your blood; 

It is your ambiguity 

That speaks to me and conqucrs me, 

Your capturing hcats of captivc bliss, 

Under my hands, under my kiss, 

And уоиг strangc rcticcnces, strangc 
Conccssions, уоиг clusivc change, 

The strangencss of your smilc, thc faint 
Corruption of your gaze, a saint 
Such as Luini loved to paint. 

What’s virtuc, Bianca? пау, indeed, 

What’s vicc? for I at last am frccd, 

With you, of virtue and of vicc: 

I have discovcrcd Paradise. 

And Paradise is ncithcr heaven, 

Whcrc thc spirits of mcn burn purc, 

Nor is it hcll, where souls cndure 
An equal ecstasy of Are, 

In likc rcplction of dcsirc; 

Nay, but a subtlcr intcnsc 
Unsatisficd appeal of sense, 

Evcr desiring, cvcr ncar 

The goal of all its hope and fear, 

Ever a hair’S'breadth from thc goal. 

So Bianca satisfics my soul. 

A 

Two Sonnets 

BY ARTHUR SVMONS. FROM AMORIS VICTIMA, 1897 

All that I know of lovc I lcarnt from you, 
And I know all that lovcr cvcr kncw, 

Since, passionatcly loving to be lovcd, 

Thc subtlcty of your wisc body movcd 
Му scnscs to a curiosity, 

And your wisc hcart adorncd itsclf for mc. 

Did you not tcach mc how to lovc you, how 
То win you, how to suffcr for you now, 

Since you havc madc, a$ long as life endures, 
Му vcry ncrvcs, my vcry seoses, уоигв? 



I suffcr for you now with that samc skill 
Of sclf-consuming ecstasy, whose thrill 
(Мау Dcath somc day thc thought of it rcmovc!) 
You gathcrcd from thc vcry hands of Lovc. 

• t • • • 

I cannot do without you: you havc bccn 
Тоо long my only slavc, my only quccn. 

I cannot do without you: you havc grown 
Part of my flcsh, and ncarcr than my own. 

I nccd youI Spcak, bc silcnt, frown or smilc, 

Only bc with mc for a littlc whilc, 

And lct your face and hands and hair be kissed, 
And let mc fcel your hngers on my wrist. 

I cannot do without you. Othcr mcn 
Love, bid good-byc, and turn to lovc again; 

I only know I want you, only you, 

Only bccausc I want you. If you kncw how much 
I hungcr; should I hungcr, for your touch? 

/ 

Borne on the Blue Aegean 

ANONVMOUS. ABOUT I9OO 

Blown, all alone, o’cr the watcry milcs; 

Lost, I was tossed on thosc grapc-laden islcs, 
Whcre, passing fair in hcr dimpling smilcs, 

Playcd a swcct maid in thc watcrs so bright; 
Chillcd, yct I thrilled at thc ravishing sight; 
Sped to hcr, fled to her, wild with delight. 

Soft, from aloft, swcct Cythcrca sings; 
Dove-drawn, the love goddess artfully flings 
Spclls, as shc tells of the rapture shc brings. 

Clcar, to my car, comcs hcr whispcring low— 
Lurc thc dcmurc, as shc rocki to and fro. 
Wicked her liquid and musical fiow. 

Mark the soft, dark eycs that languish for you; 
Slecps in thcir dceps a rich violct huc; 

Skics from her eyes catch their heavcnly blue. 
Down from her crown, tresses, fold upon fold, 
Curled and impearled with their jcwcls untold, 
Fall and enthrall with their glittcring gold. 

Соу, my dear boy, is a maid in repose; 

Wile, with a smile, and her low laughter fiows; 
Spcak and her cheek all incarnadinc grows. 



Scek in that cheek for the dimples that hide 
Quite from thc sight; thcn a momcnt dcscricd, 

Fly from your сус, half confcsscd, half dcnied. 

Spring to hcr, cling to hcr, pcarl of thc sca; 

Flushing and blushing, shc bcckons to thcc; 

Chasc hcr, cmbracc her, thc gift is from mc. 

Lavc in thc vvavc, with its foam-crestcd curl; 

Тоу, dearest boy, with an occan-born girl; 

Sip from hcr lip, dccked with coral and pcarl. 

Press hcr, carcss hcr; that billowy breast 
Swclls, and forctclls in a sigh half supprcsscd, 

Bliss in the kiss which you mutcly rcqucst. 

Gloat, a$ you float with hcr; banish alarms; 
Wound in thc round of hcr passionatc arms. 
Praisc, as you gazc on hcr ravishing charms. 

Rccl with hcr, fccl whcrc thc gossamcr lacc 
Robcs the whitc globes scarcely more than thc placc 
Whcrc thc soft hair curls in cxquisite grace. 

Play with hcr, sway with her, loosen hcr zonc; 
Darc to lay barc hcr full bosom; your own 
Warms for hcr, storms for hcr—shc is alonc. 

Whitc, on thc hcight of hcr vclvcty brcast, 

Billow-likc pillows, whcrc Cupid might rest, 

Heavc, to rcccivc your warm lips to thcm prcsscđ. 
Crowncd is cach mound by a rich scarlct stud; 
Lips to thcir tips, tastc cach roscatc bud, 

Dycd by thc tidc of hcr hcart’s richcst blood. 

Down with hcr, drown hcr swcct, murmuring crics; 
Stcal low and fccl, ncar hcr plump roundcd thighs, 
Moss finc as floss, half concealing thc prizc 
Lcft likc thc clcft in thc pcach’s ripc sidc, 

Pink as thc brink of a sca shcll is dyed— 

Out, scc it pout, as its lips opcn widc. 

Holds, in its folds, thc small clitoral bud; 

Thrills as it fills with hcr riotous blood; 

Pccps from thc dccps likc a bright ruby stud. 

Clip with thc tonguc tip the small scnsitive flowcr; 
Grip with thc lip as it slips from its bowcr; 

Turn, fccl it burn with hcr passion’s full powcr. 

Pronc, with a moan of cxpcctant đclight, 

Lics ihc swect prizc, too cnrapturcd for fright; 

Warm glows hcr form, thcrc uphcavcd in your sight. 
Swing forth the lingam, in passionate swccp; 
Thrust, in your lust, to the uttcrmost dccp; 

Dart to hcr hcart, in your masculine leap. 
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The Tapir 

ANONVMOUS. 1895 

O LiTTLE clcft of coral 
Grown about with daffodils; 

Fountain of porphyry 

Whcrc thc watcrs of Hclicon gust, 

I would drink at your watcrs, 

Entwining my tonguc 
About thc clitoral crubcsccncc 
Of your most sccret passion. 

Winding in and out 
Draining, drawing, 

Curving about thc sardonyx mouth 
Of the sacrcd urn; 

Drinking, O dclicious! 

O thirsty devouring of viscous moon-beams, 
Of mucilaginous starlight. 

I gather your two rosebuds 
And strip their petals 

While eating your thricc cxtracted honcycomb, 
NOW 

0 falling stars. . , . 

Bathed in your liquid loveliness 
Anointed with your adorable csscncc. 

> 

I Love Му Love in the Morning 

BY J. WILLIAM LLOYD. FROM WIND HARP SONCS, 1895 

SwEETHEART, Нс still upon my brcast, 

With love-rcd lips to minc imprcsscd, 

And satin limbs that twine wiih minc, 

Likc clinging tcndrils of a vinc. 


O, lovc, ihe morning ’gins to pcep, 

Thc rainbow-robed cataracts lcap, 

A spotted fawn stands in thc gladc, 

Thc dcw-drop diamonds gem each bladc. 


Swcct love, I fccl your gcntlc hcart 
Throb where the sphcrcđ bosoms part; 
Му necklace rarc, your warm whitc arms, 
Му covcrlet, dishcvelcd charms. 


The whoop-cranc’s clangor wakcs thc fens, 
Thrush voiccs pulsc in cchoing glcns, 

On wavc-net sands thc sca birds mcct, 

Shy violcts hide ’ncath clovcr swcct. 
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Ah лмп i$ тпп, and maid is maid, 

Sweet echoes, by each other swayed ;— 

Soft eyes wUl smiie, red lips will cling, 

Till Death bis last scythe stroke shall swjng, 

The wild>fowl wecige through Northern skies, 
lo Indian glades the tiger sighs, 

Thc siroc whirls the dcscrt sands— 

Love touches all, all climes, all lands. 

> 

Forbidden Fruit 

ANONVMOUS. AMERICAN, 1895 

ТнЕ world was finishcd. On thcir ccasclcss flight 
God spcd the jcwcls which adorn thc night; 

Darkness rolled back bcforc thc light of day. 

And night shrank blushing from the morning гау. 
Thc skics wcrc brilliant with a crimson huc, 

Which sofdy blcndcd with thc azurc bluc; 

Each morn ncw bcautics would thc carth unfold, 
Draping thc hcavcns with thc tints of gold; 

Whilc through thc gardcn camc thc pcrfumcd brcezc, 
Swcct with fragrancc of the budding trccs; 

And limpid babbling strcams flowcd gcntly by, 

Pure as the fount which crystals in the суе; 

Whilc flowcrs bloomcd with naturc’s faircst dycs, 
Beneath the purple of the sunny skies. 

In pristine vigor man remained alone 
Till woman came to sharc his leafy thronc, 

Fully as fair, but with a softer shade, 

Thc last and bcst of all the things God made 
Thcy both from nature in thcir freshness came, 

But ncithcr kncw thc blushing tints of shamc; 

Thc flowing trcsses only vcilcd from vicw 
Those tempting charms that wcre as rare as new. 

Thcy wandcrcd carclcss through thc lcafy grovc, 
Basking in sunshinc and thcir sinlcss love, 

Like children playing on a verdant lawn, 

As free from passion as a timid fawn. 

N0 clouds had yct obscurcd the brilliant sun; 

Thc storm and tcmpcst had not yet begun. 

It scemed that nature for itself did gricve 
When Adam knew the flrst cmbrace of Eve. 

Passion as yet had nevcr warmed their frames 
Nor stirred their blood with its insidious flames. 
Children in thought, but full of manly lifc, 

Their slecping demons knew no heat nor strife. 

Love was a passion hidden in each heart, 

Whose wild desires time would to each impait, 



Love has one object and ulterior goal, 

One blissful moment which deludes the soul, 

When melting nature gendy dies away 
And cools the rapture o£ the heated clay. 

Таке lust from love and lovc would bc no morc— 
Life has no plcasure but the hopes in storc. 

The blushing virgin to the altar led 
Looks fondIy forward to the marriage bed; 

Sighs for thc moment when a husband*s kiss 
Prcludes thc rapturc of a grcatcr bliss; 

Sinks in the pressure of his burning arms, 

And givcs unaskcd hcr most dcsirous charms. 

Thc gardcn sccncs bcncath fair Edcn’s bowcr 
Arc rc-cnacted cvcry day and hour, 

And cvery woman in hcr heart would gricvc 
Wcrc thcrc no Adam for cach loving Evc. 

This one grcat lcsson from St. Paul wc lcarn 
Bettcr to таггу than a virgin burn. 

During thc day and oft at cvcntidc, 

They both rcposed in slumber, side by side; 

Yct had not drcamcd thcrc was a fount within 
Lying in wait to tempt thcm both to sin— 

If it wcrc sin to give way to thc flood 
Of passion lurking dormant in the blood; 

For, all unconscious of those hidden fires, 

They nc’er had yct fclt lovc’s swcct, warm dcsircs 
Nor known thc joys thcy nc cr had tastcd, 

Nor all the hours they both had wasted. 

Had thcy but known lovc’s purc and fond dclight 
“Forbiddcn Fruit’’ wcrc tastcd thc first night. 

Whilc Evc was lying in fair Edcn’s bowcr, 

Hcrsclf thc faircst and thc swcctcst flowcr, 

Shc sank in slumbcr ncar a murmuring strcam 
And dreamed a sweet and most delightful drcam; 
For, whilc all shadowcd on thc grass shc lay, 

Hcr truant soul was roaming far away. 

Shc thought hcrsclf within thc grovcs abovc, 

Whcrc angcls whispcrcd of thc swccts of lovc— 
Thought a man was lying in hcr blissful arms, 

Who kisscd the chcrrics of hcr bosom’s charms; 
Sought her full lips and kisscd an ardcnt kiss, 

Which wokc the rapturc of an unborn bliss. 

Hcr form lay strctchcd upon thc flowing hcath, 
While quick and hot came forth the sighing breath, 
An arm was thrown abovc her goldcn hcad, 

Onc kncc was raiscd from off hcr rosy bcd, 

Onc hand was toying with the silkcn hair 
That hid the trcasurcs swccdy buricd thcrc; 

Hcr bosom, whitcr than thc ocean’s foam, 

Rose whitc as marblc in a passion dome, 

While on each brcast in ruby lustre shone 
The red round nipple that surmouots each zone; 
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And gcntly downward^ likc a floating wavc, 

Lay thc rich portals of hcr downy cavc, 

Whosc full rcd lips, half hiddcn in thcir moss, 

Shonc likc bright corals in thcir dcwy gloss, 

And hcr round limbs, likc ivory polishcd bright, 
Whosc rosy hucs wcrc struggling through thc whitc, 
Lay coilcd in bcauty as shc thus rcposcd, 

With all hcr maidcn charms at oncc cxposcd; 

Thc faircst thing of all God’s work bclow, 

As fair as marblc and as whitc as snow; 

Man’s brightcst jewcl and God’s purcst gift 
Lay softly slccping, but without a shift. 

From such a sight no mortal man could turn 
Who fclt thc fircs of manhood in him burn. 

Pricsts prcach of virtuc, but of thcm bcwarc, 

Thcy would not turn from such a tcmpting snarc. 
First thcy*d indulgc and thcn pcrhaps might ргау 
That God would humblc their rebcllious clay. 

Adam bchcld hcr, as in slumbcr swcct 
Somc seraph sccmed thosc rosy lips to mcct; 

Hcars her soft sighs and sccs hcr bosom swell, 

And fclt thc blood within his vcins rcbcl; 

For such a sight would dazc thc purcst cycs 
Of angcls looking from the skics; 

A sight that man has ncvcr yct withstood 
Who felt lovc’s virus stealing through his blood. 

Yct Adam kncw not that this vision bright 
Which lay unconscious of his raptured sight 
Was madc by naturc as his bcttcr part, 

The onc swcct solacc of his troublcd hcart; 

Kncw not thc syrcn in a woman’s guisc 
Would turn thc gardcn into Paradisc— 

Paradisc lost—but Paradise but found 
Whcn first hc saw Evc slccping on thc ground. 

Night camc, all gildcd with thc sunsct’s dyes, 
Studdcd with jcwcls thc mild azurc of thc skics; 

Thc moon rosc softly on hcr upward flight, 

Thc quccn of bcauty and thc gcm of night, 

Whilc flowcrs palcd with thc dcparting day 
And closcd thcir pctals with thc sun’s last гау. 

The birds had ccascd to sing thcir cvcning song, 
Save oitc, which into night his strains prolong, 
Pouring, in liquid mcasurc, love’s soft talc 
Through thc soft shadows of thc flo\vcry dalc, 
Bcguiling slccp awhilc from languid cycs. 

Likc some fair spirit in a worIdly guisc. 

All living things wcrc sinking to rcposc, 

Drcading no dangcr from dark lurking focs; 

For on thc fruit man had not yct bccn fcd. 

And Evc, thc virgin, had her maidenhcad. 

Adam and Evc, at this swcct twilight hour, 

Sought thcir rcposc within a rustic bowcr; 
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But crc thc silkcn gauzc of balmy slccp 
Could o’cr thcir drowsy cyclids crccp, 

Evc thought hcr of thc dream shc’d had again 
And fclt its mcmorics stcaling through hcr brain. 

A soft, voluptuous shadc stolc o’cr hcr cycs, 

Thc pulsc of lovc wiihin bcgan lo risc; 

Her chccks werc burning with a ncw dcsirc, 

Her vcins wcrc boiling with an inward firc, 

Hcr lips wcrc glowing wiih a warmth all ncw, 

Hcr brcast was hcaving as thc passion grcw; 

Each ncrvc sccmcd thrilling through hcr hcatcd framc, 
Onc blissful thought which nc’cr had had a namc, 

One blissful wish which shc had ncvcr known, 

Onc fond dcsire that lovc could bc hcr own. 

Gcntly an arm o’er Adam’s brcast shc thrcw, 

While hcr lips moistcncd with thc gathcring dcw; 
Hcr eycs sccmcd swimming in a sea of pcarls, 

As from hcr brcast shc brushcd the flowing curls, 

And, swelling high, her bosom sccmcd to flow 
With firc of passion fierce which burncd bclow. 

Lovc, now unfettcred, shc could not rcstrain, 

But felt it surging through cach swclling vcin, 
Rousing thc scrpcnt coilcd within hcr brcast 
Whosc strong dcsirc had ncvcr bccn rcprcsscd. 

То Adam’s lips she sofdy prcsscd hcr own, 

While Adam’s arms around hcr form wcrc thrown; 
Yct, cvcn then, he did not drcam thc bliss 
That Evc awakcncd by hcr fcrvcnt kiss; 

Kncw not the joys that kindrcd naturcs fccl 
As lovc’s sweet fircs through thc sysicm stcal; 

But each carcss that stirrcd his tranquil blood 
Thrillcd through his body with a ficry flood, 

Lighting his facc and burning in cach vcin, 

Until its rapturcs nothing could rcstrain. 

His manly bosom hcavcd with many a sigh, 

Whilc lurid fircs flashcd from cithcr сус; 

Thc brcath camc hot upon his burning lips 
Whilc passion tinglcd to his fingcr tips; 

His framc was but a mass of hcatcd clay, 

One strong dcsirc now hcld unboundcd sway; 

And yct hc littlc kncw what lay bcforc, 

What mystic plcasurc was for him in storc. 

But Evc, still trcmbling with hcr own dcsircs, 

Added ncw fuel to hcr Adam’s fircs, 

Glucd hcr wct lips to his hot, glowing facc 
And hcld him closcly in hcr warm cmbracc, 

Distilling passion through hcr mclting sighs 
And rousing dcmons with hcr flashing cycs. 

Night lookcd on calmly, as if naturc smiled 
То think that Adam should bc thus bcguilcd. 

Thc moon now thrcw a shadow o’cr thc sccnc, 

As if she fain thcir wantonness would scrccn; 
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And e*en the stars half hid their sparkling rays, 

As if they blushed at such a scene to gaze. 

Eve, taught by instinct and inflamed by love, 
Would fain the pleasure of their passion prove; 

Felt that the spot now half consumed by heat 
Was the choice fruit they were forbid to eat; 

And, like all women since that blissful time, 

Was half inclined to perpetrate a crime. 

A crime so sweet that all have followed suit, 

And like it bettcr for its bcing stolcn fruit. 

Adam, mcanwhilc, had found his manhood’s pridc, 
And Evc now actcd as its faithful guidc; 

Gently her hand around its ivory stole 
And turncd it quickly toward its natural goal; 
Thcn, lying pronc upon hcr snowy back, 

Opcncd bcforc it an untroddcn track. 

Ecstatic јоу hcr cvcry ncrvc did thrill, 

Till hcart and thought and cvcn soul stood still. 
Warmcr and warmcr wcrc hcr kisscs givcn, 

Until thc plcasurc sccmcd to hcr a hcavcn. 

And thus shc lay in that intcnsc dclight 
Which womcn fccl upon thcir wcdding night, 

Whcn hcart and soul comminglc in a kiss 
And lovc’s fond rapturc givcs hymcncai bliss. 

But, all too soon, cach fclt thcir strcngth givc way 
As lovc dissolvcd in passion’s hcatcd spray, 

And pouring forth, camc thcn his gushing flood, 
Mixed with crimson of Evc’s virgin blood. 

Then Adam sank, half-fainting, on her brcast, 

With lingcring sighs that could not bc rcprcsscd. 

His cycs now gleamed not with a ficry glance, 

Whilc o’cr his frame thcrc camc that blissful trancc 
Which poor dissolving nature swcctly fccls 
Whcn lovc enraptured breaks a maidcn’s scals. 
Blushing and modest, with unconscious gracc, 

Evc hid ’ncath Adam’s arm hcr glowing facc; 

For now ihat passion had swcpt o’cr hcr form, 

She lay all quivcring from its plcasant storm, 

And only wishcd hcr burning chccks to hidc 
Thc swcct, warm blushcs of a ncw-madc bridc; 

Whilc in hcr cycs a humid vapor stolc, 

Which for a timc sccmcd clouding o’cr hcr soul, 
And trcmbling sweetly with hcr new dclight 
Felt light departing from hcr failing sight. 

Ah! who shall paint thc rapturc they first kncw 
Beneath the sparkling сапору of Hue, 

While in the pride of their full strength and youth 

Thcy usted sweedy of thc cup of truth 

And found that )oy till then to man unknown— 

A priceless boon which he might call his own. 

And this pure biiss which in the garden camc, 

Stiil thrills as sweedy through each mortal frame, 
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And cach ncw couplc on thcir marriagc bcd, 

Whcn husband takcs his young wifc*s maidenhead, 
Repcats again thc samc old plcasurc o’cr 
And finds in lovc a ncvcr-failing storc, 

Whcn to hcr husband shc givcs up thc gcm, 

Thc swcctcst jcwcl in love’s diadcm. 

Hark! to the mutt’rings that arc hcard afar, 

As naturc fecls an elcmental war. 

Thundcr is rolling booming in thc skics 
And vivid lightning blinds thcir tearful cycs; 

Thc winds shrick onward with a shricking blast, 

And dccp with gloom thc skics arc ovcrcast. 

Whilc from thc clouds thc pclting rains descend 
And with thc storm thc war of wild bcasts blcnd; 
Each brutc fecls all its instincts wildly stirrcd, 

Whilc in ihc air is heard thc scrcaming bird. 

In onc wild shriek a thousand tongucs give vcnt 
То thc dccp passion which thc world has scnt. 

Now storm and darkncss scttlc o’cr thc land 
And the bluc sea comcs bcllowing on thc sand; 

Thc massivc trccs bcforc thc whirlwind rock, 

Thc carth now trcmblcs with the carthquakc’s shock, 
For man has hcard from God his awful doom. 

No morc thc fruits of Edcn’s fruitful soil, 

His sweat shall moisten all he earns by toil, 

Whilc Evc in anguish shall to lifc givc birth 
And lcave a hcritagc of woc on carth. 

God madc thcm pure, but out of worldly dust, 

And from thc clay thcy gathcr all thc lust. 

From that swcct scene, within thc grovc bcgan, 
Camc thc sorrows that havc torturcd man; 

And, till thc trump of Gabricl givcs us pcacc, 

Our wocs cntailcd on carth shail ncvcr ccasc. 

The Rehearsal 

ANONVMOUS (u. S.), 1895 

I siT hcrc thinking, Will, of you, 

Of тсггу days gonc by— 

The old church, whcrc oft wc sang 
Togcthcr, you and I; 

But thoughts of one rehearsal night 
Will constandy arisc, 

Till ‘Т can read ту title clear 
То mansions in the sf{ies.“ 

I’m thinking of the rainy night— 

Thc rcst had hurricd homc— 

And wc, in Dcacon Fostcr’s pcw, 

Werc sitting all alonc; 

С6353 



You wcrc a “scckcr” thcn, đcar Will, 

But not of “things above”— 

**The length, the depth, the breadth, the height 
Of everlasting love." 

And I was on the “anxious“ scat, 

Unccrtain how to movc, 

Within thinc arms of lovc cmbraccd, 

Thy constancy to provc! 

And ohl thc promiscs you madc— 

You wcrc my own dear Will— 

"What peaceful hours I once enjoyed, 

How sweet their тетогу still.” 

Ohl what swcct words of lovc you spokc, 

And kisscd away thc tcar; 

And how I trcmblcd at thc thought 
Lcst somconc should appcar; 

But whcn you turncd thc lights all out, 

То guard against surprisc, 

“/ bade farewell to every fear, 

And wiped ту weeping eyes." 

I thought, could I, these doubts rcmove, 

Thcsc gloomy doubts that risc, 

"And see the Caanan that we love 
With unbeclouded eyes!" 

And as you climbcd thc pulpit stairs, 

And vicwcd thc landscapc o сг, 

"Not fordans stream, not death's cold ftood 
Could fright us from the ftoor." 

And whcn you fixcd thc cushions up, 

And I rcclincd at casc, 

Thc pulpit piIlow ’ncath my hcad, 

And you on bcndcd knccs; 

With your warm kisscs on my lips, 

How could I stay your hand; 

"The veil was lifted, and by faith, 

You viewed the promised land." 

And oh! what raptuous fcclings 
Thrillcd cvcry ncrvc, and whcn 

I cricd, “Oh! Lord my hcart is touchcd,” 

You shoutcd out “Amcn.” 

Му vcry soul was all ablaze, 

I thought that I could sce 

"The land of rest, the saints delight, 

The heaven prepared for me." 

I thought “a chargc to kccp I havc” 

With minglcd fcar and shamc; 

How anxiously I watchcd, dcar Will, 

Till I came ’round agaio! 

Сбзб! 



In my đistrcss I vainly strovc 
То chcck thc vvclling tcars 
*‘The precious blood poured freely forth 
And conquered all ту fears^ 


But that was many ycars ago, 

And I’vc no doubt that you 
Rcmcmbcr still thc rainy night 
In Dcacon Fostcr’s pcw! 

But oh! my first “cxpcricncc” 

Will nc’cr forgottcn bc, 

'‘While down the stream of life we glide 
То our eternity/' 


I’m marricd now, thc gudcman thinks 
In mc hc has a prizc; 

Ah, mc! 

"Where ignorance is bliss, 

'Tis foUy to be wise." 

Of you, dcar Will, hc nothing knows 
And so my hcart’s at rcst, 

"And not a wave of trouble rolls 
Across ту peaceful breast!* 

> 

The Ladies 

BY RUDVARD KIPLINC 

I’vE takcn my fun whcrc I’vc found it; 
I’vc rogucd an’ I’vc rangcd in my timc; 

I’vc ’ad my pickin’ o’ swccthcarts, 

An’ four o’ thc lot was primc. 

Onc was an ’arf<astc widow, 

Onc was a woman at Promc, 

Onc was thc wifc of a jcmadar-sais, 

An’ onc is a girl at ’omc. 


Now I arent no 'and with the ladtes, 

For, tal{in *em all along, 

You never can say till youve tried 'em 
An then уои are li{e to be wrong. 

There's times when you'll thinl( that уои 
mightnt, 

There's times when уоиЧ1 \now that уои 
might; 

But the things уои will learn from the 
Yellow and Brown, 

They*U *elp уои a lot with the Whitel 
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I was a young un gt *Oogli, 

Shy as a giri to begin; 

Aggie de Castrer she made me, 

An* Aggie was clever as sin; 

Older than me, but my first un— 

More like a mother she were— 

Showed me the way to promotion an’ рау, 

An* I learned about women from ’er! 

Then I was ordered to Burma, 

Actin* in charge o* Bazar, 

An* I bot me a tiddy live ’eathen 
Through buyin* supplies off *er pa. 

Funny an* yellow an’ faithful— 

Doll in a teacup she were, 

But we lived on the square, like a true-married pair, 
An* I learned about women from ’er! 

Then we was shifted to Neemuch 
(Or I might ha’ becn keepin’ ’er now), 

An* I took with a shiny she^levil, 

The wife of a nigger at Mhow; 

Taught me the gipsy-folks bolee; 

Kind o’ volcano she were, 

For she knifed me one night ’cause I wished she was 
white, 

And learned about women from ’er! 

Then I come ’ome in a trooper, 

’Long of a kid o’ siateen— 

’Girl from a convent at Mecrut, 

Thc straightest I cvcr ’avc sccn. 

Love at first sight was ’er trouble, 

Shc didn’t know what it wcrc; 

An* I wouldn’t do such, ’causc I likcd ’cr too much, 
But—I lcarned about womcn from ’cr! 

I’vc takcn my fun whcrc I’vc found it, 

An’ now I must рау for my fun, 

For thc morc you ’avc known o’ the othcrs 
Thc lcss will you settlc to onc; 

An’ thc cnd of it’s sittin’ and thinkin’, 

An’ drcamin’ Hcll-fircs to scc; 

So bc warncd by my lot (which I know you will not), 
An’ lcarn about womcn from mc! 

Wh<U did the ColoneVs Lady thin\? 

Nobody never \пеш. 

Somebody as\ed the Sergeant's Wife, 

An’ she told *em truel 
When уои get to a man in the case, 

They're 1Це as a row of pins— 

For the Coionel's Lady an' fudy 0’Grady 
Are sisters under their s{insl 
Сбзв] 



“Магу, Pity IVomenl’’ 

ВТ BUDTABĐ lUPUNG 

You call yourself a man, 

For all you used to swear, 

An’ leave me, as you can, 

Му certain shame to bear? 

I ’ear! You do not care— 

You done the worst you know. 

I ’ate you, grinnin’ thcre.... 

Ah, Gawd, I love you so! 

Nice while it lasted, an now it is over-~ 

Tear out уоиг 'eart an* good-bye to уоиг loverl 
Wkat*s the use o' grievin, when the mother that bore уои 
(ЈАагу, pity womenl) l^new it all before уои? 

It aren’t no false alarm, 

Thc finish to your fun; 

An’ I’m thc ruined one; 

An’ now you’ll ofi an’ run 
With somc ncw fool in tow. 

Your ’cart? You ’avcn’t nonc- 

Ah, Gawd, I lovc you sol 

When a man is tired there is naught wiU bind Чт; 

Ли *e soiemn promised *e will shove be'ind im. ^ 
What‘s the good o prayin' for the Wrath to strike Чт 
(Магу, pity womenl) when the rest are 1Це Чт? 

What ’ope for mc or—it? 

What’s Icft for us to do? 

I’vc walkcd with mcn a bit, 

But this—but this is you. 

So ’clp mc Christ, it’s truc! 

Whcrc can I ’idc or go? 

You coward through and through!... 

Ah, Gawd, I lovc you so! 

AU the more уои give ’em the less are they f^ givin — 
Love lies dead, an‘ уои can not {iss Чт livin\ 

Down the road 'e led уои there is no returnin 
(Магу, pity womenl) but уоиге late in leamin’l 

You’d likc to trcat mc fair? 

You can’t, becausc wc’rc рогс? 

We’d starvc? What do I carc! 

Wc might, but this is shore! 

I want thc namc—no morc— 

The name, an’ lincs to show, 

An’ not to be an ’orc.... 

Ah, Gawd, I lovc you sol 
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Whaifs the good o' pleadin', when the mother that bore уои 
(Магу, pity womenl) knew it all before уои? 

Sleep on 'is promises an* wal(e to уоиг sorrow 
(Магу, pity womenl) for we sail to~morrowl 

> 

A Dćad Woman 

BY VANCE THOMPSON, 1899 
I 

Open swing thc doors; thc torchcs 
Flickcr in thc windy night— 

Cast strangc shadows in thc porchcs, 

Down dim allcys in thc night. 


Come away now—dust and ashes — 
Dust to dust and clay to clay — 
Stormily the organ crashes — 

Dust and ashes—come away. 


High thc wind snarls and thc torchcs, 
Flaring down thc blackcning night, 
Toss grim shadows in thc porchcs 
And dim allcys in thc night. 

II 

Mcn lookcd at you; saw thc woman, 

Just thc cycs and limbs and common 
Charm—odor di fcmina—that 
Draws us all. And only saw that. 

Onc man carcd not much for sccming— 
Animal rcd lips and drcaming, 

Hclplcss cycs; grcat limbs; thc valuc 
Of thc flcsh you worc to pall уои^ 

All that palpiunt, swcct vcsturc— 
Caring not for thcsc, hc prcsscd your 
Body in thc rack, to tcar it 
Opcn, till he saw thc spirit, 

Soul of you, its shame ог merit. 


First hc took уоиг body, woman, 

Stained it, smirchcd it, madc it common, 
Scarrcd it with strangc lovcs, flagitious. 
Gored it raw with lust; set vicious 
Things to hcat thc eycs; lubricious, 
Unclean things to smirk and chattcr 
In the ears lewd, Paphian matter. 



So hc made you foul; and cagcr 
Thcn to sce how fared the mcagrc, 
Warpcd, black, ulccred soul, he startcd 
The grcat rack whcels. Snappcd and partcd 
All thc strings of the flcsh raimcnt 
Не had foulcd. Thc man for paymcnt 
Saw whitc wings flash as your soul wcnt, 
White, whitc, whitc, to God’s cnrollmcnt. 

III 

Thcy buricd you to-night. 

Нс saw the yellow torchcs blown alight, 
Heard the organ’s thunder. 

Не went away into thc confused night, 

Full of wondcr. 


A Midnight Lunch 

ANONVMOUS (aMERICAn), C. I9OO 

WouLD you like a littlc Suppcr with covcrs laid for two 
(You know thc kind of Suppcr that I mcan;) 

And if you are not hungry you can look thc Mcnu through 
—You know the kind of Hungcr that I mcan. 

We’ll have a little Duck, celcry salad on thc sidc, 

A littlc Bottle, cold as icc, in which wc may confidc 
All thoughts of the Hercaftcr, and Othcr Things, bcsidc. 
—You know the kind of Othcr Things I mcan. 


Whcn we’vc had that littlc Suppcr with covcrs laid for two 
(You know the kind of Suppcr that I mcan), 

Thc Dcsscrt will follow, as Desscrts always do 
—You know thc kind of Dcsscrt that I mcan. 

Wc’ll havc a littlc Fruit, a littlc Coffcc on thc sidc, 

Thcn anothcr littlc Bottle which doubtlcss will dccidc 
If you are to go homc carly—and Oihcr Things, bcsidc. 

—You know thc kind of Othcr Things I mcan. 


Yes, Vd li{e that little Supper with covers laid for two, 

And l t{now the kjnd of Supper that уои mean. 

And Yll come to уои quite Hungry and Vll go the Мепи through, 
And 1 t{now the kjnd of Hunger that уои mean. 

And / will not go Ноте early, for 'tis mean to eat and run: 
Your Bill of Fares a dandy and уоиг Dessert is number one; 
And we*ll have the extra Bottle and Other Things, for fun; 
And I kf^ow the ki^d of Other Things уои mean. 

[64. 3 



The Altar of Artemis 

■Y ALEISTEK CROWLEY. FROM THE SOUL OF OSIRIS. I9OI 

WherE) in the coppice, oak and pine 
And mystic yew and elm are found, 
Sweeping the skies, that grow divine 
With the dark wind’s dcspairing sound, 
The wind that roars from the profound, 
And smitcs the mountain-tops, and calls 
Mute spirits to black festivals, 

And fcasts in vallcys iron-bound, 

Desolatc crags, and barrcn ground;— 
Thcrc in thc strong storm-shakcn grovc 
Swings thc palc ccnscr-fire for lovc. 

Thc foursquare altar, rightly hewn, 

And overlaid with beaten gold, 

Stands in thc gloom; the stcalthy tune 
Of singing maidcns overbold 
Dcsires mad mysterics untold, 

With strangc cycs kindling, as thc ficet 
Implacablc untiring fcct 
Wcavc mystic figures manifold 
That draw down angels to bchold 
The moving music, and thc fire 
Of their intolerable desire. 


For, maddening to fiercer thought, 

Thc ficry limbs rcquickcn, whccl 
In formlcss furics, subtly wrought 
Of swiftcr mclodics than stccl 
That fiashcs in thc fight: thc pcal 
Of amorous laughters choking scnse, 
And madncss kissing violcncc, 

Ring likc dead horscmen; bodies rcel 
Drunken with motion; spirits fccl 
The strange constraint of gods that clip 
From Hcavcn to mingle lip and lip. 


The gods descend to dance; the noisc 
Of hungry kissings, as a swoon, 

Faints for cxccss of its own joys, 

And mystic bcams assail thc moon, 
With fiamcs of thcir infcrnal noon; 
While the smooth inccnse, without breath, 
Spreads like somc sccnted fiower of death, 
Ovcr thc grove; thc lovcrs’ boon 
Of sleep shall steal upon them soon, 
And lovcrs’ lips, from lips withdrawn, 
Seck dimmer bosoms till the dawn. 



Yct on thc ccntral altar lics 
Thc sacramcnt of kncađeđ brcad, 

With blood madc onc, thc sacrificc 
То thosc, thc living, vvho аге dcad— 
Strangc gods and goddcsscs, that shcd 
Monstrous desircs of sccrct things 
Upon thcir vvorshippcrs, from vvings 
Onc lucent vveb of light, from head 
Onc labyrinthinc passion-fcd 
Palacc of love, from breathing rifc 
With sccrcts of forbiddcn lifc. 

But not thc sunlight, nor thc stars, 

Nor апу light but thcirs alonc, 

Nor iron masterics of Mars, 

Nor Saturn’s misconcciving zonc, 

Nor апу planct’s may bc shovvn, 

Within thc circle of the grove, 

Whcre burn the sancitities of lovc: 

Nor may the foot of man bc knovvn, 
Nor evil cycs of mothers throvvn 
On maidcns that dcsirc the kiss 
OnIy of maidcn Artcmis. 

But horned and huntress from ihe skics, 
She bcnds her lips upon thc brcczc, 
And purc and pcrfect in her cycs, 

Burn magical virginity’s 
Svveet intermittcnt sorccrics. 

Whcn thc slovv vvind from her svvect vvord 
In all their conched cars is hcard. 

And likc the slumber of the seas, 

Therc murmur through thc holy trees 
The kisscs of the goddcss keen, 

And sighs and laughtcrs caught betvvccn. 

For, svvooning at the fervid lips 
Of Artcmis, thc maidcn kisscs 
Sobs and thc languid body slips 
Dovvn to cnamelled vvildcrncsscs. 

Fallcn and loosc the shaken trcsscs; 
Fallen the sandal and girdling gold, 

Fallcn the music manifold 
Of moving limbs and strange carcsscs, 
And dcadly passion that posscsses 
The magic ccstasy of thcsc 
Mad maidcns, tcndcr as bluc scas. 

Night sprcads hcr ycarning pinions, 

Thc bafflcd day sinks blind to slccp; 

Thc cvcning brcezc outsvvoons thc sun’s 
Dcad kisscs to thc svvooning dccp. 
Upsoars thc moon; thc flashing stccp 



Of Heaven is fragrant for her feet; 

The perfume of the grove is svveci 
A$ slumbcring womcn furtive creep 
То bosoms where small kisses wecpy 
And Hnd in fcrvcnt drcams thc kiss 
Most mcmoricd of Artcmis. 

Impcnetrablc plcasurc dies 
Bcncath the madncss of ncw drcams; 

The slow swect brcath i$ turncd to sighs 
Morc musical than many streams 
Undcr the moving silvcr bcams, 

Frcttcđ with stars, thricc wovcn across. 

Whitc limbs in amorous slumber toss, 

Likc slccping foam, whosc silvcr glcams 
On motionlcss dark scas; it sccms 
As if somc gcndc spirit stirrcd, 

Thcir lazy brows with somc swift word. 

So, in thc sccrct of thc shrinc, 

Night kccps thcm ncstlcd, so thc gloom 
Laps thcm in wavcs as smooth as winc, 

As glowing as thc ficry womb 
Of somc young tigrcss, cfark as doom, 

And swift as sunrisc. Lovc’s content 
Builds its own monument, 

And carvcs abovc its vaultcd tomb 
Thc Phocnix on hcr ficry plume, 

То thcir own souis to tcstify 
Their kisscs* immortaiity. 

Lot 

BY ALEISTER CROWLEY. FROM THE SOUL OF OSIRIS, I9OI 

TuRN back from safcty, in my love abidc, 

Whosc lips arc warm as when, a virgin bridc 
I clung to thcc ashamcd and vcry glad, 

Whosc brcasts arc lordlicr for thc pain thcy had, 
Whosc arms cleavc closcr ihan thy spouse’s own! 
Thy spouse—O lovcr, kiss me, and atone! 

All my vcins burst for lovc, my ripc brcasts bcat 
And lay thcir blccding blossoms at thy fcct! 
Spurn mc no morc! O bid thcsc strangcrs go; 
Turn to my lips till thcir cup ovcrflow; 

Hurt mc with kisscs, kill mc with desirc, 
Consumc mc and dcstroy mc with thc firc 
Of blasting passion straining at thc heart, 
Touchcd to thc corc by swcctncsscs, that smart 
Bitten by ficry snakcs, whose poisonous breath 
Swoons in the midnight, and dissolvcs to dcath! 

• ••••• 
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Turn to mc, touch mc, mix thy vcry brcath 
With minc to mingle floods of Нсгу dew 
With flamcs of purplc, likc thc sca shot through 
With golden glanccs of a ficrccr star. 

Turn to mc, bcnd above mc; you may char 
Thcsc olivc shouldcrs with an old-timc kiss, 

And fix thy mouth upon mc for such bliss 
Of sudden ragc rckindlcd. Turn again, 

And makc delight the ministcr of pain, 

And pain thc fathcr of a ncw dclight, 

And light a lamp of torture for the night 
Тоо gricvous to bc bornc without a сгу 
То rend thc vcry bowcIs of thc sky 
And makc thc archangcl gasp—a suddcn pang, 

Most like a travellcr strickcn by thc fang 
Of the black adder whosc squat head springs up, 

A flash of dcath, bcncath a cactus cup. 

Ah turn, my bosom for thy lovc is cold; 

Му arms аге cmpty, and my lips can hold 
No convcrsc with thcc far away likc this. 

O for that communing prcgnant with a kiss 
That is rcborn whcn lips arc sct togcthcr 
То link our souls in onc desirous tcthcr, 

And weld our vcry bodics into onc. 

Ah ficnd Jchovah, what then havc wc donc 
То carn thy cursc? Is lovc likc ours too strong 
То dwcll bcforc thce, and do thy thronc no wrong? 
Art thou grown jcalous of thc ficry band? 

Lo! thou hast spokcn, and thy strong command 
Bade earth and air divide, and on thc sea 
Thy spirit movcd—and thou must cnvy mcl 

• ••••• 

Our lovc must lic bcncath ihy bittcr ban! 

Thou pctty, cnvious Godl Му King, bc surc 
His brutc forcc shall not to thc cnd cndurc; 

Some strongcr soul than thinc shall wrcst his crown 
And thrust him from his own high hcavcn down 
То somc obscurc forgetful hell. For me 
Forsakc thy hopcs in him. Wc worship, wc, 

Rather thc dcar dclights wc know and hold; 

Thc first cool kiss, within thc watcr cold 
That draws its music from somc bubbling wcll, 
Looks long, looks deadly, looks dcsirable, 

Thc touch that fircs, thc ncxt kiss, and thc whoIc 
Body cmbracing, symboI of thc soul, 

And all thc pcrfcct passion of an hour. 

Turn to mc, pluck that amaranthinc flowcr, 

And lcavc the doubtful blossoms of thc skyl 
You darc not kiss mc! darc not draw you nigh 
Lcst I should lure you to rcmain! nor speak 
Lcst you should catch thc blood within your cheek 
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Mantling. You dared enough—so long agol— 

When to my blossom body clean as snow 
You pressed your bosom till desire was pain, 
And-4hcn—ihat midnight! you did darc remain 
Though all my limbs were bloody with your mouth 
That tore thcir flcsh to satiatc its drouth, 

That was not thcrcby satisfied! And now 
A pallid coward, with sly, skulking brow, 

You must lcave Sodom for your spouse s sake. 

G)ward and coward and coward; who would take 
The best flower of my life and lcave me so, 

Still loving you—•Ahl wcak--and turn to go 
For fear of such a God! 0 blind! O fool! 

То hccd thcsc strangcrs and to bc thc tool 
Of their smooth lies and monstrous miraclcs. 

O brcak this bondage and cast o0 their spells! 

Fivc righteousl Thou a rightcous man! A jest! 

A righteous man—you always loved mc bcst, 

And cven when lurcd by lips of wanton girls 
Would turn away and sigh and touch my curls, 

And slip half-conscious to the old embrace. 

And now you will not lct me sec your facc 
Or hear your voicc or touch you. Ah! thc hourl 
Нс movcs. Comc back, comc back, my lifc*s onc flower! 
Come back. One kiss bcfore you leave me. So! 

Stop—turn—onc littlc kiss bcforc you go; 

It i$ my right—you must. Oh no! Oh no! 

> 

A Saint's Damnation 

BY ALEISTER CROWLEY. FROM THE SOUL OF OSIRIS, I9OI 

You buy my spirit with thosc shamclcss cycs 
That burn my soul, you loosc thc torrcnt strcam 
Of my dcsirc, you makc my lips your prizc, 

And on thcm burns thc wholc lifc’s hopc: you dccm 
You buy a hcart; but I am wcll awarc 
How my damnation dwclls in that supreme 

Passion to fccd upon your shouldcrs barc, 

And pass the dewy twilight of our sin 
In the intolerable flames of hair 

That clothc my body from your hcad; you win 
The devil’s bargain; I am yours to кШ, 

Yours, for onc kiss; my spirit for your skin! 

O bittcr lovc, consuming all my will! 

O love destroying, that hast drained my life 
Of all thosc fountains of dear blood that fill 
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Му hcart! О woman, would I cal! you wifc? 

Would I contcnt you with onc touch divinc 
То flood уоиг spirit with thc clinging strifc 

Of pcrfcct passionatc јоу, thc јоу of winc, 

Thc drunkcnncss of cxtrcmc plcasurc, fillcd 
From sin’s amazing cup. Oh, minc, minc, minc, 

Minc, if your kisses maddcncd mc or killcd, 

Minc, at thc pricc of my damnation decp, 

Mine, if you wiil, as once your glances willcd! 

Такс mc, ог brcak mc, slay or soothc to slccp, 

If only yours onc hour, onc pcrfcct hour, 
Remembrance and dcspair and hopc to stccp. 

In the infcrnal potion of that flowcr, 

Му poisonous passion for уоиг blood! Bchold! 

How uttcrly I yicld, how gladly dower 

Our sin with my own spirit’s qucnchcd gold, 

Clothc lovc with my own soul’s immortal powcr, 
Givc thcc my body as a firc to hold— 

O lovc, no words, no songs— уоиг brcast my bowcr! 

> 

Non Sutn Qualis Eram Вопае 
Sub Rcgno Супагае 

BY ERNEST DOWSON. FROM POEMS, I905 

Last night, ah ycstcrnight, bctwixt hcr lips and minc 
Thcrc fcll thy shadow, Супага! thy brcath was shcd 
Upon my soul bctwccn thc kisscs and thc winc; 

And I was dcsolate and sick of an old passion, 

Yca, I was dcsolatc and bowcd my hcad: 

I have bccn faithful to thce, Супага! in my fashion. 

AII night upon minc hcart I fclt hcr warm hcart bcat, 
Night-long within minc arms in lovc and slccp shc Iay; 
Surcly thc kisscs of hcr bought rcd mouth wcrc swcct; 
But I was desolatc and sick of an old passion, 

Whcn I awokc and found the dawn wa$ gray: 

I have becn faithful to thce, Супага! in my fashion. 

I havc forgot much, Супага! gonc with thc wind, 

Hung roscs, roscs riotously with thc throng, 

Dancing, to put thy pale, lost lilies out of mind; 

But I wa$ dcsolatc and sick of an old passion, 

Yea, all the timc, bccause thc dance was long: 

I have becn faithful to thce, Супага! in my fashion. 
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I cried for madder music and for stronger wine, 

But when thc feast is Bnishcd and the iamps expire, 
Then falls thy shadow, Супага! the night is thinc; 

And I am desolate and sick of an old passion, 

Yca, hungry for thc lips of my dcsirc: 

I have becn faithful to thcc, Супага! in my fashion. 

> 

April 

BY £DWARD CARPENTER. FROM TOWARDS DEMOCRACV 

O April, month of Nymphs and Fauns and Cupids, 

Month of thc Sungod’s kisscs, Earth’s swcct passion, 

Of fanciful winds and showcrs; 

Apollo, glorious ovcr hill and dalc 

Ethcrcally strtding; grasses springing 

Rapt to his fect, huds bursting, flowcrs out-breathing 

Thcir libcratcd hcarts in lovc to him. 

(Thc littlc Маскч:ар garrulous on thc wiIIow 
Pcrching so prim, thc crcstcd chaffinch warbling, 

And primrosc and cclandine, ancmone and daisy, 

Starring thc tcndcr hcrb which lambs alrcady nibblc.) 

Month of all-gathering warmth, 

Of breathless momcnts, hottcr and hottcr growing— 

Smilcs turncd to firc, kisscs to ficrcc carncst— 

Of sultry swoon$, pauscs, and strangc suspcnsc 
(Clouds and daemonic thunder through thc bluc vault thrcat- 
cningly rolling); 

Thcn thc dclirious up-brcak—thc grcat fountains of thc dccp, 
in Scx, 

Loosencd to pouring failing rushing waters; 

Shafts of wild light; and Sky and Earth in one anothcr’s arms 
Mclted, and all of Hcavcn spent in strcams of lovc 
Towards thc Lovcd onc. 


Littlc Lessons 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OF VIBW (u. S.), I905 

ТнЕ lovc I bcar you, dcarcst, 

Would makc thc 5wcctcst talc, 

Wc’d sail upon a sca of bliss, 

And I would lift the sail. 

Our happincss would bc sublimc, 
Surpassing tongue or pen. 

You may as wcll lcarn things from mc, 

A$ to learn from othcr mcn. 
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“Ohl you havc touchcd mc—dccply—” 

Thc young thing vvhispcrcd low. 

Нс pleadcd: “Comc! ohl comc with mc.” 

Shc could not answcr: “No.” 

Shc said: “Г11 bc your pupil.” 

And softly addcd thcn: 

“I may as well learn things from you 
As to learn from other mcn.” 

They dincd alonc that cvcning, 

And the young man got his wish. 

They cvcn brokc thc unwrittcn law 
Of: “Nevaire beforc zcc fccsh.” 

At half-past thrcc, ncxt morning, 

Не staggercd homc again. 

She had taught him trirks hc ncvcr kncw, 

That shc’d lcarned from othcr men. 

Boyhood 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OP VIEW 

Were you to ask what agc of womanhood 
Brings most delight, producing most of good, 

Г should, to quote a phrase much uscd in rhymc, 
“Turn back thc leaflcts in the Воок of Timc,” 

То find the page, whcrcon, in lcttcrs bright, 

Is writtcn clear, my first ccstatic night. 

I was a boy attuned to passion’s strain, 

Г kncw its music and I kncw its pain, 

I longcd for—something—but, I was a boy; 

I knew not how to changc my pain to јоу. 

But Heaven has givcn to earth, in its dirc nccds, 

No swceter thing ihan widows, in ihcir wccds, 

And in thc houschold, whcre I rulcd suprcmc, 

A widow lived, a sorrowing, throbbing drcam. 

I was hcr comfort. Мапу timcs, at night, 

When I, awakened by somc childish fright, 

Cricd out to hcr, she took me to hcr sidc, 

And kisscd me till my fcars werc pacificd. 

Shc was my confidant. Му childish fcars, 

Му hopcs and drcams and all my boyish tcars 
Found comfort sweet upon that loving brcast 
Whcrc all pcrplcxitics wcrc sct ai rcst. 

Onc night, worn out with tossing to and fro, 

In longings vain which boyhood’s night must know, 
I darcd to makc prctcnce of suddcn fright, 

That I might scc that figurc, clad in whilc, 

Comc stcaling to my sidc to whispcr low: 

“What makcs my prccious darling tremblc so?” 

[;б49] 



All уе who cannot sympathizc, stop herc. 

I spcak in tcndcrness and hold most dear 
Thc тстогу of that swcct transition hour, 

Whcn Naturc first revcalcd hcr wondrous powcr. 

Му hcart still throbs as I rcmembcr when 
I joincd thc ranks of sturdy littlc mcn. 

I know not now, what courage madc mc darc, 

But, pillowed closc, upon hcr bosom fair, 

A truant hand wcnt wandcring far astray 

And found—that night hath grcatcr charms than day. 

As mighty Mars, full statured, in an hour, 

From great Athcna’s helmct, in his power, 

Sprang forth full armoured, at thc will of Jovc, 

So I sprang forth, cquippcd and armcd for lovc. 

With ncw-found strength, I ccased to bc afraid 
And somcthing wild within would not bc stayed. 

Disarmcd, pcrhaps, by hungry widowhood, 

Shc could not check mc, cvcn if shc would 
And kisscs wild werc riotously prcsscd 
On starving lips too long lcft uncarcsscd, 

And roses rcd, upon thc whitc flcsh burncd, 

The whilc shc murmured; "Child! whcrc havc you lcarncd?” 

I knew my madncss, but my heart was firc 
And all was swcpt away in my desirc. 

Her vcry gown of dainticst, filmiest lacc, 

Sccmcd cumbcrsomc to me and out of placc; 

I rcachcd and torc it, throat to hcm, to find— 

How crucl Fatc has bccn to thosc born blind. 

For cven thc moonbcams, stcaling through thc bars, 

Turned back to whispcr to the twinkling stars, 

And tip-toed out again to rcalms of space, 

But lcft thc тстогу of hcr blushing facc. 

And whcn, at last, hcr bcating hcart stood still, 

As though no morc subscrvicnt to hcr will, 

And whcn with fluttcring breath, shc closcd her eycs, 

I sccmcd to losc hcr, in a mist of sighs. 

Му scnscs swam as though a bursting star 
Had sct on firc thc cloudland rcalms afar, 

For onc bricf momcnt, I was lost in fcar 
That all I hcld so passionatcly dcar 
Might chidc mc as she ncvcr had bcfore, 

And hold mc in hcr clinging arms no morc. 

I was a boy—unvcrscd in Naturc’s nccds, 

Unlcarncd of a widow’s ways, without thcir weeds. 

Shc was not wanton. Nay! shc was a woman, 

Whosc wakcncd, passionatc hcart was truly human. 

And just when love was bursting into flowcr, 

Thc fatcs, rclcntlcss, scnt hcr saddest hour, 

And, torn apart, from all she hcld most dear, 

Time’s healing touch had dried the falling tear. 
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She lovcđ me. I could fccl her bosom stir 
Anđ strivc to soothc my turbulcnt thoughts of hcr. 
But boon companions who havc lovcd for long, 
Draw wavcring lincs bctwixt thc right and wrong. 
And who shall say that lovc, ncw-born like this, 
Must nevcr know the madncss of a kissl 
And who shall say it was hcr duty clcar 
То lct me find a diflcrent atmosphcrc 
In which to lcarn thc mystcrics of the world, 

Whcrc unclad sin, in wickcd cddics whirlcd! 

I must not whisper, in a carclcss way, 

Thc thoughts that camc to mc at dawn of day. 

And yct—when askcd what agc of womanhood 
Brings most dclight, producing most of good, 

I turn to widowhood with tcnder touch, 

And say; “Stop hcre, for widows know so much.” 

> 

Thou Art п Vloufcr 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OP VIEW 

Тнои art a flowcr, dcar hcart, a fragrant flowcr 
And I, thc wandcring, hair-clad, amorous bcc. 
’Mongst all the rcgal bcautics of thc bowcr, 

I scck but thcc. 

I fcel thc ivory of thy pctals fair 
Brush lightly on my bclly as I woo 
And I would sting thcc, if I did but darc, 

So swcct arc you. 

I suck thc honcy from your dcwy bowl! 

And drunken mad, with wild, delirious bliss, 
Within your cup, I yicld to you my soul 
And drink your kiss. 

Oh! pctals swcct, closc in and crush mc dcad. 

I am consumcd in flamcs of passion’s firc. 

What clsc is Icft, whcn this dcar hour hath flcd, 

But dcad dcsirc? 

Thc juicc of рорру flowers and breath of rosc, 
Wistaria’s purple, blood-flcckcd lilics whitc, 

I pilfcr and whcn, soft, your pctals closc, 

Thcn comcs thc night. 

I pour the passions of thc world of flowcrs 
Dccp in bcyond thc lips of quivcring rcd. 

Your lifc is minc to crazc thc trcmbling hours, 

Ali clsc is dead. 
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Ajtermath 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OF VIEW 

Last night, wc flcd, closc lockcd, in swcct cmbracc, 
Across thc cmpty kingdom mcn call “Spacc.” 

So dcep thc solitudc, 1 could but fccl 
Your fcar within. It madc my scnscs rccl. 

I claspcd you closer, with cncircling arm, 

As though to shield you from impcnding harm 
And like a zephyr, from thc sun-kisscd South, 

I fclt thc prcssurc of your trembling mouth. 


A flamc shot through my soul, in that first kiss, 

I was on firc. I kncw no thought but this; 

I lovcd you—mind, hcart, body, brain and soul. 
And had—sincc ccnturics first bcgan to roll. 

And when your melting mouth had answered minc, 
Within your cycs, a new-born light divinc 
Proclaimed thc wondrous miracle was done, 

And our two souls had mclted into one. 

Ohl idiot Earth, to waste thc dew of youth, 

Along thc bordcrlands of perfcct truth! 

Oh! dolts and dullards, with your feet of clay! 

То shun the glorious light of perfect day! 

In that first kiss, thc past was all laid bare. 

Thc futurc ycars, transparent as thc air 
In swift proccssion, swcpt across our path 
And left me drunk, with lovc’s swcet aflcrmath. 


То Have and to Hold 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OF VIEW 

То havc and to hold and to kiss you, 
’Til уоиг cyclids softly close, 

То strain to your sidc and to miss you, 
Whcn again ihe daylight glows 
Is bcttcr far than to mcct you, 

And clasping hand to hand, 

While othcrs calmly grcct you,— 

Thcy do not undcrstand. 

I could wish to scck you, only 
Whcn you fccl a hungry nccd— 
Whcn the hours of night arc loncly 
And thc longing hcart-strings blccd. 

I would wish to hold you ncar mc, 

То blcss you and call you fair, 

’Til уоиг scnscs ccascd to fcar me 
And you—not I—would darc. 



I could wish to read your drcaming 
And always read aright, 

*Til thc clouds and doubts of sccming, 

In a hurried host, took flight. 

I could wish to ask no qucstion, 

But to know, cach day and hour, 

Each subtlc, swect suggeslion; 

Each bud that bursts to flowcr. 

I could wish to bring you, evcr, 

Thc Heavcn-born gift of choicc, 

I could wish to jar you, ncvcr, 

With thoughts 1 dare not voicc. 

And yct—I could wish to hold you 
In a long, wild, mad embracc, 

’Til thc tale of lovc was told you, 

With the lovC'Iight on your facc. 

I could love you in storm and lightning, 

Your hcart athnll with fcar, 

Your wct limbs roiind mc tight’ning, 

And oh! so ncar! so near! 

I could lovc you in the morning, 

Whcn thc sun climbs up thc sky, 

Or, thc stars of midnight scorning, 

Within your round arms—dic. 

For the depth and brcadth of passion, 

Is to lovc with a royal will; 

Who loveth in idlc fashion, 

The cup of јоу will spill. 

Then come, if you so must will it, 

Away to the realms of spacc, 

And fecd thc firc of my desire, 

With thc glory in your face. 

> 

The Fall of Мап 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OF VIEW 

A HAND omnipotcnt, in cndlcss spacc, 

From chaos, formed a world and found a placc, 
Whcre, through the countless ages, yct iinborn, 

A star might shine from dusk to rosy morn. 

Grcat mountains rose, majcstic in ihcir might, 

And sun-kisscd hills, aglow vvith mcllovv light, 

And rippling strcams wcnt purling through thc dalcs, 
То silvcr lakcs that glistcncd in thc valcs. 

A subtle fragrancc filled cach shifting breezc, 

Thc sccnt of flowcrs in bloom and budding trccs. 
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So beautiful the earth, in Nature's eyes, 

A soul was sent to dwell, in human guise, 

A form of god-like beauty and of might. 

То drink the sunshine and to dream at night, 

In thosc old days, when first the world began, 

Strange visions came to Nature's first child, Man. 
Unclad and lone, hc rovcd from spot to spot 
And longed and ycarncd for somcthing which was not. 
Until, at last, a ргаусг wcnt up to Hcavcn 
And Naturc’s noHcst gift to man was givcn: 

A gentlc, throbbing, trcmbling, bcautcous maid, 

Fair as the man, but with a softcr shadc, 

Endowcd with bcauty and a thousand charms 
That sought thc shcltering clasp of loving arms. 

As childrcn play, in childhood's happy hours, 

Thcy rompcd and played among thc sylvan bowcrs, 

Or sportcd in thc streams whose waters swcct 
Ran cool beneath the trees at Noonday’s hcat. 

And whcn night’s sablc banners wcrc unfurlcd 
And darkncss wound hcr arms about thc world, 

On bcds of roscs, in some vinc4:lad ncst, 

Thcir drowsy scnscs found untroublcd rcst 
And wandering zcphyrs swcpt across thcm thcrc, 
Unclad, but unashamcd, in Edcn fair. 

No thought had comc to thcm of wild dcsirc 
And yct, at timcs, a smouldcring, hidden firc 
Scemcd slumbcring dccp within and ficrccr burncd. 
Whcn, in thcir slccp, thcy toward cach othcr turncd, 
Onc ambicnt night of blissful summcr-time, 

A pcrfcct night of Edcn’s balmy clime, 

Evc strctchcd hcr languorous limbs in restless slccp 
And Adam, at hcr side, sought slumbcr dccp. 

Somc trifling ihing, pcrhaps a wind-swaycd fcrn, 

A lcaf—a bird—causcd both of thcm to turn, 

Evc’s roundcđ arm was thrown above her hcad, 

Hcr dimplcd kncc, just liftcd from its bcd, 

Whcn, by this chancc, this triflc, light as air, 

Thcir warm lips met, and, trembling, lingcred thcrc. 
Thcy slcpt no morc from dusk to rosy dawn, 

’Mongst roscs rcd or on somc grassy lawn, 

But wakcncd oftcn, from strangc drcams of bliss, 

То find thcir mouths all mclting in a kiss. 

Thcir hcarts wcrc fillcd with vaguc, unknown dcsirc, 
Nor kncw thcy how to qucnch thc wondrous firc. 

A wild unrcst upon thcm scttlcd down 
And Adam’s brow would often wcar a frown, 

And then again, hc’d strokc hcr glorious hair 
And gazc into hcr cycs and call her fair, 

Thcn clasp hcr ficrccly, with cncircling arm, 

As though to shicld hcr from impending harm, 
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Thcn wildly kiss her—cycs—mouth—neck and brcast, 
Whilc shc against him, tighdy, closcly prcss’t. 

Still waitcd, hungcrcd, starvcd for somcthing morc. 

Yet litde kncw what nature had in store. 

Just how thc fall occurred, so long ago, 

Thc modern world should naturally know. 

Not touching on his gricvous fall from gracc, 

But just a hint at what wc know took place, 

And if his fall was prcmaturc, what thcn! 

That somctimcs happcns to thc bcst of mcn. 

Evc’s littlc, truant, tapcring fingcrs slim, 

Bclovcd of Adam and carcsscd by him, 

Ву accidcnt, onc night, grcw wondrous wisc, 

And found just wherc thc trccs of knowlcdgc risc. 

Amazcd, surprised, confounded, if you plcasc, 

But, womanlikc, inclincd a bit to tcasc, 

She tried expcriments of many a kind, 

То lcarn by which shc most dclight could find? 

And Adam, dizzy with hcr ncw*found charms, 

Gavc way to evcry prcssurc of hcr arms 
And gavc her childish innoccnce full sway, 

Nor carcd to chcck hcr or to say hcr: “Nay.” 

Thcn suddcnly, with savagc, passionatc clasp, 

She drcw him to hcr with an eager grasp 
And sank exhaustcd, yet with checks aname, 

Athrill with fcclings which shc could not name 
And Adam, swcpt away, on scas of bliss, 

Poured all his soul in one, long, clinging kiss. 

Т was pain, Ч was plcasurc, Ч was a јоу intcnsc. 

It seemed as though along each quivering scnse, 

Swift rivulcts of firc had found thcir way 
And burncd thcir hcarts. Thcy kncw not night nor day, 
Nor lifc, nor dcath, nor aught that mortals know. 
Thcy only kncw thcy lovcd cach othcr so. 

Nor drcamcd thcy, cvcn yct, of furthcr јоу, 

The onc swift drcam that comcs without aIIoy, 

And blcnds two loving naturcs into onc, 

Тоо swcct to last—that cnds crc 4is bcgun. 

It camc to them like lightning from thc sky. 

Each thought the vcry hour of death was nigh, 

Yct longcd to livc. Dclirious pain 

Wcnt sweeping through their inmost souls again 

And black oblivion brooded for an hour, 

0*er passion’s birth in Eden’s rosy bower. 

And when, at last, Evc wakened from hcr swoon, 

The night had flcd. Thc glarc of Edcn’s noon 
Sent showers of golden light through waving trees, 
And subde fragrance lingered on the breeze. 
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Throughout thc realm of Eđcn’s joyous bowcr, 
All things that livcd wcrc happy in that hour, 
For, lcd by swcct dcsirc, examplc givcn, 

Thcy found, on carth, thc onc forctastc of Hcaven. 


And since you must know all therc is to know, 
Whcn Evc awakcncd, in a blushing glow, 

Her thirst for knowledge, sccking to know all, 
Discovcrcd first thc sccret of thc fall. 

Shc sought thc sourcc of hcr ncW'found dclight. 
Turncd palc, grcw faint and tremblcd at thc sight. 


Thc Trec of Knowlcdgc stood—ah! ycs, it stood. 
Past tcnsc, you scc—and whilc thc past was good, 
The prcscnt nccd was grcat, without a doubt 
And prctty Evc bcgan to frct and pout. 

Shc wept and sighcd and said “I scc it all, 

For hcrc was death and thcrc, alas! the fall.” 

> 

Thc Меггу Littlc Maid and Wicl{ed 
Little Моп\ 

ANONVMOUS. FROM THE POINT OF VIEW 

Good fathcr, I havc scnt for you bccausc 
I would not tamper with thc holy laws, 

And yct, I know that somcthing is amiss, 

For when I scc thc youths and maidcns kiss, 

I trcmblc and my vcry knces grow wcak 

Until my chambcr I am forced to scek 

And thcre, with chccks aflamc, in floods of tcars, 

I toss with strangcly minglcd hopcs and fcars. 


And, fathcr, strange to say, throughout the night, 
Although my figure, as you sec, is slight, 

I dream I havc a ripe, voluptuous form, 

And strong arms, ’round me, hold mc closc and warm, 
Until at last, at last, I^Iush to say, 

Му vcry garments sccm to melt away, 

Until, as naturc clad mc, thcrc I stand, 

The willing victim to a wandcring hand. 


And at thcsc timcs, when I secm not alonc, 

The form that holds mc is not likc my own. 

It has not swclling globcs, here, such as thcsc, 

No sloping thighs nor roundcd, dimplcd knccs, 
And strangcr still— ргау, fathcr, dear, draw ncar, 
Thc ercatcst differcncc sccms to bc—just—hcrc. 
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Dcar father, should I ргау and fast, in pain? 

Ог sleep and drcam thosc blissful drcams again? 

It sccms not sin and yct my mirror shows 
A facc whcrc shamc and dcepest color glows. 

Tcll mc, it is not wickcd, fathcr, dcar. 

То find mysclf with ncw scnsations, hcre. 

Ah! heavcn! you burn, with fcvcr too, it sccms. 

Агс you, as wcll, a ргсу to fitful drcams? 

And oncc I drcamcd far more than I havc told. 

This handsomc strangcr oncc was overbold, 

And I will show thcc, fathcr, if I may, 

Just what was done. I could not but obcy. 

Thc sun had sct. The stars wcre in thc sky, 

And I was trcmbling, though I kncw not why 
And here upon this couch, 1 lay, likc this, 

When on my lips I felt a burning kiss. 

Ycs! that is likc it! Just the vcry samc!!! 

Му arms rcached upward. I was not to blamc. 

For all my soul secmcd hungcring to fccl 
Thc strangc dclight that madc my scnses rccl. 

It secmcd so strange that plcasurc should bc pain 
And yet I fain would suffcr, oncc again. 

Т was thus—and so—and cvcr did I strain 
То mcct, half way, the source of all my pain. 

Му voicc camc, fitful—brokcn—just as now— 

I was not mistress o£ myscl£, I vow!— 

I clasped thc spirit visitor like this— 

Through all my vcins, I fclt his maddcning kiss. 

Му pulsc went wild—I knew not what was donc— 

And—goodness gracious! • • • • • 

The Lament of Vasmini, the 
Dancing-Girl ‘ 

BY LAURENCE HOPE, FROM LAST POEMS, I9O5 

Ан, what hast thou donc with that Lovcr of minc? 

Thc Lovcr who only carcd for thcc? 

Minc for a handful of nights, and thinc 
For the Nights that Arc and thc Days to Вс, 

TTic sccnt of thc Champa lost its swcct— 

So swcct it was in thc Timcs that Wcre!— 

Sincc His alonc, of thc numcrous fcct 
That climb my stcps, havc rcturncd not thcrc, 

Ahi, Vasmini, rcturn not thcrcl 

'All poems by Laurence Норе are copyrightcd by Dodd, Mcad and Com- 
рапу, Ncw York. 
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Art thou yct athrill at thc touch of His hand, 

Art thou stiil athirst for His waving hair? 

Nay, passion, thou ncvcr couldst undcrstand, 

Lifc’s hcights and dcpths thou wouldst ncvcr darc. 
Thc grcat Things lcft thcc untouchcd, unmoved, 

Thc Lcsscr Things had thy constant carc. 

Ah, what hast thou donc wiih thc Lovcr I lovcd, 
Who found mc wanting, and thcc so fair? 

Ahi, Yasmini, Нс found hcr fair! 

Nay, пау, thc grcatest of all was thine; 

The lovc of thc Onc whom I cravcd for so, 

But such I doubt if thou couldst divinc 
Thc Gracc and Glory of Lovc, or know 
Thc worth of thc Onc whom thinc arms cmbraccd, 

I may misjudgc thce, but who can tell? 

So hard it is, for thc onc displaccd, 

То wcigh thc worth of a rival’s spcll. 

Ahi, Vasmini, thy rival’s spclll 

And Thou, whom I loved: have the scasons brought 
That fair contcnt, which allurcd Thce so? 

Is it all that Thy dclicatc fancy wrought? 

Vasmini wondcrs; shc may not know. 

Yct ncver thc Stars descrt thc sky, 

То fadc away in thc desolatc Dawn, 

But Yasmini watches thcir glory dic, 

And mourns for hcr own Bright Star withdrawn, 
Ahi, Ya$mini, thc lovcly dawnl 

Ah, ncvcr thc lingering gold dics down 
In a sunset Bare of resplendent light, 

And ncvcr thc palm-trcc’s fcathcry crown 
Uprcars itsclf to thc shadowy night, 

But Yasmini thinks of those evcnings past, 

Whcn shc praycd thc glow of thc glimmcring Wcst 
То vanish quickly, that night, at last, 

Might bring Thcc back to hcr waiting breast, 

Ahi, Yasmini, how swcct that rcst! 

Yct I would not say that I always wcep; 

Thc forcc, that madc such a dcspcratc thing 
Of my lovc for Thcc, has not fallcn aslccp; 

Thc blood siill lcaps, and thc scnscs sing, 

While other passion has oft availed. 

(Othcr Lovc—Ah, my Onc, forgivc!—) 

То aid, whcn Churus and Opium failed;— 

I could not su^cr so much and livc. 

Ahi, Yasmini, who had to livc? 

Nay, why should I say “Forgivc” to Thcc? 

То whom my lovcrs and I arc naught, 

Who granted some passionate nights to mc 
Thcn rosc and lcft mc with nevcr a thought! 
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And yct, Ah, yct, for thosc Nights that Wcrc, 

Thy passivc iimbs and thy loosc lovcd hair, 

I would рау, as I havc paid, all thcsc days, 

With thc lovc that kills and thc thought that slays. 

Ahi, Vasmini, thy youth it slaysl 

Thc youthful widow, with shavcn hair, 

Whosc scnscs achc for thc lovc of a man, 

Thc young Pricst, knowing that womcn агс fair, 
Who stcms his longing as bcst hc can, 

Thcsc suffcr not as I suffcr for Thcc; 

For thc Soul dcsircs what thc scnscs cravc, 

Thcre will ncvcr bc plcasurc or pcacc for mc, 

Since Нс who woundcd, alonc could savc. 

Ahi, Vasmini, Нс will not savcl 

Thc torchlight flarcs, and thc lovcrs lcan 
Toward Vasmini, with ycarning cycs, 

Who danccs, wondcring what thcy mean, 

And givcs coid kisscs, and scant rcplics. 

Thcy talk of Lovc, shc withholds thc namc,— 

(Lovc camc to hcr as a Flamc of Fircl) 

From things that arc only a wcary shamc; 

Trivial Vanity;—light Dcsire. 

Ahi, Vasmini, thc light Dcsirc! 

Vasmini bcnds to thc praisc of mcn, 

And looks in the mirror, upon her hand, 

То cursc thc bcauty that failcd hcr thcn— 

Ah, nonc of hcr lovcrs can unđcrstandl 
How hcr wholc lifc hung on that bcauty’s powcr, 
Thc spcll that wancd at thc final tcst, 

Thc charm that palcd in thc vital hour,— 

Which won so many,—yet lost thc bcst! 

Ahi, Vasmini, who lost thc bcst! 

Shc lcavcs thc dancing to rcach thc roof, 

With thc lovcr who claims thc passing hour, 

Нсг lips arc his, but hcr cycs aloof 
Whilc thc starlight falls in a silvcr showcr. 

Lct him takc what pleasurc, what lovc, hc may, 

Нс, too, will suffcr c’cr lifc bc spcnt,— 

But Vasmini’s soul has wandercd away 
То join thc Lovcr, who camc,—^and wcnt! 

Ahi, Vasmini, Нс camc,—and wcnt! 

М 

Song of Ramesratn Temple Girl 

BY LAURENCE HOPE, I905 

Now is thc season of my youth, 

Not thus shall I always be. 

Listcn, dcar Lord, thou too art young, 

Таке thy pleasurc with me. 
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Му hair is straight as thc falling rain, 

And finc as morning mist, 

I am a rosc awaiting thcc 
That nonc have touchcd or kisscd. 

Do as thou wilt with minc and mc, 
Bclovcd, I only ргау, 

Follow the promptings of thy youth. 

Lct therc bc no delay! 

Л lcaf that flutters upon the bough, 

A momcnt, and it is gone,— 

A bubblc amid the fountain spray,— 

Ah, pause, and think thereon; 

For such is youth and its passing bloom 
That wait for thcc this hour, 

If aught in thy hcart incline to mc 
Ah, stoop and pluck thy flowcr! 

Comc, my Lord, to thc temple shadc, 
Whcrc cooling fountains play, 

If aught in thy heart incline to lovc 
Let therc bc no delay! 

Мапу shall faint with love of mc 
And I shall slake their thirst, 

But Fatc has brought thee hither to*day 
That thou shouldst be the first. 

Old, so old агс the tcmple'Walls, 

Lovc is oldcr than thcy; 

But I am thc short-lived tcmple rose, 

Blooming for ihcc to-day. 

Thinc am I, Princc, and only thine, 

What is thcrc more to say? 

If aught in thy heart incline to lovc 
Lct thcrc bc no dclayl 

/ 

Early Love 

BY LAURENCE HOPE, I905 

Who says I wrong thce, my half-opened rosc? 
Litdc hc knows of thee or me, or love.— 

I am $0 tcndcr of thy fragile youth 
Yca, in my hours of wildest ecstasy, 

Kccping closc-bittcd cach carcering scnsc. 

Only I givc minc cyes unmcasurcd law 
То fccd thcm whcrc thcy will, and their dclight 
Was curbed at first, until thy tender shame 
Dicd in the bearing of thy first born јоу. 
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I am not cnicl, my half'opened rose, 

Though in thc sunshine of my own dcsirc 
1 havc uncurled thy pctals to thc light 
And fcd the tendrils of thy dawning scnsc 
With dclicate caresscs, till thcy leavc 
Thcc trcmulous with the newncss of thy јоу, 

Sharing thy lovcr’s fire with innoccnt flame. 

Othcrs will wrong thec, that I wcll forcscc, 

Bcing a man, knowing my fcllow mcn, 

And thcy who, knowing, would blamc my love of thcc 
Contcntedly will scc thy bcauty givcn, 

Whcn thc world judges thou art ripc to wed,— 

То the rough ritcs of marriage, to thc pain 
And grievous wcariness of child-gctting,— 

This shall bc right and licit in thcir cycs— 

But it would brcak my heart, werc I alivc. 

Yca, This will be; many will doubtlcss sharc 
Thc rosc whose bud has been my onc dclight, 

And I shall not be there to shicld my flowcr. 

Yct, I have taught thec of the ways of men, 

Much I have learnt in citics and in courts, 
Winnowcd to suit thy tcndcr brain,—is thine, 

Thus Lifc shall find thce, not all unprcpared 
То face its callous, subtle cruclties. 

Still,—it will profit littlc; I disccrn 

Thou art of those whose love will provc thcir cursc, 

—Thou sayest thou lovest mc, to thy dclight? 

Nay, little one, it is not love as yet. 

Dear as thou art, and lovely, thou canst not lovc, 

Thy latcr loves shall show thc truth of this. 

Ау, by somc subtle signs I know full wcll 
That thou art capablc of that great lovc 
Whose glory has the light of unknown hcavens, 

And makes hot Hcll for thosc who harbour it. 

Naught I can say could save ihcc from thysclf, 

Ah, wcrc I half my age! 

Had bccn too old for thy swcct thirtccnth усаг, 

Still, thou art happy now, and glad thinc cycs, 

Whcn, as thc lilac cvcning gains thc sky, 

I lay thce, ’twixt thinc own soft hair and mc, 

Kissing thy scnscs into soft dclight. 

Ruffling thc pctals of my half<Ioscd rose 
With tcndcr touchcs, and perpctual carc 
That no wild momcnt of minc own delight 
Dccp in the flower’s hcart,—should sct thc fruit. 

Ah, in thc days to comc, it wcll may bc, 

Whcn thou shalt scc thy bcauty staincd and torn 
Ву the harsh scqucl of somc futurc lovc, 
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Tb;' thoughts shal] stray to thy hrst bve/sgrave, 
And thou shait тигтиг, “Ау, but that was love, 
They were most vvrong vvho saiđ he did me vvrong. 
Only I vvas too young to understand/* 

Л 

Dis /оуа/ 

BY LAUREKCE HOPE, IpOl 

You wcrc morc than a Lovcr to mc,— 

Wcrc something sacred, and half divine,— 
Akin to Sunsct ovcr thc Sca, 

То lcavcs that trcmblc and stars that shinc. 

Thcrc was not much to attract in me, 

No gift or bcauty; you did not сагс 
Enough to givc mc fidelity 
Who carcd so deeply, and could not share. 

Alas, my Tcmplcl I find thc Shrinc 
I cntcrcd barcfoot, with bcndcd hcad, 

То рау that tcndcr homagc of minc, 

An opcn courtyard, whcrc all may trcadl 

And all men knew it, I hear, but I, 

Who bcing a trusting fool, it sccms, 

Wcnt to thc Markct of Lovc to buy 
With coins of worship, and faith, and dreamsl 

Still it is ovcr. Now, to forgctl 
I know not whethcr to choosc ancw 
In hopcs of finding loyalty yct, 

Or fond but faithless, drift on with you. 

Loving you lightly, among the rcst,— 

(Мапу a littlc, not grcatly onc),— 

You may be right: I may find it best 
То do, hcnccforward, as you havc donc. 

But ah, for my swcct, lost nights with you, 
Whcn had Dcath bccn, in thc dawning grcy, 
Pricc of уоиг beauty and lovc, I kncw 
I would have paid, and been glad to payl 

A 

The Теа\ Forest 

BY LAURENCE HOPE, I902 

Whether I lovcd you who shall say? 
Whcthcr I driftcd down your way 
In the endless River of Chance and Change 
And you woke the strange 
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Unknown longings that have no names, 

But burn us in their hidden flamci, 

Who shall say? 

Life is a strange and a wayward thing: 

We heard the bells of the Temples ring, 

The married children, in passing, sing. 

The month of marriagc, thc month of spring, 
Was full of the breath of sunburnt flowcrs 
That bloom in a ficrccr light than ours, 

And, under a sky morc ficrccly bluc, 

I came to youi 

You told mc tales of your vivid lifc 
Where dcath was crucl and danger rife— 

Of dccp dark forests, of poisoned trccs, 

Of pains and passions that scorch and frcezc, 

Of southcrn noontidcs and eastern nights, 

Whcrc love grcw frantic with strange delights, 
Whilc mcn werc slaying and maidcns danccd, 
Till I, who listcned, Iay still, cntranccd. 

Thcn, swift as a swalIow hcading south, 

I kissed your mouthl 

Onc night whcn the plains wcrc bathcd in blood 
From sunsct light in a crimson flood, 

Wc wandcrcd undcr thc young tcak trccs 
Whose branches whined in the light night breeze; 
You lcd mc down to the watcr’s brink, 

“Thc Spring whcrc thc Panthcrs comc to drink 
At night; therc is always watcr hcrc 
Вс thc scason ncvcr so parchcd and scrc.” 

Havc wc souls of bcasts in thc forms of mcn? 

I fain would have tasted уошг lifc'blood then. 

The night feli swiftly; this sudden land 
Can ncvcr lcnd us a twilight strand 
’Twixt thc daylight shorc and thc occan night, 
But takcs—as it givcs—at oncc, thc light. 

Wc laid us down on thc stccp hillsidc, 

Whilc far bcIow us wild pcacocks cricd, 

And wc somctimcs hcard, in thc sunburnt grass, 
Thc stcalthy sicps of thc Junglc pass. 

We listcncd; kncw not whcthcr thcy wcnt 
On lovc or hungcr the morc intcnt. 

And undcr your kisscs I hardly kncw 
Whcthcr I lovcd or hatcd you. 

But your words were flame and уоиг kisses firc, 
And who shall resist a strong dcsirc? 

Not I, who$c life is a broken boat 
On a sea of passions, adrift, afloat. 
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And, whcthcr I camc in lovc ог hatc, 

That 1 camc to you was writtcn by Fatc 
In cvcry huc of thc blood-rcd sky, 

In cvcry tonc of the pcacocks’ сгу. 

While cvcry gust of thc Junglc night 
Was fanning thc flamc you had sct alight. 

For thcse things havc powcr to stir thc blood 
And compcl us all to thcir own chancc mood. 

And to love or not wc arc no morc frcc 
Than a ripplc to risc and leavc the sca. 

We arc evcr and always slaves of thcsc, 

Of the suns that scorch and the winds that frcczc, 
Of the faint swcet scents of thc sultry air, 

Of thc half heard howl from the far off lair. 
Thesc chancc things master us ever. Compcl 
То the heights of Hcavcn, the depths of Hell. 

Whether I lovc you? You do not ask 
Nor waste yoursclf on the thanklcss task. 

I givc your kisses at lcast rcturn, 

What mattcr whethcr they frcczc or burn. 

I fccl thc strcngth of your fcrvent arms, 

What mattcr whether it heals or harms. 

You arc wise; you take what the Gods havc sent. 
You ask no questions, but rest content 
So I am with you to takc your kiss, 

And perhaps I valuc you more for this. 

For this is Wisdom; to love, to live, 

То take what Fate, or thc Gods, may give, 

То ask no qucstion, to make no ргауег, 

То kiss the lips and carcss the hair, 

Spccd passion’s ebb as you grect its flow,— 

То have,—to hold,—and,—in time,—lct go! 

And this is our Wisdom; wc rcst togcther 
On thc grcat lone hills in the storm-filled weathcr, 
And watch thc skies as they pale and burn, 

The goldcn stars in their orbits turn, 

While Love is with us, and Time and Peace, 

And life has nothing to givc but thcsc, 

But, whether you lovc me, who shall say, 

Or whethcr you, drifting down my way 
In the grcat sad Rivcr of Chance and Changc, 
With your looks so wcary and words so stramge, 
Lit my soul from somc hidden flamc 
То a passionatc longing without a namc^ 

Who shall say? 

Not I, who am but a brokcn boat, 

Contcnt for awhilc lo drift afloat 
In thc littlc noontidc of lovc’s dclights. 

Bctwccn two Nights. 



Afridi Love 

BY LAURENCE HOPE, I902 

SiNCE, oh, Belovcd, you аге not cvcn faithful 
То mc, who lovcd you so, for onc short night, 

For one brief spacc of darkncss, though my abscncc 
Did but endurc until thc dawning light: 

Sincc all your beauty—which was mine—you squandcrcd 
On that which now lies dcad across уоиг door; 

See hcre this knife, made keen and bright to kill you. 
You shall not sec thc sun rise апу more. 

Lie still! Lie still! Гп all the empty villagc 
Who is there left to hear or hecd your сгу? 

ЛП are gonc down to labour in the vallcy, 

Who will rcturn bcforc уоиг timc to dic? 

N 0 use to struggle; when I found you slceping, 

I took your hands and bound them to уоиг side, 

And both thcse slcnder fect, too apt at straying, 

Down to the cot on which you lic arc tied. 

Lie still, Belovcd; that dead thing lying yondcr, 

I hated and I killeđ, but lovc is swcct, 

And you are more than sweet to mc, who lovc you, 
Who decked my cyes with dust from off your fcct. 

Give me your lips; ah, lovcly and disloyal 
Give me yoursclf again; bcforc you go 

Down through thc darkness of the Grcat, Blind Portal, 
All of life’s bcst and bascst you must know. 

Erstwhile, Beloved, you werc so young and fragile 
I held you gently, as one holds a flowcr: 

But now, God knows, what use to still be tendcr 
То onc whose Iife is done within an hour? 

I hurt? What then? Death will not hurt you, dearcst, 

As you hurt me, just for a singlc night. 

You call mc crucl, who laid my lifc in ruins 
То gain onc littlc moment of dclight. 

Look up, look out, across thc opcn doorway 
Thc sunlight streams. Thc distant hills are blue. 

Look at thc pale, pink pcach trccs in our gardcn, 

Swect fruit will comc of thcm;—but not for you. 

Thc fair, far snow, upon thosc jaggcd mountains 
That gnaw against thc hard bluc Afghan sky 

Will soon dcscend, sct frce by summcr sunshinc. 

You will not scc thosc torrcnts swccping by. 
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Tbe world is not for уои. From this day forvvard, 

You must lic still alone, who wouIcl not lic 

Alonc for onc night only, though rcturning 
I was, when earliest dawn should brcak thc sky. 

Thcrc lies my lutc, and many strings are brokcn, 

Somc onc was playing it, and some one torc 

The silkcn tasscls round my Hookah woven; 

Some onc who plays, and smokcs, and lovcs, no morel 

Somc onc who took last night his fill of plcasurc, 

As I took minc at dawn! The knife went home 

Straight through his hcart! God only knows my rapturc 
Bathing my chill hands in the warm red foam. 

And so I pain you? This is only loving, 

Wait till I kill you! Ah, this soft curled hair! 

Surcly thc fault was minc, to Love and lcavc you 
Evcn a singlc night, you are so fair. 

Cold stccl is vcry cooling to thc fcrvour 
Of overpassionatc ones, Bcloved, like you. 

Nay, turn your lips to minc. Not quite unlovcly 
Thcy arc as yct, as yct, though quitc untruc. 

What will уоиг brothers say, to-night rcturning 
With ladcn camcls homewards to thc hills, 

Finding you dcad, and me aslccp bcsidc you, 

Will hc wakc mc first bcfore hc kills? 

For I shall slccp. Hcrc on thc cot bcsidc you 
Whcn you, my Hcart’s Delight, arc cold in dcath. 

Whcn your young hcart and rcstlcss lips arc silcnt, 
Grown chilly, cvcn bcncath my burning brcath. 

When I havc slowly drawn my knifc across you, 

Taking my plcasure as I scc you swoon, 

I shall slccp sound, worn out by lovc’s last fcrvour, 

And thcn, God grant your kinsmen kill mc soon! 

Song by Gulbaz 

BY LAURENCE HOPE, I9O2 

Is it safc to lic so loncly whcn thc summcr twilight closcs 

N 0 companion maidcns, only you aslccp among thc roscs? 

“Thirtccn, fourtccn ycars you numbcr, and уоиг hair is soft 
and sccntcd, 

Pcrilous is such a slumbcr in thc twilight all untcntcd. 
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“Loncly lovclincss mcans dangcr, Iying in уоиг rosc-Icaf ncst, 
What if somc young passing strangcr brokc into уоиг carclcss 
rcst?” 

But shc wouId not hccd thc warning, Iay alonc scrcnc and 
slight, 

Till thc rosy spcars of morning slcw thc darkncss of thc night. 

Young lovc, walking sofdy, found hcr, in thc sccntcd, shady 
closcs, 

Thrcw his ardcnt arms around hcr, kisscd hcr lips bcncath 
thc roscs. 

And shc said, with smilcs and blushcs, “WouId that I had 
sooncr known! 

Ncvcr now thc morning thrushcs wakc and Hnd mc all alonc. 

“Sincc you said thc rosc-lcaf covcr swcct protcction gavc, 
but slight, 

I havc found this dcar young lovcr to protcct mc through thc 
Night!” 

> 

The Bed of Love 

BY JAMES F. MORTON, JR. U. S. A., I905 

Garden of bliss, whcrc faircst flowcrs arc cullcd; 

Rich mine of trcasurcs, wanting no bright gem; 
Scrpendcss Eden of a blcss^d pair; 

Bcst jewcl in a lifc’s bright diadcm. 

Hcncc with thc thought of shamc to him who dccms 
Foul cvil of thc joys he may not sharci 
Thcrc is no stain in lovc; thc onIy sin 

Is hc who scorns thc garb of lovc to wear. 

Swcct homc of passion, ncst of matcd hcarts 
Quick throbbing cach to cach in wild dcsirc; 

Till swift, rcsisdcss, through cach pulsc and vein 
Lcaps quivcring forth lovc’s own magnctic firc. 

O wrctchcd, cmpty livcs, that ncvcr kncw 
Thc thrill of lovc’s ccstatic, ficrcc cmbracc! 

Whcn, lips to lips tight presscd, hcart bcais to hcart, 
With hot, sharp brcaths; and lovc-fircd limbs cnlace. 

Thy swcct will, lovc, bc donc! From that blcst couch 
Fond lovers may not risc unsatisficd; 

Dcnied the crowning act of pcrfcct bliss, 

Whcn bcing into bcing seems to glidc. 
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Rcst, loving hcarts, in blissful lassitude, 

Still tightly clasped in soft, encircling arms. 

SIccp, swcctly slecp, to wakc and tastc again 

Thc maddening richness of each othcr’s charms. 

Lovc’s hour is bricf, but crowned with wcalth bcyond 
Thc brightcst splendors of the lovelcss ycars. 

The throncs of monarchs and thc seats of gods 

Shrink all to naught in love’s bright smiles or tears. 

Bcst homc of lovc! То many an amorous fray 
We vow thy snowy shects to dcdicate; 

That bards to comc, in oft-rcpcatcd strains, 

Thy pcrfcct hours may long commemorate. 

Lot/e Triumphant 

BY CEORGE SVLVESTER VIERECK. FROM NINEVEH AND OTHER 
POEMS, 1907 

Your body’s trcasures are mine tO'day, 

Though bitter as gall be their savour still; 

From head to foot shall my kisscs play, 

Till naught is kcpt from thcir sovcreign will! 

The voice of my nced supreme must guide 
Му passionate lovc to its destined goal; 

Му fcverish fingcrs shall scck and glide 
Until at thc last I hold the soul. 

Му hot strong hands will no veil endure 
That shadows your radiant nakcdness; 

Lay barc each bcauty, conccal no lurc, 

Leavc naught to hinder my fond caress! 

Young blood bcats onward, unchecked by shame, 
Whcn passion’s harvcst is ripc to rcap; 

For who shall speak with the raging flame, 

Ог stay thc cataract in its leap.^ 

• 

Му armics havc stormed at your city’s gate— 

I havc conqucrcd you, hold you. Might is right 
With thc bcasts of thc wild that cclebrate 
In thc junglc thcir primal marriagc night. 

You too arc movcd by thc sclfsamc powcr, 

Your quick breath tells in its shuddering fall: 
Thcrc is naught so strong as lovc this hour— 

Call it god or bcast, it is lord of all! 
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Thc god in mc and thc bcast in mc 
And all decp things comc up to light; 

And I vvould barter my soul to bc 
Thc prizc of lovc for a singlc night. 

Onc long, long night of suprcmc dcsire, 

Onc long, long night of riot and rage; 

For you arc the sea and I the firc, 

And old as thc vvorld is thc vvar vve vvagc. 

Thc old, old strifc of vvoman and man 
That cvcr has bccn, and still shall be 
Until the day vvhen the vaultcd span 
Shall sink a vvrcck in the vvhclming sea. 

Once fed, no longcr the vvolf-pack raves: 

But love can never of madness tirc, 

And I must drovvn in уоиг passion’s vvavcs, 

And you consume in my hot dcsirc. 

This ihc lavv of thc flovvering south, 

Of the snovv-clad north vvherc thc vvorld is vvhitc.... 
You shall faint and fall as I crush your mouth 
Beneath a conqueror’s ruthlcss mighl! 

Му life is poured in thc stream of yours, 

But fire and flood vvcrc not meant to matc: 

We shall ncver be one vvhile thc vvorld cndures— 
Anđ the mcaning of love at the last is hatc! 

Му soul is drunk vvith your maddening charms; 

You have taken all—I have naught to lose. 

About mc tightcn your slendcr arms 
With thc very grip of thc hangman’s noosc. 

So Ict us struggle, both flame and flood, 

Let love and hatc and scnse have play 
Till the slovv davvn rises bathcd in blood, 

And you are and I arc dead cre day! 

The Haunted House 

BY GEORGE SVLVESTER VIERECK. FROM NINEVEH AND ОТНЕГ 
POEMS, 1907 

I LAY beside you ... on your lips thc vvhilc 
Hovcred, rnost strange ... thc miragc of a smile, 

Such as a minstrcl lovcr might havc sccn 
Upon thc visage of somc antiquc quccn— 

Flickering likc flame, half chokcd by vvind and dust, 
Wcary of all things saving song and lust. 

Hovv many days and ycars and lovcrs’ lics 
Gavc you your knovvlcdgc? You arc vcrywisc 
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And tired) yet iniadate to the last. 

These things I thought, but said not; and there paised 
Before my vision in voluptuous quest, 

The pageant of the lovers who possessed 
Your soul and body even as I possess, 

Who marked your passion in its nakedness 
And all your love-sins when your love was new. 

Thcy 8aw as I your quivering brcast, and drcw 
Nearer to the consuming flame that burns 
Dccp to the marrow of my bone, and turns 
Му hcart to lovc cvcn as thcirs who knew 
From heađ to girdlc each swcet curvc of you, 

Each little way of loving. No carcss, 

But a^s thc part of formcr lovcs. Ah ycs, 

Evcn thus your hand toycd in thc locks of him 
Who camc bcforc me. Was he fair of limb 
Or vcry đark? What mattcr, with such lurcs 
You snared the hcarts of all your paramoursl 

To-night I fccl thc prcscncc of thc othcrs, 

Your lovcrs wcre thcy and arc now my brothcrs 
And I havc nolhing that has not bccn thcirs, 

No singlc bloom the trcc of passion bcars 
They havc not pluckcd. Bclov^d, can it bc? 

Is thcrc no gift that you rcscrve for mc— 

No loving kindncss or no subde sin, 

No secrct shrinc that nonc has cntcrcd in, 

Whithcr no mocking mcmorics pursuc 
Lovc’s wisiful pilgrim? I am wcary too, 

With wcarincss of all your lovcrs, whcn 
I foIIow in thc ways of othcr mcn, 

I know cach spot of уоиг swcct body is 
A cross, thc tombstone of some pcrishcd kiss. 

A touch ... and an innumcrable host 
Of shadows riscs... at each sidc a ghost. 

Withal its bcauty and its fauldess grace 
Your body, dcarest, is a haunted placc. 

Whcn I diđ yicld to passion’s swift demand, 

Onc of your lovcrs touched mc with his hand. 

And in the pang of amorous delight 
I hear strange voiccs calling through the night. 

> 

A Uttle Maid of Sappho 

BY GEORGE SVLVESTSR VIERECK. FROM THE CANDLE AND 
THE FLAME, 1912 

O LiTTLE siren of thc rosc-whitc skin, 

Reared to strangc music and to stranger sin, 

With scornful lips that movc to no man’s plca— 

O litde Maid of Sappho, comc to me! 
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Beneath long lashes downcast eyes and соу, 

Yet uninitiate to no sccret joyl 
O bud burst open ere hcr day bcgun, 

Thc virgin and thc strumpct blcnt in onc! 

Come closc to mc! Lay your small hand in mine, 
And drink the music of my words likc winc. 

And lct me touch your litde breasts that swcll 
With јоу remcmbcrcd whcrc hcr kisscs fcll... 
Ah! shc whosc wisc carcssivc fingcrs strikc 
Your hcart-strings and thc cithara alikc! 

Ву what lovc-potion is your passion fanned, 

What is thc magic of that wary hand? 

What is thc sccrct of hcr strangc carcss, 

Fiercc, torturcd kisses, or the tcndcrncss 
That woman gives to woman—flamc or snow? 

I, too, can kiss or bruisc you. You shall know 
That lovc likc minc is dclicatc as hcrs, 

Or maddcr still, to maddcr passion stirs, 

That shall consume you likc somc ficry sca— 

O litdc Maid of Sappho, comc to mc! 

Or is it song that scts your blood on firc? 

Bchold in me no novicc to thc Iyrc. 

Who is this woman Sappho? I can sing 
Likc her of Eros. Yca, cach voiceless thing, 

The very rocks of Mytilcnc’s strand 

Shall bc madc vocal at your swcct command. 

Hcrs but thc cooing of thc Lcsbian lutcs, 

Minc cvery passion in thc hcart that roots, 

Albcit your swcctncss livcs in Sappho’s song, 

Hcr lovc is barren ... and thc years arc long. 

And how shc sang, and how shc lovcd and cricd, 
OnIy by moonsick womcn will bc hcard. 

The Iyric thundcr that my hand has hurlcd 
Shall ring with rcsonant music through thc world, 
Quickcning thc blood in cvcry lovcr’s brcast, 

And then your bcauty on my glory’s crcst 
Shall ridc, a goddcss to ctcrnity— 

O litdc Maid of Sappho, comc to mc! 

Unscathcd in Lovc’s dominion I havc bccn, 

And still a sccptic kisscd thc mouth of Sin. 

Lovc sccmed thc drcariest of all things on carth 
Until my passion fillcd your hcart with mirth! 
Like frightcncd bird my cynic wisdom flics 
Bcforc thc crucl candour of your cycs. 

As for swcct rain a vallcy sick with drouth, 

Thus thirsts my lovc for your indi^crcnt mouth! 
And still your thoughts arc wandcring to thc dcll 
Whcrc Sappho walks and whcrc hcr minions 
dwcll... 

Вс thcn, of maidcns most corrupt, most chastc, 
The onc delight that I shall never uste! 
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And through the dreary zons yet unborn 
The lovc of you shall rankle likc a thornl 
Leavc one last thrill for my sad hcart to crave 
In thc ennui of heaven or thc gravc!... 

Incite my passion, my cmbraccs flcc— 

And ncvcr, ncver, ncvcr comc to mc! 

O listcn, listen to my hcart-bcat’s cail! 

Aught clsc I say, it is not truc at all. 

She has her maidens whom her soft ways woo, 
And thcy to hcr агс no less dcar than you. 

For your dcar sakc I gladly fling asidc 
Laurels and lovesl A bcggar strippcd of pride, 

I only know I nced you morc than shc— 

O littlc Maid of Sappho, comc to mc! 

/ 

Leto's Child 

BY MAURICE HEWLETT. FROM ARTEMISION, I9O9 

• •••••• 

There bctwccn thc trccs 

The prying Fauns and Woodmcn dark 

And prick-car’d Satyrs hcr did mark, 

How all abandon*d to hcr mood 
Of carelcss lovely lassitudc— 

So ripc, so mclting, like a rosc 
That dcwy-hcartcd throbs and blows 
Languorous in the wind’s carcsscs— 

Shc lay bccurtaincd in loosc trcsscs, 

Not sccing what hcr half-dropt zonc 
Lct of hcr bosom’s bowcr bc shown, 

Ог that soft thing abcating thcrc, 

Ungirdlcd trcasurc, warm and barc. 

And as thcy pccpt and spicd upon 
Thc goodly sight shc madc, camc Onc 
Advcnturous, whom thc Woodfolk drcadcd, 
Grcat Pan thc goat-foot, horny-hcadcd, 

And saw hcr, and bcgan to woo hcr 
With his ficrcc music to undo hcr, 

And makc hcr formcr shamcs go palc 
Beside hcr lattcr. Hcrc’s no talc 
For mc who walk in Hymnia’s bcam, 

Undcr hcr moon-wovc cycs adrcam, 

То tcll you how Pan workt his will, 

Ог how shc fcndcd, with what skill 
Garncr’d within that swcctcr nest 
Whcn shc had laid on hcr Marc’s brcast, 

And onc the othcr comforted. 

Litdc cnough that scrv’d her stead 
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This turn! Callisto was too tcndcr 
For the chill part: shc must surrendcr. 
Like white dawns hung in goldcn mist 
That soon repcnt their wintry tryst 
And go aweeping, shc too soon 
Gavc him his hire, her body’s boon; 

And, all thc kinder for laic frost, 

Was painful that he nothing lost 
Ву tardy chaffering. So hc brought hcr 
То his tree-haunts, and lightly taught her 
AII of love’s mystery; and this maid 
For love’s sake ihought that well betray’d 
Which had bcen life, had shc but known it 
As afterwards she had to own it. 

Ah, passion of ihe love-denied 
That venturcs all for’t far and widc, 

That lacking sweet love falls to foul, 

And feeds ihe flcsh and starves ihe soul! 
Her woe was working in her womb 
Wherc ihat seed lay that was her doom: 
Gotten by Pan, by Pan let lie 
While he to other game gavc еус, 
Forgetful of what he had wrought 
In thc grecn forest when he taught 
Callisto love, and found her apt. 

• ###•#• 


The Darl{-Ey€d Gentleman 

BY THOMAS HARDV 


I piTCHED my day’s lcazings in Crimmercrock Lane, 

То tie up my garter and jog on again, 

Whcn a dear dark-eyed gentlcman passcd ihcre and said, 
In a way that made all o’ mc colour rose-rcd, 

“What do I scc— 

O pretty kncc!” 

And he came and he ticd up my gartcr for mc. 

II 

’Twixt sunset and moonrisc it was, I can mind: 

Ah, ’tis casy to lose what wc never morc findl— 

Of the dcar strangcr’s homc, of his name, I kncw nought, 
But I soon knew his nature and all that it brought. 

Thcn bitterly 
Sobbcd I that hc 

Should cver havc tied up my gartcr for mc! 
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Yct now Fvc bcsidc mc a finc lisiomc lad, 

And my siip*s nigh forgot, and my days агс not sad; 
Му own dcarcst јоу is hc, comradc, and friend, 

Не it is who safcguards mc, on him I depend; 

No sorrow brings hc, 

And thankful 1 be 

That his daddy once tied up my garter for mel 


Resemblance ^ 

BY DONALD EVANS. FROM DISCORDS 

One dusk thy imagc for all timc I caught,— 

Thou stoodst bcforc mc whitcly garmentless, 
Thinc cycs wcrc flamc and thy arms opcncd widc, 
Whilc thy rcd mouth madc sound deliriously. 

Thy tendcr flcsh I gathercd to my side 
Until thy hcart against my hcart did prcss, 

And in thy nubilc body’s mystcry 
I found thc spccchlcss pcrfcct јоу I soughtl 




Sonnet Eternal 

ВУ DONALD EVANS. FROM DISCORDS 

It is not that I lovc thcc апу lcss, 

Which holds mc back whcn I might so closc bc: 
Thy lips havc opcncd, calling hungrily, 

And thy cycs fill with qucstioning distrcss. 

I stand away but to oncc morc confcss 
How my wholc soul throbs with its pridc in thcc,— 
Still gazc I at my fortunc wondcringly, 

For thou art ncar thc stars in pcrfcctncssl 


O kccn clcan limbs! O litdc swcct flcct fcctl 
O bright whitc thighs that arc lovc’s rcsting-placcl 
O singing curvcs that makc thy body’s linel 
Whcn and whcrc was it first wc two did mcct? 


And how havc I dcscrvcd of lifc this gracc, 

Possession of thy womanhood divine? 

^AU poemi by Donald Evans are publUhed and copyrighted by Nicholas L. 
Brown, New York. 
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Infidelities 

BY DONALD EVANS, I916 

My darling, you writc mc charming lcttcrs from уоиг bcđ, 
Thcy carcss mc, and thc darkncss covcrs us, 

And your luminous whispcrs агс in my car, 

You call mc, and I comc to you as I rcad, 

Eagcr to givc you to my hands, 

And bc lost upon your brcast. 

But oftcn ncxt day whcn I rc-rcad a lcttcr I drcam, 

I wondcr, was not your husband, whilc you wrotc it 
In thc ncxt room rising from his bath, 

And sprinkling ricc powdcr ovcr himsclf 
Making ready to comc to you? 

Wcrc not pcrhaps thc words you wrotc 
Your torch to sct yoursclf in flamcs? 

Did not thc last Echocs 
Of your call to your lovcr 
Hclp to swccp you not too passivcly 
То accustomcd clamorous arms? 

Loping Kindness 

BY DONALD EVANS. FROM SONNETS FROM THE PATACONIA 

Her flcsh was lyrical and swcct to flog, 

For thc whip hlanchcd hcr blood, through cvcry vcin 
Floodcd with hatc shot a hot flow of pain, 

And hcr scrcams wcrc mufflcd by a brackish fog. 

Нс lovcd hcr, yct his passion could but frct 
Unlcss hc lashcd hcr to an awkward ragc— 

But whcn his hand wrotc tcrror on hcr pagc 
Нс kncw cxultant јоу of fcigncd rcgrct. 

Thcirs was a bond that pourcd thc winc of fcar, 

And hc draincd hcr stiffcncd limbs with crucl art. 

Нс taught hcr that all tcndcrncss had flcd 
Till shc would bcg thc hurt to tastc thc tcar, 

And whcn shc bcnt to kiss hcr crumplcd, hcart 
It lit a chincsc candlc in his hcad. 

> 

Dinner at the Hotel de la 
Tigresse Verte 

BY DONALD EVANS 

As thcy sat sipping thcir glasscs in thc courtyard 
Of thc Hotcl dc la Tigrcssc Vcrtc, 

With thcir silk'Swathcd anklcs softly kissing, 

Thcy wcrc ccitain that they had forcvcr, 
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Imprisoned ficklencss io the vodkft— 

They knew they had foimd the ultimate pulse of love. 

Story upon story, the dark windows whispered down 
То diem from above, and over the roof’s edge 
Danced a grey moon. 

The woman pressed her chicken-skin fan against her breast 
And through her ran trcpidant mutinies of desire 
With treacherics of cmotion. Her voicc vaporcd: 

*‘In which room shall it be tonight, darling?** 

His eyes swept the broad fa^ade, the windowi, 

Ticr upon ticr, and his lips were regnant: 

“In cvcry room, my bclovcdr* 

The Jest 

BY ROBERT J. SHORES 

“Now tcll mc a jcst,” said thc snoW'haircd King, 

“Thy wits arc a-gathcring wool!“ 

And hc bcnt thc ftre of his сус in ire 
On thc face of thc motlcy Fool. 

“Nay!“ cricd thc Fool as he bcnt his kncc, 

“Ncvcr may I stmlc morc, 

I havc stolcn thc lovc of thy lovcly Quccn!“ 

And hc grovcllcd on thc floor; 

“Hol’’ cricd the King in gladsome glee, 

“Но! ho! What a King of a Fool!’’ quoth hc. 


’Mid thc gorgcous court sat thc snow-haircd King 
And hc l^asted of his Fool; 

Нс sworc thc jcst was quitc thc bcst 
Hc’d hcard in all his rulc. 

“На!” cricd thc King as hc slappcd his kncc, 
“Ncvcr havc I laughcd morc— 

Нс has stolen my lovely Quccn, has hc?” 
Mcanwhilc in thc Quccn’s boudoir— 

“Но!” laughcd thc Fool in gladsomc glcc, 

“Но! Но! What a Fool of a King!” quoth hc. 


f 

And Day Comcs On 

BY EZRA POUND. FROM QUIA PAUPER AMAVI 

In orchard undcr thc hawthorn 
She has hcr lovcr till morn, 

Till the traist mcn сгу out to warn 
Thcm. God, how swift thc night, 

And day comcs on. 





О Ptadnatour, that thou end not for thc night, 

Nof take my bclovdi from my sight, 

Nor 1, nor tower>man, look on (iay4ight, 

*Fore God, how swift the night, 

And day comcs on. 

**Lovcly thou art, to hold mc close and kisst, 

Now сгу the birdi out, in the meadow mist 
Despite the cuckoldi do thou as thou iisti 
So swifdy goes the night 

And day comes on. 

**Му pretty boyi make we our р1ау agaioi 
Herc in thc orchard whcre the birds complain, 

ТШ the traist watcher his song unrcin, 

Ah Godl How swift the night 

And day comcs on.” 

“Out of thc wind that blows from hcr, 

That dancing and gende is and picasamcr, 

Havc I drunk a draught, swccter than sccnt of myrrh. 
Ah God! How swift the night 

And day comcs on.” 

Vcnus thc lady, and nonc lovclicr, 

For hcr grcat bcauty, many mcn look on hcr, 

Out of my lovc wUl hcr hcart not stir, 

Đy God, how $wift the night 

And day comes on. 

Viergier. 

Ме Нарру, Night, Night Full of 
Brightness 

ВТ EZRA POUND. FROM QU 1 A PAUPER AMAVI 

Мв happy, night, night full of brightness; 

On couch madc happy by my long dclcctations; 

How many words talkcd out with abundant candlcs; 
Strugglcs whcn thc lights wcrc takcn away; 

Now with barcd brcasts shc wrcsdcd against mc, 

Tunic sprcad in deiay; 

And shc thcn opcning my cyclids fallcn in slccp, 

Hcr lips upon ihcm; and it was hcr mouth $aying: Sluggard! 

In how many varicd cmbraccs, our changing arms, 

Hcr kisscs, how many, lingcring on my lips, 

‘Turn not Vcnus into a blindcd moiion, 

Eycs arc thc guidcs of lovc, 

Paris took Hclcn nakcd coming from thc bcd of Mcnclaus, 
Endymion s nakcd body, bright bait for Diana, 

Such at least is thc story. 
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While our hitet twine together, late we our eyef with love; 
For long night comes upon you and a day when no day returnt, 
Let the Gods lay chains upon us so that no day sh^ unbind 
them. 

Fool who set a term to love’s madncss^ 

For the sun shall drive with black horses, carth shall bring 
wheat from barley» 

The flood shall movc toward the fountain 
Ere love know moderations, 

The fish thall swim in dry streams, 

No, now whiie it may be, let not the fruit of life cease. 

Dry leaves drop their petals, their stalls are woven in baskets, 

Today we take the great breath of lovers, tomoiTow fate shuts 
us in, 

Though you wili give all your kisses, 

You give but a fcw.” 

Nor can I shift my pains to othcr 
Hcrs will I bc dcad, 

If shc confers such nights upon me, 

Long is my lifc, long in ycars, 

If shc givc mc many, 

God am I for the timc. 


From thc Воо\ of Love ‘ 

BY BLANCHE бНОЕМЛКЕВ WAOSTAFF, I913 

I WALK alone and сгу out under the stars; 

As onc in a dcsert I hunger for refreshment. 

I have need of the coolness of some azure pool, 

Oh, I would anoint my bosom with thc clcar watcrl 
Oh, I would immcrsc mysclf in thc cmulous dcpthsl 
Oh, I would drink of inc^able drcams. 

You, Beloved, are the silvery lake shimmering in the desert 
of my youth. 

You only can allay thc fcvcr of my spiritl 
On your lips I should drain thc fountain of life. 

On your white breast I shall breathc the perfume of number> 
less lilies. 

Therein I shall die a thousand deaths and arise rcborn in the 
awful splendor of уоиг love.... 

• •••••• 


^Copyright, 1913, by Mitchell Kennerley. 
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1лу your hands,—eofter than dove's wings—in my hands so 
I may feel уоиг young life fiowing into mine thro’ уошг 
finger-tips. 

Lay your еуев upon my eyes that I may grow tremulous 
beneath the fiutter of your eyelids. 

Lay уоиг heart against my hcart that I may hcar уоиг lovc 
summoning me to forgetfulncss. 

Lay your trcsscs about mc that I may fccl thcir warm sun 
streaming thro’ my vcins. 

Lay уоиг mouth on my mouth until all dissolvcs in mist about 
me.... 

(Is it lifc? Is it death?) 


You are as a million birds that sing unto my heart, O Đclovcd. 

Thro’ thc long nights I hear thc chanting of blithe voiccs. 

What divinc minstrclsy! what ravishmcnt.... 

Is this multitudinous melody the rapturc of your kiss? 

Comc to mc, prcss upon my brow thc coolness of your 

Young lips that I may hear the thunder of your love in 
thc night... 

Whcn will it cnd, thc long vigil? .. 

What dawn will bring you forcvcr unto mc, O my Bclovcd? 

Life is but shadow. 

Only you, my Beloved, are more real than shadow. 

Beneath your caresscs I am as one awakened unto life. 

Your fingcr-tips bcar prcsagc of Divinity. 

Your heart bcats are a threnody sublime. 

O Beloved, you are as a white nenuphar lifting its snowy 
brcast on a strcam. In your bosom are all the treasures 
of £lysium. The sccnt of your skin is like Jasminc 
and honey-suckle. 

Why is such lovclincss withhcld from mc, O Bclovcd? 

When can I look upon you and say: “Bclovcdl all this bcauty 
is minc forcvcr.” 

Whcn will it cnd, thc long vigil?. 


O Miracle of lovel 

You whom I adorc unto delirium, 

Your arms are white lilies upon my bosom. 

Stars cncirclc me whcn уоиг lips Ican down to minc, thcrc is 
the sound of many waters falling. Thcre is the murmur 
of a million nightingalcs,—and thc fiash of brilliant 
lightning. 

Caress celestiall 
Moon-path of my dreamsl 

O, miraclc of lovc—my divinity and my crucifiaion ... 
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Whcn the young moon silvers the sky, the earth is ours, 

We shall go into the forcst and wandcr in thc shadow of thc 
pincs, 

I shall covcr you with Icavcs, and wc shall lic on thc soft 
moss cntwincd likc sistcrs. 

And al! thc whilc I will know that thc fragrancc— 

Of your skin is swcctcr to mc than thc pcrnimcs of a million 
roscs.... 


• •••••• 

Lct mc cnfold you in my hair. 

Lct mc wind you as in a goldcn skcin. 

Givc mc thc curvc of your throat, milky whitc and rosc, that 
I may placc about it thc glossy Bllcts of my hair. 

Don it as a shining mantilla.... 

Let my hair showcr about you until you агс radiant with 
pcrfumc; 

Let it ripplc ovcr you likc thc wind on summcr whcat. 

Thcn givc mc уоиг lips that wc may stand unitcd bcncath thc 
downpour of its sunlight. 

Lct us bc intcrminglcd as two trccs that havc but onc singlc 
root.... 


It rains, Bclovcd.... 

Thc dripping of thc rain is likc thc cool kisscs of уоиг 
mouth.... 

I faint bcncath thc rapturc of уоиг lips. 

Ђе no longer tender, 

G)vcr mc with frcnzicd kisscs,—cvcn as I would drcnch my 
body in thc crucl torrcnts of thc rain. 

Envclop mc from throat to anklc in dclirium intolcrablc.... 

• •••••• 

То lovc you likc thc miđnight storml 

То takc you swooning unto dcath as thc wind swccps thc 
wavcs in tcmpcstl 

То transport you unto dcliriuml 

То hcar thc wild bcating of уоиг vcins; to fccl flamc shuddcr- 
ing уоиг blood and to agonizc you with my ardor. 

То crush you as a flowcr upon my brcast, 

То bcar you away to somc sccrct vallcy whcrc I would lovc 
you into inscnsibility.... 

• •••••• 

If I think of you, I quivcr from hcad to foot. 

If I think of you tcars flood my cycs. 

If I pass you my hcart quickcns to suffocation and thc blood 
sccms to lcavc my body. 
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If I look into уоиг cycs a suddcn firc burns in my vcins. 

If I touch you I am as onc posscsscd with madncss: my arms 
trcmblc and my limbs tottcr bcncath me. 

То lovc you is to suffcr thc pangs of an intolcrablc agony. 

• #••••• 

I scc you coming toward me.... 

Silcntly you takc me in your arms. 

Our lips mcct anđ our cycs close. 

I fcel thc shuddcring of your brcast and thc bcating of your 
throat against minc. 

Wc arc cnvcTopcd in darkncss. 

Wc know nothing but ihe thundcr of our vcins.... 

Wc arc swcpt out into a sea of infinitc oblivion. 

Bacchante 

BY BLANCHE SHOEMAKER WAGSTAFP. PROM NARCISSUS AND 
OTHER POEMS,^ 1918 

I AM incbriate with thc sunlight’s goldcn winc, 

And I would lovc with an insensate fury! 

Let me drain beauty cven unto death! 

Bring me a languid woman, pcrfumcd, young, 

Her dusky body hung with dazzling gcms 
And strangc cxotic iridescent stuffs— 

Hcr wanton cyes likc thirsty summcr moons. 

Oh, I would lovc with an insensate fury! 

Bring me a palc flowcr-boy, 

White-limbed likc a young hcifcr in a ficld, 

His lips aquivcr with unknown dcsire.... 

His soft throat virgin bcneath my kiss, 

His bosom likc a bowcr of stars. 

I would dancc like a drunken fawn amid thc wood, 
Enraptured with thc budding pollcn-sccnis! 

> 

Knowledg€ 

ВУ GEORCE RESTON MALLOCH. FROM POEMS AND LVRICS, I916 

HE. I have known many womcn, and I know 
That lovc is swcctcr unfulfiilcd. 

Cast not your heavy cycs upon mc so, 

Lovc-wcary child! 

Our souls held communc swcctly, as thcy willcd, 
And it is swectcr, faircr, so. 

Swcctcr to sit, hands claspcd and voiccs still’d, 

In thc evening glow. 

1 Copyright, 1918, by Jamcs Т. Whitc & Co., New York. 
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знж. I havc knowii no man, cvcr—and I know 
That all my body burns for you. 

Surges from somc vast ocean ebb and flow 
Му hot vcins through. 

And whilc our souls communcd, in me there grew 
A hungry, passionatc, wild glow. 

Му flesh is yearning for your flcsh, a new, 

Immense, strangc throc. 

> 

ВсаШу 

BY GBORGE RESTON MALLOCH. FROM POEMS AND LVRICS 

Bbautv unattemptcd, 

Shc was my lovcr: 

То mc, too blcsscd, 

Hcr whitc limbs did uncovcr. 

Eycs had fill of rapturc, 

Lips had lips to kiss; 

Sought I to capture 
TIic dccpcst, dccpest bliss. 

Thcn thc ficry pang 
Smotc through hcart and согс: 

Thcn thc lovc song rang 
Falsc, and rose no more. 

> 

Red Is the Color of Blood 

BY CONRAD AIKEN. FROM THE CHARNBL ROSE, I918 
• •••••• 

Red is the color of blood, and I will seek it: 

I have sought it in thc grass. 

It is thc color of stccp sun sccn through c^clids. 

It is hiddcn undcr thc suavc flcsh of womcn,— 

Flows thcrc, quicdy flows. 

It mounts from thc hcart to thc tcmplcs, thc singing mouth— 
As cold sap climbs to thc rosc. 

I am confuscd in wcbs and knots of scarlct 
Spun from thc darkness; 

Or shutdcd from thc mouths of thirsty spidcrs. 

Madness for rcdl I dcvour thc lcavcs of autumn. 

I tirc of thc grccn of thc world. 

1 am myself a mouth for blood ... 
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Hcre, in the golden haze of the late slant sun, 

Let us walk, with the light in our eyes, 

То a singlc bcnch from thc outsct prcdctcrmincd. 

Look; there are seagulls in thcsc city skics, 

Kindled against the blue. 

But I do not think of thc scagulls, I think of you. 

Your cycs, with thc late sun in thcm, 

Are likc blue pools dazzlcd with yeIlow pctals. 

This palc grccn suits them wcll. 

Hcrc is your fingcr, with an emcrald on it; 

Thc onc I gavc you. I say thcsc things politcly— 

But what I think bcncath thcm, who can tcll? 

For I think of you, crumpled against a whitcncss; 
Flaycd and torn, with a dullcd facc. 

I think of you, writhing, a thing of scarlct, 

And myself, rising rcd from that cmbrace. 

Novembcr sun is sunlight pourcd through honcy; 

Old things, in such a light, grow subde and fine. 

Bare oaks are like still fire. 

Talk to mc; now wc drink thc cvcning’s winc. 

Look, how our shadows crccp along thc gravcl!— 

And this way, how thc gravcl bcgins to shinc! 

This is thc time of day for rccollcctions, 

For sentimental regrets, oblique allusions, 

Rosc-lcavcs, shrivcllcd in a musty jar. 

Scattcr thcm to thc wind! Thcrc arc tcmpcsts coming. 
It is dark, with a windy star. 

If human mouths wcrc rcally roscs, my dcar,— 

(Why must wc link things so?—) 

I would tcar yours pctal from pctal with sIow murdcr. 

I would pluck thc stamcns, thc pistils, 

Thc gold and thc grccn,— 

Sprcading thc subtlc swectncss that was your brcath 
On a cold wavc of dcath..,. 

Now lct us walk back, slowly, as wc camc. 

Wc will light the room with candlcs; thcy may shinc 
Likc rows of ycllow cycs. 

Your hair is likc spun firc, by candlc-flamc. 

You smilc at mc—say nothing. You arc wisc. 

For I think of you, flung down brutal darkncss; 
Crushcd and rcd, with palc facc. 

I think of you, with your hair disordercd and dripping. 
And mysclf, rising rcd from that cmbracc. 

[683] 



Discordants 

BY CONRAD AIKEN. FROM TURNS AND MOVIES, I916 

Vbrmilioned mouth, tircd with many kisscs, 

Eycs, that havc lightcd for so many cycs,— 

Arc you not wcary yct with countlcss lovcrs, 

Dcsirous now to takc cvcn mc for prizc? 

Draw not my glancc, nor sct my sick hcart bcating,— 
Body so strippcd, for all your silks and lacc. 

Do not rcach out palc hands to mc, scductivc, 

Nor slant sly cycs, O subtly smiling facc. 

For I am drawn to you, likc wind I follow, 

Likc a warm amorous wind ... though I desirc 
Evcn in drcam to kccp onc facc bcfore mc, 

Onc facc likc firc, and holicr than firc. 

• •••••• 

I walk beneath these trees, and in this darkness 
Musc bcyond scas of hcr from whom I camc, 

Whilc you, with catlikc stcp, stcal closc bcside mc, 
Sprcading your pcrfumc round mc likc soft flamc. 

Ahf should I oncc stoop facc and forehcad to you, 

Into and through your swcctncss, a night likc this, 

In the limc-blossomed darkness fccl your bosom, 

Warm and so soft, and find your lips to kiss. 

And tcar at your strange flesh with crazy fingers, 

And drink with mouth gone mad your cycs' wild wine, 
And clcavc to you, body with brcathlcss body, 

Till bcstial wcrc cxaltcd to divinc,— 

Would I again, O lamia silkcd and sccnted, 

Out of thc slumbcrous magic of your cyes, 

And your narcotic pcrfumc, soft and fcbrilc, 

Havc thc romantic hardihood to risc, 

And sct my hcart across grcat scas of distancc 
Wilh lovc unsullied for Iier from whom I camc?— 
With catlike stcp you steal bcsidc me, past mc, 

Lcaving your pcrfumc round me likc soft flamc. 

A 

The Dance of Life 

BY CONRAD AIKEN. FROM TURNS AND MOVIES, I916 

• •••••• 

Gracious and lovablc and swcct, 

Shc madc his jaded pulscs bcat, 

And madc thc glarc of strccts grow dim 
And life more soft and hushcd for him.... 
C684] 



Over hcr shoulder now she smiled 
Trustfully to him, likc a child, 

The whilc her fingcrs gayly movcd 
Along thcsc whitc kcys dcarly lovcd, 

Making thcm laugh a jocund mcasurc, 
Making thcm show and sing hcr pleasurc.... 
A smile that dwclt upon his cycs, 

То sce what mood might thcrcin risc,— 

What point of soft light seen afar 
Which might dilatc to moon or star.... 

A smilc that for a second spacc 
Broodcd wistfully on hcr face, 

Opening soft hcr spirit’s door, 

Disclosing dcpths undreamcd bcforc: 
Passionate dcpths of half'Scen fiame, 

Voung lovclincss dcspising shamc, 

Dcsirc that trcmblcd to mcct dcsirc, 

And firc that ycarncd to fusc with firc.... 

And Iighdy thcn shc turncd away, 

Ironic music ripplcd gay,— 

Subtlc sarcastic flippancics 
Disguising spccchlcss ecstasies ... 

“Play somcthing clsc ...” Не rosc to turn 
The pages, whilc the decp nocturnc 
Struck slow rich chords of plangcnt pain, 
Bcautiful, into heart and brain; 

A torturcd, anguishcd, suficring thing 
That sccmcd at oncc to сгу and sing; 
Dcspairing lovc that strovc to find 
The facc bclovcd with fingcrs blind. 

Нс saw her body’s slcndcr gracc, 

This drooping shouldcr, shadowcd facc; 

All of hcr body, hiddcn so 
In saffron satin’s flush and flow,— 

Its whitc and simplc lovclincss,— 

Camc on his hcart like giddincss, 

Scductivc as this music camc; 

Until hcr body sccmcd likc flamc,— 

Intensc white flame, so swiftly moving 
That it gavc scarccly timc for loving; 

But rapid as thc sun shc sccmcd, 

A blinding light that flowcd and strcamcd 
And sang and shone through roaring spacc.... 
Thc sun itself! for now her facc, 

Whcrcin this music’s wholc soul dwclt, 

Drcw him likc hclplcss star, hc fclt 
A ficrce compulsion, rccklcss, mad, 

A swcct compulsion, troublcd, glad, 

His trcmbling hands wcnt out to hcr, 

Hcr cool flesh made his scnscs blur; 

Whilc, hcad thrown backward, sinking dim, 
Shc opcncd widc hcr soul to him.... 
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Past his life went whiri8 of lights, 

Chaos of music, clays and nights, 

Her wild eyes yearned to lure him in 
And close him up in dark of sin, 

То iure him in and drink him down 
And all his soul in love to drown.... 

Her nakedness he seemed to see. 

And breast to breast» and knee to knee, 
Tremulous, breathlesS) swaying) burning) 
Body to beautiful body yearning) 

In јоу and terror) flesh to flesh) 

They flamed in passion’s fine red mesh,— 
Living ш one short breath again 
The cosmic tide's wholc bliss and pain, 
Darkness and ethcr, ncbulous fire, 

Vast suns whiricd forth by vast desire, 

Huge moons flung out with monstrous mirth 
And stars in glorious hells of birth, 

All jubilating, blazing, reeling, 

In orgiastic splendor wheeling, 

Moon torn from carth and star from sun 
In screaming pain, titanic fun, 

And stars whirlcd back to sun again 
То bc consumcd in flaming painT... 

In them at last all life was mct: 

They wcrc God's sclf I This earth had set. 
Mad fires of life sang through thcir vcins, 
Ruinous blisses, joyous pains, 

Lifc thc dcstroycr, lifc thc brcakcr, 

And death, thc everlasting maker.... 

• •••••• 

Last Words to Miriam 

BY D. Н. LAWIIINCE. FKOM AMORES,^ I916 

VouRs is thc shame and sorrow 
But thc disgracc is minc; 

Your lovc wa5 dark and thorough, 

Minc was thc lovc of thc sun for a flowcr 
Нс crcatcs with his shinc. 

I was diligent to expIore you, 

Blossom you stalk by stalk, 

Till mv fire of creation bore you 
Shrivelling down in the final dour 
Anguish—then I suficred a balk. 

^ Copyright, 1916, by В. W. Hucbich, Nevr York. 
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I kncw your pain, and it broke 
Му finc, craftsman’s ncrvc; 

Your body quailcd at my strokc, 

And my couragc failcd to givc you thc last 
Finc torturc you did dcscrvc. 

You arc shapcly, you arc adorncd, 

But opaquc and dull in thc flcsh, 

Who, had I but picrccd with thc thorned 
Firc-thrcshing anguish, wcrc fuscd and cast 
In a lovcly illumincd mcsh. 

Likc a paintcd window: thc bcst 
Su^cring burnt through your flcsh, 

Undrcsscd it and lcft it blcst 
With a quivcring swcct wisdom of gracc: but now 
Who shall takc you afrcsh? 

Now who will burn you frcc, 

From your body’s tcrrors and dross, 

Sincc thc flrc has failcd in mc? 

What man will stoop in your flcsh to plough 
Thc shricking cross? 

A mutc, ncarly bcautiful thing 
Is your facc, that fllls mc with shamc 
As I scc it hardcning, 

Warpcning thc pcrfcct imagc of God, 

And darkcning my ctcrnal famc. 

> 

Mystcry 

BY D. Н. LAWRENCE. FKOM AMORES, I916 

Now I am all 
Onc bowl of kisscs, 

Such as thc tall 
Slim votarcsscs 
Of Egypt flllcd 
For a God’s ceccsscs. 

I lift to you 
Му bowl of kisscs, 

And through thc tcmplc’s 
Bluc rcccsses 
Сгу out to you 
In wild caresses. 

And to my lips* 

Bright crimson rim 
The passion slips, 

And down my slim 
Whitc body drips 
The shining hymn. 
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And idll befbre 
The altar I 
Exult the bowl 
Brimful» and сгу 
То vou to stoop 
And drink» Most High. 

Oh drink me up 
That I may be 
Within your cup 
Likc a mystcry, 

Like wine that ii still 
In ecitasy. 

Glimmering itill 
In ecstasy, 

Commingled wincs 
Of you and me 
In one fulfil 
Thc mystcry. 

/ 

Reproach 

BY D. Н. LAWRENCE. FROM AMORSS, I916 

Had I but known yesterday, 

Helen, you could discharge the ache 
out of the cloud; 

Had I known yesterday you could take 
Thc turgid clcctric achc away, 

Drink it up with your proud 
Whitc body, as lovcly whitc lighining 
Is drunk from an agonised sky by the earth, 
I might havc hatcd you, Hclcn. 

But sincc my limbs gushcd full of lire, 

Since from out of my blood and bone 
Poured a heavy flame 
То you, carth of my atmosphcrc, stonc 
Of my stcd, lovcly whitc flinl of dcsirc, 

You havc no name. 

Earth of my swaying atmosphcrc, 

Substancc of my inconstant breath, 

I cannot but cleavc to you. 

Sincc you have drunken up the drear 
Painful clcctric storm, and death 
Is washed from the blue 
Of my eycs, I scc you bcautiful. 

You are strong and passive and beautiful, 

I come iike winds that uncertain hover; 

But you 

Are thc carth I hover ovcr. 
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Excursion 

BV D. Н. LAWRENCE. FROM AMORES, I916 

I woNDER, can thc night go by; 

Can this shot arrow of travel fly 
Shaft-goldcn with light, sheer into the sky 
Of a dawncd tO'morrow, 

Without evcr slccp dclivcring us 
From cach othcr, or loosing thc dolorous 
Unfruitful sorrow! 

What is it thcn that you can scc 
That at thc window cndlcssly 
You watch the rcd sparks whirl and flce 
And thc night look through? 

Your prcscncc pccrmg lonclily thcrc 
Opprcsses mc so, I can hardly bcar 
То sharc thc train with you. 

You hurt my heart-beats’ privacy; 

I wish I could put you away from mc; 

I suffocate in this intimacy, 

For all that I lovc you; 

How I havc longcd for this night in thc train, 
Yct now cvcry fibrc of mc crics in pain 
То God to rcmovc you. 

But surcly my soul’s best dream is still 
That one night pouring down shall swili 
Us away in an uttcr slecp, until 
Wc arc onc, smooth-roundcd. 

Yct closcly bittcn in to mc 
Is this armour of stifl rcluctancy 
That kccps me impoundcd. 


So, dcar lovc, whcn anothcr night 
Pours on us, lift your fingcrs whitc 
And strip mc nakcd, touch mc light, 

Light, light all ovcr. 

For I achc most carncstly for your touch, 

Yct I cannot movc, howcvcr much 
I would bc your lovcr. 

Night aftcr night with a blcmish of day 
Unblown and unblossomcd has withcrcd away; 
Comc another night, comc a ncw night, say 
Will you pluck mc apart? 

Will you opcn thc amorous, aching bud 
Of my body, and loosc thc burning flood 
That would lcap to you from my hcart? 
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А Bad Beginning 

BY D. Н. LAWRENCE, FROM LOOkI WE HAVE COME 
THROUGH,' 1920 

ТнЕ ycllow sun stcps ovcr thc mountain-top 
And faltcrs a fcw short stcps across thc lakc— 

Arc you awakc? 

Scc, glittcring on thc milk-bluc, morning lakc 
Thcy arc laying thc goldcn racing-track of thc sun; 

The day has bcgun. 

Thc sun is in my cycs, I must gct up. 

I want to go, there*s a gold road blazcs before 
Му brcast—which is so sorc. 

What?— уоиг throat is bruiscd, bruiscd with my kisscs? 
Ah, but if I am cnicl what thcn агс you? 

I am bruiscd right through. 

What if I lovc youI—This miscry 
Of уоиг dissatisfaction and misprision 
Stupcfics mc. 

Ah, ycs, your opcn arms! Ah, ycs, ah, ycs, 

You would takc mc to уоиг brcast!—But no, 

You should comc to minc, 

It wcrc bcttcr so. 

Hcrc I am—gct up and comc to mc! 

Not as a visitor cithcr, nor a swcet 

And winsome child of innocence; nor 

As an insolent mistrcss telling my pulsc’s bcat. 

Comc to mc likc a woman coming homc 
То thc man who is hcr husband, all thc rcst 
Subordinatc to this, that hc and shc 
Агс joincd togcthcr for cvcr, as is bcst. 

Bchind mc on thc lakc I hear thc stcamcr drumming 
From Austria. Thcrc lics thc world, and hcrc 
Am I. Which way arc you coming? 

/. 'N€w Year's Eve 

BY D. Н. LAWRENCE. FROM LOOk! WE HAVE COMB 
THROUGH, 1920 

There arc only two things now, 

Thc grcat black night scoopcd out 
And this firc-glow. 

This firc-glow, thc согс, 

And wc thc two ripc pips 
That arc hcld in storc. 


^ Copyrifht 
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Listcn, thc darkness rings 
As it circulatcs round our firc. 

Такс off your things. 

Your shoulders, your bruiscd throat! 

Your brcasts, your nakedncss! 

This ficry coat! 

As the darkncss flickcrs and dips, 

As the firclight falls and Icaps 
From your fcet to your lips! 

/ 

//. Neto Уеаг s Nighl 

Now you arc minc, to-night at last I say it; 

You’rc a dovc I havc bought for sacrificc, 

And to-night I slay it. 

Hcrc in my arms my nakcd sacrificc! 

Dcath, do you hcar, in my arms I am bringing 
Му offcring, bought at grcat pricc. 

Shc’s a silvcry dovc worth morc than all Tvc got. 
Now I offcr hcr up to thc ancicnt, incxorablc God, 
Who knows mc not. 

Look, shc’s a wondcrful dovc, without blcmish or spot! 
I sacrificc all in hcr, my last of thc world, 

Pridc, strcngth, all thc lot. 

All, all on thc altar! And dcath swooping down 
Likc a falcon. Tis God has takcn thc victim; 

I havc won my rcnown. 

IVedlock 

BY D. Н. LAWRENCE. FROM LOOK! WE HAVE COME 
THROUGH, 1920 

I 

CoME, my littlc onc, closcr up against mc, 

Crccp right up, with your round hcad pushcd in my brcast. 

How I lovc all of you! Do you fccl mc wrap you 

Up with mysclf and my warmth, likc a flamc round thc wick? 

And how I am not at all, cxccpt a flamc that mounts off you. 
Wherc I touch you, I flamc into bcing;--but is it mc, ог you? 
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That round head pushed in my chest, like a nut in its sockeC, 
And I the swift bracts that sheathe it: those breasts, those 
thighs and knecs, 

Those shoulders so warm and smooth: I feel that I 
Am a sunlight upon them, that shines them into being. 

But how lovely to be you! Crecp closcr in, that I am more. 
I sprcad ovcr you! How lovcly, your round hcad, your arms, 

Vour breasts, your knecs and fect! I feel that we 

Are a bonhre of oncncss, me flamc fiung leaping round you, 

You thc corc of thc firc, crcpt into mc. 

II 

And oh, my littlc onc, you whom I enfold, 

How quavcringly I dcpcnd on you, to kccp mc alivc, 

]Like a fiame on a wick! 

I, thc man who cnfolds you and holds you closc, 

How my soul cleavcs to your bosom as I clasp you, 

Thc vcry quick of my bcing! 

Suppose you didn’t want mc! I should sink down 
Like a light that has no sustenance 
And sinks low. 

Chcrish mc, my liny onc, chcrish mc who cnfold you. 
Nourish mc, and cndue me, I am only of you, 

I am your issuc. 

How full and big likc a robust, ћарру fiamc 
Whcn I cnfold you, and you crccp into mc, 

And my life is ficrcc at its quick 
Whcrc it comcs off you! 


III 

Му littlc onc, my big onc, 

Му bird, my brown sparrow in my brcast. 

Му squirrci clutching in to mc; 

Му pigcon, my litdc onc, so warm 
So closc, breathing so stili. 

Му litdc onc, my big onc, 

I, who am so ficrcc and strong, cnfolding you, 

If you start away from my brcast, and lcavc mc, 
How suddcnly I shall go down into nothing 
Likc a flamc that falls of a suddcn. 

And you will bc bcforc mc, tall and towcring, 

And I shall bc wavcring unccrtain 

Likc a sunkcn flamc that grasps for support. 
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But now I am full and strong and certain 
With you thcrc firm at thc corc of mc 
Keeping me. 

How surc I fccl, how warm and strong and happy 
For thc futurel How surc thc futurc is vvithin mc; 
I am like a sced with a pcrfcct flowcr cncloscd. 

I wondcr what it will bc, 

What will comc forth of us, 

What flowcr, my lovc? 

No matter, I am so happy, 

I fcel likc a firm, rich, hcalthy root, 

Rejoicing in what is to comc. 

How I acpcnd on you uttcrly 
Му littlc onc, my big onc! 

How cvcrything that will bc, will not bc of mc, 
Nor of cithcr of us, 

But of both of us. 


V 

And think, ihcrc will somcthing comc forth from us. 
Wc two, foldcd so small togcthcr, 

Thcrc will something come forth from us. 

Childrcn, acts, uttcrance 
Pcrhaps only happincss 

Pcrhaps only happiness will comc forth from us. 

Old sorrow, and ncw happiness. 

Only that onc ncwncss. 

But that is all I want. 

And I am surc of that. 

Wc arc surc of that. 


> 

Love Song 

BY JAMES OPPENHEIM, I916 ^ 

My tiny hands not bcing ablc to wcavc a garland of thc siars 
I madc curious songs for my bclovcd, 

То crown hcr with. 

For it sccmcd to mc that my bclovcd dwclt in Paradisc, 
Somewhcre with Bcatricc of thc Italian Song, 

And that a ring of stars would bc a poor cnough halo 
For her radiant head. 

^Gopyright, 1926, by Сепшгу Co., New York. 
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Oh, but thus I wrong^ my love for my belovcd: 

For I made hcr a spirit, and lcft thc grcatest songs of all 
unsungl 

Thc truc lovc songs that a man sings with his lips, his cycs, 
his flesh: 

Not to a heavenly spirit but to a human woman.... 

So now I brush away Paradise and stars and curious songs 
like hindering cobwebs, 

And scc that my beloved is a breathing and laughing and 
passionate body, 

And that her iips are hrm and moist and sweet, 

And her hands grasp tinglingly, 

And thc skin of hcr neck and shoulders is cool and fresh, 
And that thcrc is a fragrancc about her that is lovclicr to mc 
than meadows of sun-dried hay, 

And that hcr laughtcr is irrcsistible, 

And that shc in my arms is as much of glory and ecsusy 
that a man may hold, 

Whcrcforc Paradisc is unncccssary, 

And thc flamc of stars works no morc transformations than 
thc flamc of hcr lips mccting minc, 

And thc miracle of hcr actuality, hcr brcathing flcsh, and hcr 
conuct with mc, 

Is as grcat a miracle as spacc may producc, 

And so far as I am concerned, a grcatcr. 

Diescr Liebe Toller Pasching 

BY HEINRICH HEINE.^ TRANSLATED BY LOUIS UNTERMEYER 

This mad carnival of loving, 

This wild orgy of thc flcsh, 

Ends at last and wc two, sobered, 

Look at onc anothcr, yawning. 

Emptied the inflaming cup 

That wa$ iilled with sensuous potions, 

Foaming, almost running ovcr— 

Emptied is the flaming cup. 

All the violins are silent 

That impelled our feet to dancing, 

То the giddy dance of paHion— 

Silent are the violins. 

All the lantcrns now arc darkened 
That once pourcd thcir streaming brilliance 
On the masquerades and murmurs— 

Darkened now are all the lantems. 

^ Copyright, 1917, Нешу Holt k Co., New York. 
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And to-morrow is Ash Wcdnc$day, 

And I put a cross of ashcs 
On уоиг lovcly brow, and tcll you: 

“Woman, you arc dust. Rcmcmbcr!” 

> 

Ich Liebe Solche Weissen Glieder 

ВУ HEINRICH HEINE. TRANSLATID BY LOUIS UNTERMETER 

I LOVE this white and slcndcr body, 

Thcsc limbs that answcr Lovc’s carcsscs, 
Passionatc cycs, and forchcađ covcrcd 
With hcavy wavcs of thick, black trcsscs. 


You arc thc vcry onc I’vc scarchcd for 
In many lands, in cvcry wcathcr. 

You arc my sort; you undcrstand mc; 

As cquals wc can talk togcthcr. 

In mc you’vc found thc man you carc for. 

And, for a whilc, you’ll richly рау mc 
With kindncss, kisscs and cndcarmcnts— 
And thcn, as usual, you’ll bctray mc. 

> 

Lx)ve Not Тоо Much 

BY BERNARD GILBERT. FROM REBEL VERSES, I918 

Have you too grcady lovcd? 

Sistcr, takc warningl 
Oncc lct уоиг soul bc movcd, 

Sablc уоиг mourning; 

If he ht satiate, 

Thcn an ingratiate, 

Waitcth thc dawning. 

Shcw not thc passion 
That stirs in уоиг vcins, 

Far more alluring 
То handlc thc rcins, 

His lovc cnsuring.... 

In masculine fashion 
If ccrtain—-hc wancs. 

Не the pursuer 
Must cvcr prcss on, 

Passionate woocr 
Whilsc you аге a stone; 
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Shew but a touch, 

Yet ncvcr too much 
And thc battlc is won. 

Man is a monstcr 
Madc to bc strokcd, 

Closc thcn your arms 
Covcr your charms; 

Grcat thc cnticcmcnt 
Of bcautics whcn hiddcn, 

Of passion wcll doakcd. 

Crazed, he shall plcad, 

For what you yicld gladly, 

Ficrccr his grccd, 

For what you givc madly; 

You may havc mcasurc 
And still hold your trcasurc.... 

Sistcr, takc hccdl 

Song of Psyyha 

BY CHARLOTTE EATON. PROM DESIRE,^ I918 

I LOVE you passionatcly! 

I lovc you as I lovc thc sun overhcad, 

Thc carth undcrfoot, 

Thc flowcrs that spring out of thc carth, 

Thc frcsh brcczcs of thc sca, 

Thc morning star, gold-fluctuating Vcnus, 

Ог calm whitc stcadfast Jupitcr. 

I lovc you pas$ionatclyI 

Thc brawny bcautiful arms madc for cnfolding, 

Thc cycs brown and limpid, brimming over with swcctness. 


It is ncccssary to mc that your hcart bcats, 

And that you inhalc with conscious plcasurc thc soft spring 
air, 

That you lovc light, color, action, and are ambitious, 

That you lovc thc bcauty of thc human facc and form, 

And portray thcm both with mastcry; 

That you grasp that which is not graspablc by all, 

And know that which is not knowablc to all; 

That you havc cycs—for a purposc, 

A hcart—for a purposc, 

And an inquisitivc soul—for a purposc. 


^ Copyright. 
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Nigkt-on-the-Waters 

BY CHARLOTTE EATON 

A STRONG womar\ embraccd mc, 

All night holding mc closcly, hcr check against my chcck. 

I, drawn, as to a magnct, slcpt soundly at intcrvals, shc slecp^ 
ing not at all, 

All night, thc wash of calm waters upon thc ship’s sidcs, 
hcard in thc scmi-darkncss, 

Thc pulsc of ihe cnginc, thc stokcr’s shovcl fccding thc fur- 
naccs; 

At daybreak rising togcther, joyfuI, quick at repartcc, laugh- 
ing mcrrily, 

A scnsc of new lifc-forcc budding at thc heart of cach. 

Each absorbing the native qualitics of thc othcr, rcsponding 
to thc nceds of the othcr, 

Gladdcr bccausc of that intcrchangc, hcnccforth, cach con- 
scious of the affinity in thc othcr, 

But whcn on arriving, shc lcft mc, my јоу wcnt out as a 
candlc that is suddcnly extinguishcd, 

So much hcr strong prcscncc cntcrcd into, and posscsscd mc. 

> 

Rest 

BY PAUHNE COHN. FROM THE PAGAN ANTHOLOCV ' 

1 AM so tired—so tired. 

I scc too many peoplc, 

Rcad too many books. 

Do too many things. 

I hatc the thcatcrs, 

I hatc my work, 

I want you,—only you_ 

Comc to mc bctwccn thc cool shccts 

And lct mc burrow my hcad in your shouldcr. 

Kiss my two cycs.... 

Thc moon is making pcaccful patchcs on thc ycllow covcrlct 
Thc hoof-bcats of my thoughts arc growing faint. 

> 

Farewell {to D -) 

BY JOSEPH KLINC. FROM THE PAGAN ANTHOLOGV 

I HAVE placcd you 

In thc hollow of my hand 

Littlc toy-woman, 

And I gazc at you disdainfully 

^ Printed with thc conscnt of thc Publishcri. 
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Or throw you lightly aside— 

Or half>shut my еуез, 

And poetize dreamily 
About уоиг dainty bcauty— 

Or put my mouth 
Close to yours 
So that I see only 
The rose-red of your cheek 
And feel the soft warmth 
Of your lips— 

Or whisper half-audibl^ 

Of the passion that makes 
Му blood a tiđe of fire— 

But after all, 

You are in the hollow of my hand,— 

I the master, 

And you thc marioncttc— 

t • • • 

Му soul craves 
A nobler happiness 
Than passionate kisscs 
And thc fccl of soft flcsh 
In my fingers— 

• • • • 

Love is a lie«.. 

Апу man'^nimal 
Whose lips 
Arc at your throat, 

Whose hands аге eagcr 

For уоиг breasts 

Will drivcl with Iying tonguc 

About cndlcss love- 

• • • • 

Aristocrats or gum'chc^crs, 

Thcy purr, and smirk, and sing song qucstioningly, 
Gaze at each othcr obliqucly, 

Body to bođy pressed- 

• • • • 

It is best to livc alonc, 

Breathe alone, 

Drcam alone, 

Alone with one*s sacred self, 

Onc’s rcvcrics, 

And memories, . 

And hcavcnly fantasics- 

Here I sit and think 
Thc world of women 
Will frct me no more; 
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And an hour from now, 

Ог to-morrow, it may bc, 

I will bc talking to anothcr 

Prctty onc 

And cvcry ncrvc in my body 
Will cxult as though 
Incbriatc with winc- 

Morblcul What is this 
Insanity of man’s flcsh! 

Мау Woods 

BY ZELLA MURIEL WRIGHT. FROM THE PAGAN ANTHOLOGV 

You arc likc all thc othcrs— 

“Will shc 
Or will shc not 
Givc mc hcr body?’' 

That is thc qucstion 
Tliat tcascs and torments you 
And scnđs you rccling forth 
Into thc night, 

Singing to thc stars; 

Ог striding angrily down dusty roads, 

Striking oflf thc hcads 
Of hclplcss flowcrs 
With уоиг canc. 

And I smilc at your agitation 
Thc smilc you call inscrutablc. 

I smilc bccausc I know 
Only too wcll 

That sooncr or latcr—^sooncr or latcr— 

Evcn I, 

Knowing thc pain 

And thc cost of thc aftcrmath of lovc.... 

And aftcr you havc known 
Thc full strcngth of my arms 
То hold you. 

Aftcr you have fclt thc sting and firc of mc, 
Aftcr you havc known my longcst kiss— 

A kiss which almost stranglcs- 

Instcad of bcing morc to you 
I shall bc lcss.... 

And you will go 
Bccausc 
No longcr 
I smile 
The smile 

The smile you call inscrutable. 
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Song of Стсапоп: Eti 

BY ZELLA MURIEL WRIGHT. FROM THE PAGAN ANTHOLOGV 

It is good to bc lovcd. 

A man waits for me 

Who will covcr my body with kisscs; 

Нс will bury his facc in my hair; 

Нс will wccp with јоу at thc touch of mc. 

It is good to be lovcd. 

I wait for you in thc đusk. 

How strange you sccm tonight! 

Your cycs glistcn with a burnished light, 

Likc thc cycs of a scrpcnt, 

Likc thc cycs of a god. 

Whcrcvcr уоиг cycs агс turncd upon mc 
Му flcsh burns 

As tho’ two hot coals werc laid upon it; 

But I do not move. 

Why do you ncver take your cycs from mc? 
Why do you trcmblc and grow so palc, 

You who wcrc so radiant and rigid 
A momcnt ago? 

You touch mc and drop wcakly in a hcap; 

Thcrc is no powcr in уоиг musclcs. 

But it is only the weaknes$ bcforc madness; 

A madncss that gives you a tcn-fold strength. 
For a sccond I shrink with fear, 

Lcst in уоиг fcrocity, you dcvour mc. 

Thcn I laugh—my wholc body laughs; 

But I movc not. 

On my lips thcrc is a faint smilc, 

Shall I tcll you why I smilc? 

. I smilc bccausc I am happy; 

Bccausc this instant is my instant 
In this ctcrnity of ctcrnitics. 

Tonight I undcrstand that lifc is not 
Thc groping, brokcn, half-thing 
It has always sccmcd. 

Rivals 

BY ARCHIE AUSTIN COATES. FROM THE PAGAN 
ANTHOLOGV. II 

Along thc Avcnuc of an aftcrnoon, 

Lithc, slim youths 
Sauntering... 

Slcck of hair, and trim, and narrow of hip, 
With white, soft nccks and ties puffed out, 
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Beneath faces artfully madc just a bit too beautiful 
And not quitc manly. 

Thcy stroll slowly, 

Shooting sidc-glanccs into passing faccs, 
Mcaningly. 

At thc согпсг 
A paintcd woman 
Shamblcs into a doorway ... 

Нсг lips агс of dry flamc, 

And in hcr cycs arc flamcs of hatrcd, 

Hatrcd and scorn, bittcr and incxprcssiblc, 

For thcsc slim youths, 

Hcr rivals. 


Т he ВеаШу Lover 

BY CLAIRE ZU BARD. FROM THE PAGAN ANTHOLOGV, II 

ТнЕ round, pink, laughing girl bathcs, 

And thc thin, grcy, silcnt girl watchcs. 

.... And aftcrwards, 

Whcn thc bathcr drics hcrsclf 
And puts powdcr undcr hcr arms, 

And lics down, likc a slccpy flowcr,— 

Thc grcy girl catchcs hcr around thc hips, violently, 
And kisscs hcr: 

Surpriscd, the pink girl draws away; 

And thc grcy girl— 

(Poor littlc rcstlcss lover of bcauty) 

Apologizes 
And is ashamed. 


Yvonne 

BY WALTER JACK DUNCAN, 1918 

VvoNNE it was I mct in Angcrs, 
Yvonnc Morcau—if that’s hcr namc; 
But lct no sccptical ćtrangcr 
Doubt, but rathcr sing hcr fame. 
For shc was rare! A maidcn ncvcr 
Brcathcd hcr graccs did схссП 
Mistakc mc not; how bricf socvcr 
Our lovc, at lcast I lovcd hcr wcll. 

Seated at a window, dreaming 
O’cr my morning omclcttc, 

Saw I hcr—tho’ without sceming— 
Struggling with hcr bicyclette. 
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Saw I ftrst a lcncc, 2 stocking; 

Thcn thosc jolic jambcs of hcrsl 
Ah, Mcssicursl it’s no use talking: 

As I livc, I havc sccn worsc. 

Onc so young, thought I, so prctty, 

Littlc knows, on hcr machinc, 

Half thc charms—thc morc’s thc pityl— 

Shc reveals at scvcntccn. 

Still she lingcrcd, stiU she hovcred, 

Shyly blushing in distress, 

That she could not kccp ’cm covcrcd, 

Could not hidc ’cm ’ncath hcr drcss. 

Swect the sight was, swect hcr troublc, 

As shc tricd, poor child! in vain, 

То conccal, by bcnding doublc, 

What cach momcnt showcd morc plain. 
Strange! thought I, hcr bicyclettc 
Has such a faocy for this spot. 

Can shc think—But I forgct:— 

Gar^onl warm this chocolatc! 

Would shc—? might shc—? muscd I, oddly, 
As oncc morc shc pcdalcd by, 

(For thc strain was grown un*godly; 

Yct no thought of harm had I.) 

Can it bc—? I saw hcr turning-— 

Turning to comc back again! 

Thcn it was I fcll a^earning.... 

Oh thc villainy of mcn! 

Qu*cst-cc quc c’cst que 9a? cricd I 
То thc Maitrc d’hotcl. 

“Unc Stcno-Dactylographic.’’ 

“A Stcno-what? La Ma’moiscllc.’’ 

Bien! quoth I, shc’s apropos. 

You say thcy call her Miss Yvonne? 

“Mais oui—!’’ Pardon! ГИ havc to go, 

For I havc necd of such an onc. 

And was shc соу? And did shc fcar 
A stranger’s voicc? his first advanccs? 
Yvonnc! Yvonnc!! “ 0 -ui, M’sicur.’* 

How lighdy ofl hcr whcci shc danccs! 

“Quc voulcz-vous?’’ shc bcgs so swect, 

I ’gin to doubt, and thcn to worry. 

“A—just what is thc word for it? 

Havc you, pcrchance, a dictionary?** 

Ah la belle Francel $0 old and famous 
For coundess joys that cheer, and bless; 
None so much are like to shame us 
As these angds in distress. 
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Nonc 10 $weet, with gracc anđ charms fuU, 

Labor in the fields of love, 

Маке such dcar, dclightsomc arms-full, 

Soft, delicious, fond enough! 

Your Pa? 1 ask; and whcrc is hc, dcar? 

“Mon p^rc? Son Colond’s chcval grooms.” 

Your Ма? “En Toulousc ” ^hat docs shc ihcrc? 
“Ма m^rc scUs cabbagcs, and brooms.” 

And you so young, so all alonc? 

But you wiU dic of povcrtyl 
“Mais jc travaillcr’ Indccd, Yvonnc? 

“A Stcno-Dactylographic.” 

And so she did, beyond comparc! 

How faithfully shc hlled hcr task! 

Accounts were sadly in arrear; 

In truth, it was too much to ask. 

Still would she smile, and sing one song: 

“Jc sais quc vous ctcs jolic.” 

Shc charmcd me with it all day long; 

“Jc sais quc c’cst mon folic.” 

Four days and nights shc kcpt it going. 

“ ’Tis time,” said I, “I must bc gonc.” 

And would shc tcll mc what was owing? 

Ah no, you littlc know Vvonnc! 

“Vous-ctcs un artist, Jacqucs, compleet!” 

An artist? I? What do you mcan?— 

And you’rc anothcr, chde pctitc; 

Thc first I’vc mct at scvcntccnl 

No longcr now I go, rcgrctting, 

That all thc girls, whcrc’cr I stray, 

Havc $trangcly takcn to ’cyclctting, 

And practicc daily in Angcrs. 

No morc thc sight fills mc with wondcr, 

(I only hopc thc fashion grows). 

Somchow it makes thc hcart grow fondcr. 
Pourquoi? Mcssicurs! Who knows—wh^nows? 

> 

I Want of You 

BY MICHAEL STRANGE, FROM POEMS,' I9I9 

I WANT of you not this intellectual passion 
Always consciously composing its code 
Of libcrtics! considcrations! 

Nor this reasonable loftiness, 

Trcating cach circumstance with oratorical gcsturci 
Toward some invisible public. 

^Copyrigbt, 1919, by Brentano'«, New York. 
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Nor do I exact this fratcrnal fairncss 
In sexual cmcrgcncy— 

Nor cvcn this cercbral impartiality 
In passional disaster— 

Phew, such attitudcs savouring to me 
Of affectation masking depleted instinct, 

Ог of egomania parading as a new charity. 

Listcn! I want уоиг mouth whispcring over my heart 
‘This completc momcnt 
Is moulding us etcrnally together!” 

I want our limbs, twisted, luminous, 

Crushing thc physical into spiritual invocation, 
Commingling! Asccnding! 

Nor aftcrward апу slamming down of the lid 
Upon cmerging spirit. 

Sincc I dcsirc that consummation becomc a beginning, 
Л beginning, stammering our souls with tenderness, 
Inflating us with moods palpitating— 

Disconccrting—my$tcrious—as dreams— 

Moods confcssional—advcnturous, 

Plickcring our fancy with spectrc forms 
Т riumphant—transccndcnt—angclic— 

Sincc I admonish consummation to bccomc a bcginning, 
And so mortal lovc, thc lcgitimatc mcdiator 
Betwccn God and Man. 


k 

A Song 

BY MICHABL STKANGE. FROM POEMS, I919 

For what havc you sought my lovc, 

Along thosc flashing wa5tes of passion? 

Who movc so wcarily as thc dawn’s unwilling step 
Ovcr-stampcd in ruins of unlimited woc. 

O what crucifix you, torturcd 
Into nailing yoursclf against.^ 

That your arms arc bccome so attenuatc 
As thosc stark supplicating limbs of nightmarc. 

W wondcr, have you assaultcd lifc in darkncss 
And whispcring 
I nccd you so! oh lct mc— 

Yct whcn thc spcar cntcring, nailing you 
Into frantic submission, 

You crying out from thc vcry centcr nervc 
Of such ecstasy, I havc fcar! 

Sincc you sclling then into bondagc 
What you might surmise only— 

And for thc witchcry of momcnts 
Sincc you dcnying of yoursclf 
More than you could have known 
Bcfore sclf-betfayal. 
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And all in order to induce 
Тћозе scarlet wings of appaUing Ups 
То gUsten, close, across your moutU. 

Yct whcn this leasc of plcasure 
Titillating curious truth'Staincd cxclamations out of 
you 

And thcir sensc languishing matciess unanswercd 
along thc air— 

Ah, then you turning to rcgard 

The gracious youth of your slccping lovc 

Alongside of your waking, agelcss, heart. 

> 

Emotional 

BY MICHAEL STRANCE. FROM RESURRECTING LIFE,’ I92I 

Lban your mouth wcll ovcr into thc mooniight 
So that I may kiss it full, O chancc— 

Prcss mc into your pungcnt arms 

So jaggcd with nightmare—so rent with spasmodic glorics— 
So pliant with momcntary rclaxing— 

O your arms so compact with varicty— 

For no stridcnt with triton freshness 

And glosscd as if by spray shakcn off a burst of godlincss 

Out of glacier streams— 

And now slippcry-darkcncd with that moultcn calm 
Prcceding somc sinistcr cxtasc— 


O chance—stinging—rcfreshing 

Likc a suddcn rain of flowers across my bcing that is cvcr hcld 
So dcliberatcly acccssible— 

O chance teasing with cvasivc glimpscs of somc furthcr road 
Evcr lightening towards brcathless cvcntuahlies— 

Аус, for ever alicrnaiely vciling—disclosing— 

That facc approximate of Hcavcn—and hell. 


I am rcsting by the cdgc of thc sca— 

But in my arm is a curvc impcrccpliblc 

For thc wcight of your hcad—lover—comradc— 

Му fcct are damp with the vigorous jct of thc sca— 

Му body is splashcd in a suddcn pour of sunlight 
Sprcading down now in widcning—blazing torrcnts— 
From bchind the pushcd'away clouds— 

Yct I long to bc chillcd—warmcd—and surpassing thesc— 
And by our limbs co-mingling—lovcr—comradc. 


Sad, wc must find cach othcr—oursclvcs—lifc—out 
Through this impcdimcnt of lovc— 

^ Copyright, 1931, by Alfrcd A. Knopf, Ncw York. 
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(With its billion toc-stubbings along thc 01 ympian track.) 
Pathctic wc must cxcrcisc by falling out of thc sky 
And chasing our own tails for awhilc— 

Instcad of fceling our manes tearing out bchind us 
Along thosc frcczing spiral vapours of thc Continuous Ascen- 
sion. 

O You and I havc stood poignantly closc upon thc cdgc of 
perilous slanting— 

And with sublime sunbcams bouncing from upturned face to 
facc 

And mcasuring upon cach uttcr equality of dazzlc— 

O you and I havc lcant fraternally togcthcr in a light 
Rcducing to proportionate form at last— 

All thosc mclancholy grotcsques of conscious life— 

Yca and togethcr hcard a conclusive goodncss afBrming 
Through vast harp-sweet spaccs— 

Thcn—then—the rcvcrcntial swoon of our knces 
Bcforc this momcntary shining out of thc bcyond 
Has bcen causc for a touch betwcen us— 

Ah, what union in this accidental knocking of knccs 
Bcforc a Sharcd Presence— 

Whcn suddcnly—suddenly— 

Thc thrown'back hood of vision clamping down precipitant, 
And a sadncss in the air as of somc Divinc Rctreat— 

Whcn my claw stirring—waking—reaching out— 

And in your answcring motion a gracious shoot of rcvcrbcrat- 
ing “уса” — 

Thcn your cyes bccoming a liquid galc 
Importunate—parting—prcssing asidc my branches— 

And your mouth a distortion of firc skipping—falling— 
Clinging strangcly among my blossoms— 

Му blossoms opcning—shcdding for you in ghastly broad 
abandon— 

O lovc—lovc—unequippcd—unaware 
Of the subtlc fatality in your own rcplction. 

> 

The Tunnel 

BY EVELYN SCOTT. FROM PRECIPITATIONS,' I92O 

I HAVE made you a child in the womb, 

Holding you in swect and final darkness. 

All day as I walk out 
I саггу you about, 

I guard you closc in sccrct whcre 
Cold cycd pcoplc cannot starc. 

I am mcltcd in thc warm dear firc, 

Lovcr and mothcr in thc samc dcsire. 

^C(^yright, 1920, by Nicholas L. Brown, New York. 
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YeC I am afraid of уоиг eyes 
And their possible surprise. 

Would you be angry if I lct you know 
That I carried you so? 

I could kiss you to dcath 
Hoping that, your protest obiiterated, 

You would be 
Utterly me. 

Yct I know—how wcll!— 

Like a shell» 

Hollow and echoing, 

Death would be, 

With a roar of thc past 
Likc the roar of the sea. 

And what is lifclcss I cannot killl 

So you would makc dcath work your wili. 

In most intimatc touch wc mcct, 

Lip to lip, 

Breast to breast, 

Sweet. 

Suddcnly wc draw apart 
And start. 

Like strangcrs surpriscd at a road*s turning 
Wcscc, 

I, the nakcd you; 

You, thc nakcd me. 

Thcrc was something of ncither of us 
That covcrcd thc hours, 

And wc havc only touchcd cach othcr’s bodics 
Through vcils of flowcrs. 

But lct us smile kindly, 

Likc thosc alrcady dcad, 

On the warm flcsK 
And the marriage bcd. 

Swčeney Erect 

BY Т. S. ELIOT. FROM POEMS,^ I92O 

Anđ the trees about me, 

Let them be dry and leaftess; let the roch.s 
Groan ufith continual surges; and behind me, 
ШКе tdl a desolation. LooK. looK. svenches! 

Paint mc a cavcrnous wastc shorc 
Cast in the unstillcd Cycladcs, 

Paint mc thc bold anfractuous rocks 
Faccd by thc snarlcd and yclping scas. 

^ Copyright, 1920, by Alfrcd A. Knopf, New York, 
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DispUy me Aeolus above 
Rcviewing the iosurgent galcs 
Which tangic Ariadne's hair 
And swell with haste thc pcrjurcd sails. 

Morning stirs the fect and hands 
(Nausicaa and Polyphcme)» 

Gesturc of orang'outang 
Rises from the shects in stcam. 


This withcrcd root of knots of hair 
Slittcd bclow and gashcd with eyes, 

This oval O croppcd out with tccth: 

Thc sickle motion from thc thighs 

Jackknifcs upward at thc knecs 
Thcn straightens out from heel to hip 

Pushing thc framework of the bcd 
And clawing at thc pillow slip. 

Swccncy addressed full lcngth to shave 
Broadbottomcd, pink from napc to base, 

Knows thc female temperament 
And wipes the suds around his face. 

(The lcngthened shadow of a man 
Is history, said Emerson 

Who had not seen the silhouette 
Of Sweeney straddled in thc sun). 

Tcsts thc razor on his lcg 
Waiting until the shrick subsides. 

Thc cpileptic on thc bcd 
Curvcs backward, clutching at hcr sidcs. 

Thc ladics of thc corridor 
Find thcmsclvcs involved, disgraced, 

Call witness to their principles 
And dcprccatc thc lack of tastc. 

Obscrving that hystcria 
Might casi]y be misundcrstood; 

Mrs. Turncr intimates 
It docs thc housc no sort of good. 

But Doris, towcllcd from thc bath, 

Entcrs padding on broad fect, 

Bringing sal volatile 
And a glass of brandy neat. 
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0 / Politicians 

BY THOMAS BURKE. FROM THE SONG ВООК OF 
QUONG LEE,^ I92O 

Upon a timc thc amiablc Bill Hawkins, 

Marricd a fair wifc, dcmurc and of chastc reputc, 

Keeping closcly from hcr, howcvcr, 

Апу knowiedgc of the manncr of man hc had bcen. 

Upon the nuptial night, 

Awakening and hnding himsclf couched with a woman, 
As had happcned on divcrs occasions, 

Нс arosc and drcsscd and dcpartcd, 

Leaving at thc couch’s side four goodiy coins. 

But in the strcet, 

Remembcring thc occasion and his prcsent cstaic of marriagc, 
Нс returncd with a hastc of no—dignity, 

Filicd with cmotions of an cntirely disturbing naturc, 

Fcar that his wife shouid discovcr his abscncc, 

And piace evii construction upon it, bcing uppcrmost. 

Entering stealthiiy, then, with the tocs of thc lcopard, 

With intcntion of quickly disrobing, 

And rejoining thc forsakcn bridc, 

Нс pcrccivcd hcr sitting crcct on thc couch, 

Biting shrewdiy, with a distressing air of expericncc, 

At one of the coins. 


A Lovc Lcsson 

BY THOMAS BURKE. FROM THE SONG ВООК OF 
QUONG LEE, I92O 

Last night I drcamcd of thc maid with ycllow curls, 

She camc to mc in thc room abovc my shop, 

And wc two wcrc alonc, frccd from thc laws of day. 

I hcld hcr thcn to mysclf. 

I took from hcr her cloihing, garmeni by garment, 

And watchcd thcm fall about hcr fcct— 

Whitc pctals of a flower. 

And I drcw from hcr to myscif hcr ihoughts, onc by onc, 
As oftcn I had wishcd, till ail of hcr was minc. 

And then I was sad, for nothing was lcft to lovc. 


And quickly I clothcd hcr again, garment by garmcnt, 
And gavc hcr back hcr thoughts, onc by onc, 

And awokc in јоу. 

I was glad that thc drcam was a drcam, 

And that all of hcr was not minc; 



For I had leamed 

That love reieased £гош bond, aad unburdened of itt 
fetters, 

Is love no longer. 


Sonnets to Aurelia 

ВТ KOBSRT NICHOU. РКОМ AUBBUA,^ 19ЗО 

*'Lovsr/* you say; '*how beautiful that is, 

That litde word;*' and still you sigh it over 
ТШ the twin syllables become a kiss 
Against the brow your lips* light whisperings cover. 
Yes, it is bcautiful. I have marked it long, 

Long in my dusty head its jot sccreted, 

Yet my heart never knew this word a song 
ТШ in the night softiy by you repeated. 

**Lover** again! sounds not this holy word 
Worthy the gift its virtues celebrate, 

Whose very gende syilables half-heard 
Seem the low sigh of one love-satiate? 

Turn, sweet, and let your iips to me discover 
The final sweetness lies in the word “lover.” 

X 

When, having written much, I reach my span, 

And you, that you, shall halt beside my grave, 

Whom I to delirium loved as living man, 

Mourn not that me, though, mayhap, thc World havc 
Honoured my tomb with register of worth 
In difficuit assessmcnt of my due, 

Recorded my rarcr scrviccs on carth, 

And gricf protcstcd, likcly cnough truc. 

Mourn not that me, but gazing on thc mould, 
Summon to тетогу my cycs* keen light, 

Му thorough hands, my arms so hard in hold, 

Му lips whose kisses burncd away the night: 

For, though thc World may curious worths discover 
Му priđc it is I was your wcll-prizcd lovcr. 

хш 

Somctimcs I think you know not what lovc is 
But only pang of amorous delight: 

The terrible rcsuscitadon of thc kiss, 

And the prolonged love-agonies of the night. 

^Cqpyright, 1930, by E. P. Dutton вс Co., New York. 



Oh, whcn I so do think, thcn I could scar 
Thcsc loving lips with thc consuming coal, 
Submit thcsc limbs to thc machinc to tcar 
And ruin my body to sccurc уоиг soul. 


For rathcr wouId I pcrish as a man, 

And hatcful as a maniac sccm to you, 

Than that our јоу, which in truc lovc bcgan, 
Should, in abusc, turn to its birth untruc. 
Whcrcforc takc hccd lcst, in your passion strong, 
Your acts rcad right but your intcntion wrong. 


XIX 

Comc, lct us sigh a rcquicm ovcr lovc 
That wc oursclvcs havc slain in lovc’s own bcd, 
Whosc hearts that had couragc to drink cnough 
Lackcđ couragc to forbid thc tastc thcy brcd, 
Which body captaincd soon, till, in disgust, 
Thcsc vcry hcarts of bodily surfcit dicd, 
Poisoncd by that swcct ovcrflow o£ lust 
Whosc past dclight our substancc dcificd. 


No couragc, no, nor plcasurc havc wc now, 

То our own frantic bodics arc wc tosscd, 

Only somctimcs cxhaustion will allow 
Us pcacc to obscrvc thc imagc of lovc’s ghost, 
With torturing voicc and with hid facc rcturn 
Faindy, as cvcn now, to bid us mourn. 


XXVII 

I must rcmcmbcr now how oncc I wokc 
То find thc harsh lamplight strcam upon hcr bcd, 
Thc cciling trcmblc in its giddy smokc, 

And on thc wall thc agilc spidcr sprcad, 

То hcar thc rcvcrbcratc vault of silcncc shakc 
Bcncath thc hollow crash of midnight’s toil, 
Whosc profound strokcs wancd impotcnt to brcak 
Thc charncl stillncss of thc city’5 soul. 


Thcsc I rcmcmbcr, but would morc forgct 
What is most fixcd, whcrcby I am undonc, 

How whitc, how still you lay, though shuddcring yct 
In thc last luxury of oblivion, 

As if of Dcath you had takcn lovc long dcnicd, 
With on уоиг facc thc bliss of suicidc. 
l 7 ” 2 



Summer Storm 

BY LOUIt UNTEBMEVEK. FEOM THE NEW AĐAM/ I^IO 

We lay together in the sultry night. 

A feeble light 

From some inviiible street-lamp crept 
Into thc corner whcre you slcpt; 

Fingered your chccks, flcw so£tly round your hair, 
Thcn dipped in thc swcct vallcy o£ your breasts 
And fluttcrcd, likc a bird bctwecn two nests, 

ТШ it lay quiet there. 

Му cycs wcrc closing and I may havc dreamed— 
At least it scemed 
That you and I 

Had ceased to bc but were somehow 
As earth and sky.... 

'lTic night grew closcr still, and now 
Hcat-lightnings played bctwccn us and warm thrflls 
Ran through thc cool sidcs of thc trcmbling hflls. 
Thcn darkncss and a tension in thc black 
Hush likc a brcath hcld back; 

A rippling through thc ground, a windlcss brcczc 
That rcachcd down to thc scnsitivc roots of trccs; 

A trcmor likc thc pulsc of mufflcd knocks, 

Or likc thc silcnt opcning of locks... 

Thcrc was a rising of unfcttcrcd scas 
With grcat tidcs pulling at thc surs and rocks 
As though to draw thcm all togcthcr. 

Thcn in a burst of blinding wcather, 

The lightnings flung 

Long, passionate arms about thc carth that clung 
То hcr wild lovcr. 

Suddenly above her 

Thc whoIc sky tumblcd in a swccping blazc, 
Gathering carth in onc tight-lockcd embrace, 
Drenching hcr in a flood o£ silvcr flame. 

Hot thunders came; 

And still thc storm kcpt plunging, seeking cvcr 
The furthest сгаппу, till thc faraway 
Streams fclt cach pcnetrating quivcr 
And thc most hiddcn rivcr 
Rosc and became rclcascd.... 

At last thc stabbings ccased, 

The thunders died. 

But still they lay 
Side by side, 

Whilc moonbeams crcpt 

Into thc hcavcnly corncr whcrc carth slcpt; 

^Copyright, i9aQ, by Htrcourt, Brace k Co., New York. 
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Dipping among hcr rosy hills, lighting abovc 
Hcr curvcd anđ sloping hollovvs, till 
Shc too was still. 

Bclovcd and blcst, 

His cloudy hcad lay, sccking rcst 
In thc swcct-smclling valley of hcr brcast, 

And cach was huddlcd in cach othcr’s lovc; 

Or so it sccmcd.... 

Му cycs wcrc closing and I may havc drcamcd. 

> 

Ivory and Rose 

BY LOUIS UNTERMEVER. FROM THE NEW ADAM, I92O 

Here in this moonlit room, I watch you slip 
Onc shouldcr from your drcss and turn to mc; 

A polishcd statuc, flushing to thc tip 
Of marblc fingcrs gradually. 


And, likc a ripc moon out of flimsy clouds, 
Blossoms thc shining fulncss of your brcast. 
Thcsc curves conceal, this dcar pcrfcction shrouds 
A soft, miraculous ncst. 


Your ivory body pulscs as thc white 
Flcsh catchcs flamc and rosy tremblings movc 
Over this sanctuary of delight, 

The last asylum of our lovc. 

> 

Almost 

BY LOUIS UNTERMEVER. FROM THE NEW ADAM, I92O 

My swccthcart has bcncficcnt arms 
So full of tcndcrncss and firc, 

Thcy almost chcat hcr othcr charms 
Thc way they rousc and still desire. 


Му swcclhcart has thc kindcst brcast, 
Two hcavcns with cach a single star; 
Thcy givc mc cvcrylhing but rcst, 

So strangc thcsc rosy pillows arc. 

Му swecthcart has the hungricst lips 
Thcy scck and prcss unsparingly; 
Thcy probe until shc almost slips 
Among her kisscs into me. 
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Му swccthcart*$ body i$ a сгу, 

A poignant and resisdcss cail; 

It almost makcs mc woadcr why 
, Shc hasn4 апу mind at all. 

The Bctrothal^ 

BY EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAT, I92O 

Он, comc, my lad, or go my lad, 

And lovc me if you like! 

I hardly hcar the door shut 
Or thc knocker strike. 

Oh, bring me gifts or beg me gifts, 

And wcd mc if you will! 

rd makc a man a good wife, 

Sensiblc and still. 

And why should I bc cold, my lad, 

And why should you repinc, 

Becausc I lovc a dark hcad 
That ncvcr will bc minc? 

I might as well bc casing you 
As lie alone in bcd, 

And waste the night in wanting 
A cruel dark head! 

You might as well be calling yours 
What ncver will bc his, 

And onc of us bc ћарру; 

Thcrc’s fcw cnough as is. 

/ 

Sonnet 

BY EDNA ST. VINCENT MILLAY, I92I 

I BEiNG born a woman and distrcsscd 
Ву ali thc nccđs and notions of my kind, 

Am urgcd by your propinquity to find 
Your pcrson fair, and fccl a ccrtain zcst 
То bcar your body’s wcight upon my brcast,— 
So subtly is thc fumc of lifc dcsigned, 

То clarify thc pulsc and cloud thc mind 
And lcavc mc oncc again undone, posscsscd. 
Think not for this, howevcr,—the poor treason 
Of my stout blood against my staggering brain— 
I shail rcmcmbcr you with lovc, рг scason 
Му scorn with pity; lct mc makc it plain; 

I find this frcnzy insufficicnt rcason 
For convcrsation whcn wc mcct again. 

^ Cc^jrrightcd. 
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Bridegroom 

BY KATHBRINl W. МС CLUSKEY. FROM THE PAGAN, I92O 

PiTY, O Bridcgroom, 

Thc pcrilous јоу of ihc bridcl 
In thc scarching lights of hcr cycs, 

In thc fugitivc flush of hcr chccks, 

In thc fainting pink of hcr palm, 

In thc spccd-mad pulsc of hcr wrist, 

In thc throb and flight of hcr hcari, 

In thc lifting foam of hcr brcasts, 

In hcr palc, cxcitcd smilc,— 

A dim flamc, blown in a wind,— 

Scc thc pcrilous happincss, 

Thc dizzy, pccring happincss, 

Hid in thc blood of your briđc. 

Evc alonc 

Of the gcncrations of womcn, 

Lackcd thc pcrilous јоу of thc bridc. 

Fully innoccnt, fully ignorant, 

Gurglcd hcr swcct child-laughtcr. 

But to hcr daughtcrs, 

Down to the wayward moderns, 
Whispcrs and cchocs what shc lcarncd 
From giving hcr sccrct sclf, 

From giving hcr rcd rosc hcart, 

From giving hcr crcam rosc brcast, 

From giving her crystal drcams,— 
Dividing hcr trinity, 

Hcr soul and hcr flcsh and hcr mind, 
With Adam. 

So bcgan, O Bridcgroom, 

Thc pcrilous happincss, 

A bubblc, rcady to brcak, 

A spherc madc of colors alonc, 

Your bridc with hcr scarching cycs 
Holds out to your snatching hands. 

A 

Watteau Panels 

BY ROVALL SNOW. FROM THE PACAN, 1^20 
/. A MELODV WITH SOMBRE CHORDS 
PiERROT draws asidc thc willows 
As a curtain, 

And naive Columbinc stcps through. 

In thc moonlight— 

Likc the twinkling of silvcr minnow8 
Thc gurgling brook winks at Picrrot. 

Нс had comc thcrc bcforc. 
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п, DANSE MACABRE 


From a hidden orchestra 

Drlfts in blurred melody the valse hesitation 

A dancer presses his partner’s hand 

Cominandingly. 

///. ACOUIESCENCE 

“No,” whispers the woman 
And turns her head 

So that the moonlight falls on her bare throat. 

LAttente 

BY HAROLD OREENTHAL. FROM THE FRENCH OF TRISTAN 
KLINOSOR, 1921 

I 

То make our lovc mcmorablc 
I carricd winc from Shiraz; 

I prcparcd a bcd broidcrcd with silk 
And two vclvct pillows; 

Thcn I pcrfumed the water in thc vascs, 

То bathe you after thc amorous combat. 


I bought figs full of sccd, 
Dricd raisins, and cakcs 
Of farina, sugar and ricc, 

То cat whilc toying with you, 
Му littlc dcar,— 

But you ncvcr camc.... 


//. LA ТЕГЕ COUPEE 

If you cvcr say again, 

Old Shcmscddin, grcy'bcardcd knavc, 
That you havc had in your bcd 
Thc body of my littlc Zuleika, 

That you havc posscssed hcr 
For threc Ormuz sugar-plums 
And a piccc of gold,— 

Bcwarc lcst somc onc soon find, 
Among thc roscs of your garđcn— 
Whcrc jcts of watcr sing all night— 
Thc scvcrcd hcad of Shcmscddin! 
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Ш. LA RUSE 


Old Khalif wiih thc pcrfumcd bcard, 
You havc imprisoncd my bclovcd 
In a hundrcd robes of silk 
And scarlct vclvct: 

But thc fivc littlc whitc micc 
That агс hcr fingcrs 
Know how to dclivcr quickly 
Нсг flowcr'flcshcd body, 

Whilc thc cunuch at thc đoor 
Slccps likc a hcron on onc foot. 




IV. LES MOTIFS D’AMOVR 

I lovcd the first for her supplc, cat likc body in 
its grccn robc; 


Thc sccond, for her mouih, dclicatcly shadcd 
with rougc, likc a strangc flowcr in bloom; 

Thc third, for hcr hair, starrcd with prccious 
stoncs and đamp with all thc pcrfumcs of Arabia; 

And you, ravishing Zulcika, who smilc so prct- 
tily, for your cycs, purc as paintcd porcclain. 




V. VEVEIL 

Cross your barc lcgs in уоиг bcd; 

Scratch thc tip of your nosc 
With уоиг slcndcr, tapcnng fingcrs; 

Rub with your soft knucklcs 

Thc two violets of your nmmcd cycs.... 

And drcam. 


From thc top of thc Arabian mmarct 
Thcrc issucs 

Thc short, sad mclopocia 
Of onc of thc faithful, 

And you yawn likc a liitlc cat, 

As though tircd of lovc, 



And you think of the one, 

From Ormuz or Endor, 

Who quitted you this morning, 
Leaving his purse of golden pieces 
And the blue marks of his kisses. 

/ 

VL LB CADl PERCLUS 

O venerable Cadi, 

Nothing now remains 
Of your voluptuous vigor 
Of yesterday. 

Your poor heart is cold, 

Your body is crippled, 

Your face is seamed with wrinkles 
And Ix>ve has strung bulging pouches 
Under your eyes. 


Your sex, which hangs pendent 
At the base of your bclly, 

Is like a soft banana of Ispahan 
Between two shriveled oranges 
From Damas. 


Л 

A Bargain 

ВТ HAROLD GRBINTHAL, I92I 

A DRACHMA? List to me, thou worn-out couch of lovel Hast thou 
at thy hovel, a bed of softest down which holds the imprint of each 
limb, that thou should'st ask me for a drachma? 


‘*And do thy slaves run around in silks and golden anklets, and 
do they serve to thy unfortunate guest, a skyphos of aged wine and 
dried hgs from Rhodes that he may the while forget thee? A drachma! 
Good father Zeus, dost hear? 


“A drachma? Bahl Why, Wrinklcs, thc naiads would forsake the 
woods for that, and Lais would turn over in her tombl I guess thou 
playest upon the innocent, but, though Гт still a youth, full тапу 
curious things I’ve done and known. And yet thou askest for a 
drachmat 

"Away, and trim the bristling hair around thy lips, and dean thy 
nails, and wash thine arms in milk! A drachmal What’s that thou 
eaycst? Thrcc obols? Ah, wcll, Г11 go with thee for that, my dear, 
rii go with thee for that!” 



Seduction 

ВТ HABOLD OBSENTHAL, I92I 

ТнЕ Lily swayed coquettishly» 

And the Rose, 

Whom thc murky night had lcft 
Drunk with dew, 

Was fircd with desire, 

And the passion burned his chceks. 

Нс bent lovcr-likc 
Ovcr the virgin Lily, 

And hii green arms, 

Ouivering amorously in thc brcczc, 

Slipped *round hcr dainty waist, 

And her lithe body shook with cmotion. 

She raised her drooping head, 

And held her fresh young lips to his! 

The lustful Rose 
Now strained hcr close, 

And the virgin Lily struggled 
As though Sit wcrc bcine violatcd, 

Yct, yiclding graciously mc ncxt instant, 

Swung wantody against hcr lovert... 

Suddcnly they quict grcw, 

And slowly disentangled 
Leaf from leaf, 

And drcw apart, 

Thc Violets, quidnuncs cvcry onc, 

Had lookcd on all thc while 
And passcd the scandal to thc Larks; 

Narcissus, bccoming inflamcd, 

Embraced himself 

With quitc unnatural ardor. 

But the ravished Lily 
Hung her head in shame 
And tried to hide 
Thc tiny bits of gold 
That lay sprinklcd 
Here and there 
Along hcr ћарру pctals, 

Ldila Sleeps 

ВТ HAEOLD OREENTHAL, I92I 

Тнои art tircd, Liila, warm and tircd. Thinc cycs stty lon^ 
shut than opcn, for poppy.dust is flying in ihe air, and a 
diamond 4 irop, frcsh as rosc dcw, gUttcrs from thc dimplc in 
thy chin. 
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Sleep, lovely Liila, ileep, and I will watch thee throu^ 
the night. The moon*s soft lambent rays light up thy ruby 
lips; thy throat gleams white, and thy flower'like breasts 
tempt my wanton flnger^ips! 

How calm thc night! How calm hcr slccp! How hot the 
flre in my veinsl Ah, littlc houri, now art thou mine. In my 
hands arc thine—so pink and soft and warm! I steal a hasty 
kiss from thy rcd lips and bathc my facc in thc odor of thy 
hairl 

Sleep on, my Liila, nor ope thy weary lids. Through this 
long night of lovc Г11 guard thec. Slecp on, O tircd cycs; O 
ruby lips, slccp on; O musky molc, O warm, soft hands, O 
kiss-red breasts, sleep on, slcep on! 

AUne Rebelle 

BY PIERRE ST. ARDIENNE. FROM THE FRENCH OF 
IBVKOS D£ RHODES 

I 

They say that you rcfusc to hcar my ргаусг, O pale Hippo- 
lytc. Fathcr Aristophancs tclls mc that you want to 
remain chaste. 

Fool! This is mcrc illusion! 

You must lcarn that Naturc wishes, everywhere, thc swoon- 
ings, thc rapturcs, thc ccstasies of dishcvcllcd youths. 
Naturc is strong. No woman, howcvcr ugly—and you 
arc adorablc, O my Hippolytc—has escapcd thc pangs 
of dcsirc. 

Couch yourself naked, this cvcning, in your lonely bed, and 
think of mc bcforc you drift to slcep. 

Think of my hcavy profilc, of pcrfcct dcsign! 

Think of my hair which has thc shadc of violcts in thc moss 
and which undulates on my littlc ivory forehead! 

Think of my cyc-brows, black and joincd, of my blue-green 
cycs which burn with a madncss and of the smile of 
my indefatigablc mouth! 

Think of my proud brcasts which swcll my purplc tunic! 

Think of my frcsh arms and my burning thighs! 

Think of my fingcrs, thc light fingcrs of a lyrc-playcrl 

Think of my trcasurc, almost hermaphroditc! 

Then, to-morrow morning, your cycs shall bc rimmcd with 
dark circlcs, O Hippolyte, seeker of vain chimeras! 



You will comc to thc Palacc of Sappho, you will sound 
at thc grcat door of thc park, and my pupils, your com* 
radcs, casting roscs undcr your sandals, singing an 
cpithalamium, will cscort you to thc tcrracc whcrc your 
Cydno, standing, gloriously nudc, dcfying thc sun, holds 
out hcr arms to youl 


II 

L'ONGLE DE SYRINX 

You posscss thc most admirable qualitics in thc world, O 
Syrinxl 

You arc, at thc samc timc, slcnder as a runncr and plump 
as a quail, white as a whitc camclia, and rcd, whcrc it 
is bccoming, as a red рсопу, appetizing as a young girl 
and livcly as a matron. 

I am your acknowledged slavc_But, on the next occasion, 

parc more carcfully the nail of your virilc fingcr: You 
havc scratchcd me! 


A 

III 

LE PREMIER CHEVEU GRIS 

Your brcasts arc goldcn applcs from thc gardcn of Hcspcridcs, 
O Syrinx! 

Why do you pcrsist in withholding the surrcndcr of your 
graccful body? 

Bchold this grcy hair in my brown curl: it is thc first, I swcar, 
O Syrinx, and your cruclty is thc causc of it. 

IV 

suppuguE 

Lalage, pardon mc thcsc thrcc days of sulking! 

The hatcful old trouble-makcr Sophrona said that you spcak 
ill of me. That is why I no longcr salutc you in pass- 
ing bcforc your glycins and your rhododcndrons. 

Pardon mc, smilc of Lcsbos! 
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Scandalize as much as it pleases уои, radiant Lalage, accuse 
me of being old, of bcing ugiy, of sleeping with a man, 
a Danish dog, an £gyptian ass or a negro slave, it 
matters not to me if I may but hear again уоиг sweet 
laugh, your honcycd voiccl 




Ргаусг 

ВТ F. JACOBS. FROM THE PAGAN, I92O 

Why do you not calm mc, swcct, 

Whcn I trcmblc so, and cannot ccasc? 

Whcn I am alonc, and you comc to mc,— 
Howcvcr warm thc day,— 

Such a quivcring scizcs mc, 

Such a mcrcilcss, poignant shaking, 

All my vcry lips I cannot control, 

ТШ you gathcr mc in your warm strong arms, 
ТШ you have kisscd mc into a fcvcr, 

ТШ your stcady calm has penetrated my body, 
And rcassured my trcmbling onc 
That all is wcll, 

That you are here. 




Love Athirst 

BY RUTH BASSETT EDDY. FROM THE PAGAN, I92O 

Last night, do you rccall? You turncd уоиг hcad, 
And laid уоиг lips to minc, as wc Iay thcrc 
Undcr thc stars. Thc swcctncss of thc night 
Somchow bccamc a part of that long kiss, 
Until, grown wcak with passion, 

You fell aslecp. But I could not hnd rest. 

The lips that clung to mine no longcr gave 
A passionatc rcsponsc. Thcy were 
Soft and warm and still against my own,— 

Thc lips of a contcntcd, slcepy child. 


And oh, I was ashamed—ashamcd to fecl 
Desire to ukc from уоиг unconscious lips 
Thc drink lovc had to oHcr you and me. 

I would have been content to let the hours 
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Go on toward endlcss time, if I could lic 
Against уоиг body’s closc and yiciding warmth; 
Heart to hcart and brcath to brcath, 

Му mouth against your own until I kncw 
Thc swcct cxhaustion that had givcn you slccp. 


> 

Come and Ue With Ме 

BY ELSIE A. GIDLOW. FROM THE PAGAN, I92O 

CoME and lic with mc and lovc mc, 
Bittcrncss; 

Touch me with уоиг hands a littlc, 

Kiss mc, as you lcan abovc mc, 

With your cold, sadistic kisscs; 

Wind your hair closc, close around mc,— 
Pain might dissipatc this blankncss; 

Hurt mc cvcn, cvcn wound mc; 

I havc nced of lovc that stings. 

Comc and lic with mc and lovc mc, 
Bittcrncss, 

So that I can laugh at things. 


In the Restaurant 

BY CLAIRE ZU BARD. FROM THE PAGAN, I92O 

Он, dark and fascinating young man, 

(Sitting opposite me at thc rcsiaurant'tablc), 

Thcrc arc spots of color on your thin chcck-boncs 
And уоиг cycs arc dcep anđ smoldcring.... 

Your fcvcrish fingcrs hold hopcfully your glass of milk 
And you cat your soft-boilcd eggs with a rclish. 

But I scc a black shadow at your clbow, 

Oh, dark young man, 

And I know thc mcaning of уоиг гоо-гсс! chccks, 

And of that rcckless light in your too-bright су«- • • • 

I know why you drink that tastelcss warm whitc dnnk, 
Anrl whv vou suffcr soft-boilcd cggs at noon.... 


But I know, too, 

Oh. dark and fascinating young man, 
(Sitting oppositc mc at thc rcsuurant-tablc), 
That you arc a hundrcd timcs morc hopcful, 
Morc passionatc, morc alivc Лап 1— 
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I,— niggcd, and bursting my itays with vulgar health,— 
I,—eating my juicy stcak and chcrry pic— 
alrcady ncaring thc agc of thirt^-nine 
And without a lover.... 




Enthralled 

BY ALPRED BRVAN. FROM PAGAN LOVE LVRICS,^ I92I 

Teach mc to sin— 

In lovc*s forbiddcn ways, 

For you can makc all passion pure; 

Thc magic lurc of уоиг swcct cycs 
Each shapc of sin makes virtue praisc. 


Tcach mc to sin— 

Enslavc mc to уоиг wanton charms, 
Crush mc in your velvct arms 
And makc mc, makc mc lovc you. 

Макс mc firc уоиг blood with new desirc, 
And makc mc kiss you—lip and limb, 
Till scnscs rccl and pulscs swim. 

Аус! cven if you hatc mc, 

Teach me to sin. 




Love Charms 

BY ALFRED BRVAN. FROM PAGAN LOVE LYRICS 

If I cannot bc your Mastcr, lct mc bc уоиг Slavcl 
Lct mc be thc wanton of your breast! 

Lct mc bc thc lovcr of уоиг limbl 
Torturc mc until thc ultimatc I cravc. 


Lct mc Hft unto уоиг lips a redder cup of wine! 

Lct mc whisper in уоиг саг somc new desirc— 
A warrior flamc уоиг white flesh to incarnadine. 
Then, lct my lovc put out thc firc. 


Wcd mc. Макс mc swcar allegiance to your breast, 
And tcll mc that your body I must share 
With othcr lovcrs,—morc of you posscssed,— 

So I have you somc timc, what nced I care? 

^ Copyrifht, 1931. by Alfrcd Вгуал. 
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ВсаШу 

BY ALFRED BRYAN. FROM PAGAN LOVE LVRICS 

Beauty is not modest. Why should Bcauty bc? 

But uglincss is moral after all. 

Bcauty and conccalment havc no affinity: 

For Uglincss—convention wcars a pall. 

Bcauty barcs her lovclincss for othcr cycs to scc; 

And Truth, when nakcd only, is divine. 

So you, dcar heart, are modcst in all your nudity 
Savc whcn observcd by othcr cycs than minc. 

> 

Selfishness 

BY ALFRED BRYAN. FROM PAGAN LOVE LVRICS 

She whom I love must bc above rcproach; 
Must vcil hcr face to all admiring cycs; 

Must droop hcr lids to all admiring lovcrs; 
Must not betray the bcauty of hcr hmbs 
То him and him and him and him. 

Shc must bc all our mothcrs must have becn, 

And all wc think our sistcrs arc 

From all thc crowd apart, too purc to mar. 

But when alonc with mc—ihen shc may bc: 
Shc may bc lcwd as Mcssaline was lewd. 

Shc may be nude, and still remain a prudc, 

Tis nothing wrong that she may do with me; 
Shc’s still a woman, chastc, with modcsty. 

But lct hcr bc of these with olher mcn, 

God pity her, for she is,—well, what then? 

A harlot, scarlet, crimsoncd courtcsan, pcr sc 
Shc’s worsc than that if she’s not truc lo mc. 

/ 


Creation Songs 

BY MURIEL STRODE. FROM A SOUl’s FARINC,' I92I 


I w.LL tell you the things that will ravish your car to hear, 
for I am Lifc’s lovcr. 

She tolđ me her secrets, as she Iay ш my 

She told me the things of her deep yearn.ng, of her secret 

hcart. 

iCopyright. .9ir, by Borri гчА LiverighJ. loc., New York. 
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She told them to my love for her, to the preti of my breatt. 
She told herself to my kisscs. 

She met my warm breath with disclosures, as she held me 
close ia an mformiog embrace. 


ц 

I am Life’s loverl 

I plant the meaning of my great yearning upon her upturned 
lips. 

I prest her to my breast in a great answering. 

She thall defioe the meaning of my fire and fever. 


ш 

I am the iove-mad of life. 

I have reached out in my pain to the love'frenzied grouse. 

I have called in my understanding to the dccr in their rutting 
seasoo. 

I have come with gentle words to the mating chirpiogs in the 
caves. 

I have touched teaderly the seeking poilen. 

I have come with bated breath to the spawn at the beginnings 
of streams. 


I am the ache of overfuliness. 

Му breasts are crowded with containing. 

Му hands trcmble with the eagerness of me. 

I am rent aod torn with the pain of the unezpresscd. 


IV 

I am drunk with bcing,— 

Life’s inebriate reding down an cnchanted way. 

I thout my maudiin grecting to the trees. 

I grasp fa^iariy the geode iingers of the grats. 

I prets my wine-wet iips to the roses with my intistent kitting. 


V 

I know the thrill of the grasses whcn the rain pours over them. 

I know the trembiing of the leaves whea the winds sweep 
through them. 

I know wnat the white ciover felt as it held a drop of dew 
pressed ciote io its beauteoutnets. 

I know the quivering of the fragrant petals at the touch of the 
poUen'legged btts. 

I know what the stream said to the dipping wiliowt, and what 
the mooo said to the sweet lavender. 

I kaow what the stars said when they came stealthily dowii 
and crept foodly into the topt of the trees. 
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VI 


I am the ommpotent \ife, the potency-t\\rill. 

I am the fmctifier meeting the urge of space, scattcring my 
spawn iiltc thc dust of surs in thc Miilty Way. 

I am red fire leaping in and out of channcls, thc insistcncc of 
mc, thc ycarning. 

I am thc dcmand. 


vn 

I am dmnlc with the winc of mc, intoxicant of my own i>cing, 
Bacchantc of my own soul’s stecpings, 

Bcsct by thc rcalization of mc, drivcn by icnowing. 

I pour mysclf out lilcc thc singing starling. 

I drinlc, and kiss Life’s wanton iips with thc dripping lips of 
me. 


VIII 

I am thc univcrsc’s harlot, 

Sclling mysclf to ecstasy’s thrills; 

Giving myself to bc dcbauchcd of stars, ravishcd of incHablc- 
ness; 

Scduccd by a wanton ungraspablcncss; 

Coming to marriagc bcd with infinity’s hordc, 

Wanton wifc of thc ctcrnity of things. 


Л 


The Golden Past 

BY OBOIOE STERLINO, I92I 


WiTHiN the stillncss of thc crypt hc lay— 

Thc vanquishcd tyrant, quivcring and sUrk, 
Shacklcd, alonc with anguish and thc dark, 

And conscious that thc immolating day 
Swcpt on him as a tigcr on its ргсу, 

То qucnch with agonics thc viul spark, 

Whcn cmcl cyc8 should gloat and laughtcrs mark 
Thc final shamcs of thc tormentcd clay. 


Astoundcd by atrocitics of раш, 

Нс brokc thc offcndcd silcncc with a moan— 
This offal of thc rack and glowing brand— 
Whilc, as hc strovc at thc rclcntlcss cham 
And shuddcrcd, prostrate, on thc saltcd stonc, 
A dungeon-rat fcd on his manglcd hand. 
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But they, his conqueror and faithless queen, 

Beneath the midnight moon lay arrogant, 

Nor saw her beams on kingly marble siant,— 

On jasmine and the crowding roses’ sheen, 

Nor heard the fingers of the harper glean 
Harvests of sound, nor heard the ccaseless chant 
Of voices to their godhood consonant. 

For them the naked dancer swayed unseen. 

For thcm ihcre stood no past, nor timc to bc, 

For whom all rapture was a tideless sea 
Wherein they clwclt bcyond all sound and sight, 
Without a star to touch thcm with its гау 
Nor pulsc of wavcs to reach thcm where thcy lay, 
Wclđcd in dumb convulsions of dclight. 

The Kiss of Consummation 

BY GEORGE STERLING, I92I 

Lo( Thou hast grantcd us for Thcc a name, 

But ncvcr, Lord, shall thcre bc name for this 
Thc storm and sacramcnt of lovc’s abyss; 

Nor shall the mind conceive nor man’s tonguc frame 
Nor Music in her farthest flight proclaim 
Thc talc of that intolcrablc bliss 
When breathlcss lips meet in the flnal kiss, 

And mouth on mouth melts to incarnate flame. 

Whcn, lcst thc astounding racks of bliss dcstroy 
Thc body with its ccstasy alivc,— 

Thc maddcncd flcsh grown inflnitc wiih јоу, 

Pcacc scnds hcr Lcthe to thc rccling brain, 

Erc thc incRorablc flamc rcvivc 
And Lovc that slcw sound trumpcts o cr the slain, 

At Midnight 

BY GEORGE STERLING, I921 

Cast round mc now your arms’ cool wrcath of whitc 
Forgct thc day’s far wakcning, and lic 
Morc closc! Without, thc wcary world gocs by, 
Hawking its cheats and nostrums in thc night. 

Ве wise a^sudden, giving not a glance 
То апу anodyne its dupcs prcscribc 
Art, lorc, gold, famc and powcr, cach tinscl bribc 
That turns thc flesh from its inhcritance. 



This is thc only wcalth, thc only goal 
Whcrc onc shall stand unhoodwinkcd for a spacc, 
Gazing upon thc Truth with tranquil facc,~ 
Daring to show Lifc’s pitfalls to thc soul. 

Такс paymcnt now for all accurs^d hours, 

All pain and wa$tc and drcarincss, all carc! 

Thcsc arc thc momcnts purchascd by dcspair, 

And this thc јоу to which thy sorrow flow’rs. 

Wrcnch from thc niggard Fatcs thy ransomcd bliss! 
Acccpt thc breathless transports that atonc, 

With toils the gods werc glad to find thcir own, 
And scas of scnsc ihat thundcr at a kiss. 

Flame 

BY GEORGE STERLING, I921 

Тнои art that madness of suprcmc dcsirc, 
Which lacking, bcauty is but dross and clay. 
Within thy vcins is all thc firc of day 
And all thc stars divinity of firc. 

Thinc arc the lips and loins that ncvcr tirc, 

And thinc thc bliss that makcs my soul dismay. 
Upon thy brcast what god at midnight lay, 

То make thy flcsh thc music of his lyrc? 

Ah! such alone should know ihy lovclincss! 

Ah! such alonc should know thy full carcss, 

O goddcss of intolcrablc dclight! 

I bcg of Fate the gucrdon and thc gracc, 

Far bcyond dcath, to know m ihinc cmbracc 
Etcrnal rapturc in ctcrnal night. 

/ 

Happiest 

BY GEORGE STERLINC, I92I 

Calling you now, not for your flcsh I call, 

Nor for thc mad, long rapturcs of thc night 
And passion in its bcauty and its might, 
Whcn thc ccstatic bodics risc and fall. 

I cannot fcign: God knows I ‘t al - 
Thc flaming scnscs, raving with dclight, 

Thc lcopards, 5 wift and tcrriblc and whitc, 
Within thc loins that shuddcr as thcy crawl. 
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AU that could I exiiltmgiy forcgo, 

Could I but stand, one flash o£ time» and see 
Your heavenly, cntrancing face, and know 
I stood most blcst of all beneath the sun, 

Hearing these words from your fond lips to me: 

“I love, lovc you, and lovc no othcr oncl” 

Consummation 

BY PLORENCE E. VON WIEN, I92I 

BuRNiNO —relcndess burning— 

With thc gcndy carcssing fircs that will not bc calmed. 

A delicious scnse of stifling. 

Suddcnly a ficrcc storm of sharp, cxquisitc pains... 

Like litde clcctric necdlc shocks... 

Picrccs cvcry tiny part of your body— 

Tiil you arc raised out of this carth. 

A grcat calm comcs ovcr you thcn— 

And you opcn languorously, luxuriously 
Like an enormous, frcsh passion flowcr opens its petals to 
the sun. 

Somcthing comcs and snuggles into its pctals likc a honcy bcc 
And thcy slowly closc again—and thcn—just nothing thcn— 
Thc scnsation of having no scnsations—grcat pcace, vast 
space—and 

Nothing, nothing, nothing. 

> 

Sensuality 

BY FLORENCE E. VON WIEN, Ipll 

You suck in my bcauty, likc a ravishcd bcast 
The trickling blood of fresh, warm meat. 

You brcathc in thc fragrance of my lcprous-whitc skin, 
ТШ, sated with thc fuUness of your rcalizadon, 

You loll in my arms—nauscatcd with ovcr-fcasting. 

She Lay Quite Still 

BY ORRICK JOHNS, I92I 

Shx lay quite still when morning came, 

Hcr hours of slcep had been but threc, 

Hcr cyclids movcd, hcr cheeks wcrc flame. 

I know her heart was not the same 
Af ye$ter-night it had to be; 

She lay quite still when morning came. 

C 730] 



They quotecl her a wanton dame» 

This thing I had not thought to sec... 

She lay quite still when morning camc. 

The bare white thing that was hcr shame 
The morning light kissed tcndcrly, 

Hcr cyclids movcd, hcr chccks wcrc flamc. 

She borc so well her livid famc 
It sccmed a miraclc to mc;... 

Shc lay quite still whcn morning came. 

Of all thc wondcrs in God’s namc 
No awc like this can comc to mc ... 

Shc lay quitc still when morning camc, 

Hcr cyclids movcd, hcr chccks wcrc flamc. 

The Anstver 

BY ORRICK JOHNS. FROM ASPHALT 

‘’Crving crancs anđ whccling crows... 

ril rcmember them,” shc said; 

And I will bc your own, God knows, 

And thc sin bc on my hcad. 

I will bc your own and glad; 

Lovers would bc fools to carc 
How a thing is good or bad, 

Whcn thc sky is cvcrywhcrc ... 

“I will bc your own,” shc said, 

“Bccausc your voicc is likc thc rain, 

And your kiss is wine and brcad 
Bettcr than my fathcr’s grain,” 

So I took hcr whcrc shc spokc, 

Brcasts of snow and burning mouth ... 
Crying crancs and drifting smokc 
And thc blackbirds whccling south. 

/ 

Surrender 

BY ORRICK JOHNS. FROM BLACK BRANCHES, I92O 

Treasure I aught bcncath thc stars 
То scorn thy soul’s ihlang-ihlang . 
Have I somc yct crcsccndcnt bars 
N0 othcr suitor lcarncd or sang? 
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These searching fingers unashamcđ, 

Staincđ with a winc prcsscd from thc sun 
Arc thcy not tigcrs loosed and tamcd 
То fright thcc, child of Babylon^ 

Afy tangled hairs and anguished jaws 
Above tbe loom like riddled flags, 

Storming bcyond inscnsatc laws 
То scorching Hylothcic crags. 

Thou shalt fall back, thc knottcd loins 
Of passion struggle on unboundl 
The pillars and the decp-lungcd groins 
Of rcticence arc flung to ground. 

Yct for thy lovc’s ihlang-ihlang 
Thcsc ficfy flanks obcy, агс still: 

And thc uncivilizcd mustang 
O beauty sleeps... it is thy vvill. 

The Fashionable Hour 

ВУ ORRICK JOHNS. FROM BLACK BRANCHES, I92O 

Тнв winđow flamcs no longcr clambcr 
Like gonfalons against the sky, 

And faintly bluc-grccn grows the camber 
Of hcr thigh. 

Thc fcbrilc radiancc Icft of day 
Crccps through thc forcst of hcr passion, 
And riant in the dusk I stay 
A man of fashion ... 

Her cigarcttc, avid of dcsign, 

Is one still spark by shadow pressed, 

And likc a moon bcneath, benign, 

Glimmcrs hcr brcast. 

lrony 

ВУ OLGA MISHKIN, I92I 

He lovcs mc—I know it, 

And yct my hcart—it wceps, 

And thc sad, gloomy night wccps with it; 

And thc moaning of thc plaintivc winds 
Echoes my sighs. 

[730 



I tirc-anđ soon my hcavy hcađ rcsts its sombcr wcighti 
upon a cushion of clown. 

I slumbcr—and I drcam; 

Dcar drcams that fill my falsc hcart with јоу, 

VlVvtn- 

К Vm \>ums \\ps*, 

k iond tmbtact scotchti my shrinking body; 

К mtrty, ’^oyous \aug\\itr rings in my burning cars, 

And 1 awaVLt— 
l sct—my masitr \)ciorc mc. 

But my thoughts? 

Far, far away thcy havc flown 
То him who lovcs mc, 

And whom I darc to lovc.... 

Anothcr kiss—another passionatc cmbracc, 

And hc—thc кссрсг of my wrctchcd body laughs again— 
happily, 

Andl? 

I laugh too, 

With bittcrncss.... 


> 


Surrendcr 

BY OLGA MISHKIN, I^ai 

ТнЕ night shadcs are lowcring; 

Thc sun in thc hcavens, likc a king in ail his glory 
Adorncd in dazzling raimcnl which rcflccts its colors in thc 

mirrorcd skics, r л l u 

Slowly and majcstically bows himsclf away from оп thc carth, 
Lcaving thc world to cncroaching darkness; 

То thc mysterics of night. 


And I?—I am afraid; . 

Му hcart trcmbles and sinks wilh fcar and cxpcctation ot 

what awaits mc; 

In my brain thcrc is confusion 

And my thoughts run wildly, bcating against my throbbmg 

Shriek^g'their тоскегу and derision as I gaze after the last 

rays of light, . , • • j 

Sccking protcction and solacc in thc dying day. 


How I long to weep-Yet arn I not happy? 

How I could dance and laugh and scream with т« )0У- 
But a mournful sadness steals over my heart and 1 shiver 

Som^'ing-»mething is ebbing away from withln me. 
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The minutes are fieeing fast, 

And soon—I shali lie in the warm embrace of my Love. 

Не will draw me close to him—and a little closer, 

And his strong arms will soothe my quivering body: 

And his tender kisses will cool the fevcr o£ my burning lips, 
And through his gcntlcness and compassion, he wiU lcave my 
soul untouchcd, unscarred 
And my love for him wiU grow a thousand fold, 

And with happiness I wiU lay my virginity at his feet, 

And with Јоу — 

But oh, my God, how I fearl... 

Thc sun shines brightly— 

It is a new day— 

It is all over.... 

Му hcart is cold—and I am sad, 

And how I loathc thc bright sun and thc тсггу birds tnd 
the beautiful flowers. 

It is all over.... 


Infatuation 

BY LEE TIMBERLAKE, I92I 

In bat black night, 

When stars slidc low 
And look; 

Your wct rcd mouth, 

A suckling rose, 

Seeks mine 
And draws, 

Retreats, 

Provokcs, 

Thcn mdts my soul 
And moulds it yours. 

> 

At Rcfuge 

BY LEE TIMBERLAKE, I92I 

Ат night 

Hauntcd and scant clad, 

I flcd my sorrow 
Into a garden. 

Tall lUics 

Prcsscd pale checks 
Against my ravished breast 
And shcd golden tears. 
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А rose vine 
Drew in her thorns 
То passionately entwine my thighs, 
Bedewing my mouth, while 


Violets broke precious pcrfume 
Across my feet, 

And pansies pleaded wisdom, 
With upturned judicial faces. 


I was comforted. 




Midsummer 

BY LEE TIMBERLAKE, I92I 

I HAVE need of love, 

I am parchcd, 

And I am barrcn. 

I await thc thundcr of your dcmand, 
Whilc I cravc thc lightning shock 
Of your cmbracc 
То plough my hardcned brcast 
То flowcr. 

I must havc thc rainfall 
Of your kisscs 
Increase to torrcnts 
То saturatc my stcrility; 

So thc hot sun 
Of your smilc 
Will burst my bud-bonds, 

For I must bccomc fccund 
That I may sing, 

I havc nccd of you! 


Denouement ' 

BY J. V. A. WEAVER. FROM W AMERICAN, 192I 

So now I get the dirty throwdown, huh? 

What do I meanf Yeh, that s a good o"';, ' .‘Ч, 
How do you get that way? You think I m blind? 
I sccn you with that girl thc othcr nightl 


iCapyrieht, 19«. hy Alfrcd A. Knopf, New York. 
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Don’t my eycs shinc thc same way, just for you? 
Don’t you rcmcmbcr out to old San Soozy 
Wc won long-distancc prizcs, dancin’ togethcr? 

You says, “You kccp the prizc; what’s minc is уоигп, 
And vicey vcrsy.” Ycs, and don’t you rcmcmbcr 
Whcn you—whcn you first kisscd mc in Jim’s Ford, 
And all thcm lovcly things you says to mc, 

And me belicvin’ 'em, becausc I loved you?... 

I should o£ knew, I should of knew, I should ofl 
Mcn is thc samc, kiddin’ a girl along, 

Makin’ hcr lovc 'em, till she lost her brains 
And donc what ncvcr can’t bc undid now! 

But still.... 

That night the stars was winkin’ down, 

And lookcd so bright and happy, just like me. 

Thc littlc wavcs was chucklin’ ’round thc boat, 

You and thc wind took turns, kissin’ my forrid. 

Down undcrncath I felt the engines pumpin’ 

Just likc your heart, prcssin’ against my chccks. 

The lights was out, it was so dark and haunted, 

I fclt so safe with thcm big arms around mc, 

And dreamy, with thc niggers singin’ soft, 

Playin’ thcir yukalalics. And I says,— 

Don’t you rcmcmbcr what I says? I say, 

“Scc thcm two rows o’ lights along the shorc? 

Thcm is thc city’s teeth, shinin’ so whitc; 

Thc city’s laughin’, just like you and mc; 

Laughin’ and laughin’. Everybody’s glad.” ... 

Thc fool I was! Thc stupid, crazy fool! 

I listcned to your talk, give in to you, 

Lovin’ you hcart and soul, never went homc 
Till noon, lied to ’em all—and now—and now— 

I’m finishcd!—thrun awayl... Them lights was teeth, 
Thc teeth thc city’s got, to tcar and tcar mc— 
Murdcrin’, lcarin’ tccth! Thcy got mc in ’cm!... 

Go on away! I never want to scc youI 
Go gct that rcd'hcad fool, tcll her I sent youI 
I hopc she’ll bc another fool likc mc,— 

I hopc you burn and burn in Hclll 


I hopc— 

Oh, what’s thcrc anything to hopc for, now? . 
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А Ballod ој Men I Hovc Vamped— 

In Voin 

KNON’VMous. c. 1910 

Of virtuc ‘ш woman and honor in man 
Has many a bard sung ihe praisc; 

And if I now mcntion the subject again 
It’s distinctly a negative phase, 

For whilc virtuc and honor arc well in their ways 
Onc wcaries at length of iheir clutch, 

Espccially whcn it inspires the phrasc 
“Ycs, dcar, but I love you too much.” 

Thcse modern young men who writc books about scx 
All say, “То bc chaste is a sin* 

Live life to thc full without hindrancc or chccks! 

Nonc too young or loo old to begin.” 

But for thc deplorable plight that Гт in— 

(And you’ll surely admit it is such)— 

Thcy havc no reply but an asinine grin 
And a “Rcally, I like you too much.” 

Thcrc are brave men a plenty, thc ncwspapcrs say, 

Who rapc and scduce all the time— 

But nonc of thcm happcn to comc ’round my way. 

Му fricnds don’t seem given to crimc. 

For bridge or theatres or parties they’rc primc 
And thcy don’t sccm to shrink at my touch. 

But thcir failing (which goaded mc into this rhymc) 

Is that all of them likc me too much. 

It’s not that I go in for Passion mysclf-- 
I find it a tcrriblc bore— 

But a virgin can havc no respect for herself 
In this day of thc glorified whorc. 

So I call at young hopcfuls’ apartments galore, 

But, when safc in a masculme clutch, 

I imply my intentions, thcy show mc thc door, 

And assurc me they hke me too much. 

Arc thcy cowards, or herocs, thcsc diffidcnt males.? 

Do thcy bravc cvery fcminine shcll? 

Or is it my pcrsonal prcsencc that fails 
То intriguc thcm? I ncvcr can tcll; 

For cxpcrts havc said I make lovc vcry well 
Still I must lack thc magical touch— 

For thcy praisc and admire and lovc mc—but Hcll! 
Thcy—all of thcm—likc me too much. 

ENVOi: 

You, princc, who havc hardily vcnturcd to lcarn 
Of thc men I havc vainly cnsnared, 

I’vc donc as you bid mc, and ask in rcturn 
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Whcther you, in thcir place, would havc dared. 

And this I implore you, don't ever gct scarcd, 

And whea virgins entreat уоиг fond touch — 

Do whatcvcr you fccl that the Fatcs havc prepared— 
But don4 tcll them you like them too much. 

> 

Don Juan*s Note Воо\ (Coplas 
De Don Juan) 

BY HARRY KEMP. AFTER THE OLD SPANISH, I922 

То losc in lovc, Lovc holds thc least of crimcs; 

Even I, Don Juan, was crosscd in lovc at times.... 
Вс calm in cvcrything you do ог say— 

Thc suddcn motion scarcs thc bird away ... 

Wait till you sec she wants you, thcn be bold: 

Your force is now incrcased a hundrcdfold ... 
Though you prctcnd to hang on cvcry phrasc, 
Don’t listen to her words, but to hcr facc; 

Hcar hcr cycs’ “ycs” whcn hcr lips faltcr “no“— 
And thcn bc quick—for lovc blows cold whcn slow: 
Though Woman ycarns to make thc sacrifice, 
Snatch at thc momcnt or you11 losc the prizc ... 
Lovc cannot thrivc, likc sound, in empty spacc; 
Timc must bc opportunc, as wcll as placc; 

Else all in vain the long, assiduous art, 

Thc yiclding body and thc softcncd hcart.... 

A young man may bc amorous, yet no fool; 

An old man's lovc is lifc’s last ridicule.... 

N 0 mortal pain can strikc with dccpcr smart 
Than тстогу stabs thc ncwly widowcd heart; 

But thc bcst hcaling forcc yet known to mcn 
For broken hearts, it is to love again.... 

If an ill act its punishmcnt imposc, 

Caress with wrath, and strike with playful blows: 
То bc thc pcrfcct lovcr, you must lcarn 
То practicc stcrnncss without bcing stern.... 

Thc hcadlong suitor provcs an casy ргсу — 

Womcn and statcsmcn conqucr by dclay.... 
Though doctors know thc virgin from thc whore, 
Bcauty is still that littlc lcss or more: 

Learn thcn, bcfore your lips in scorn bc curlcd, 
Tlicrc’s scarcc an ugly woman in thc world; 

Much love Tve had, and much lovc have I misscd— 
But cvcry woman’s bcautiful whcn kisscd.... 
Ponder my axioms well, but let none bind: 

Each woman is a difierent womankind.... 

Nor follow blindly likc a groping fool— 

For time, iife, circumstancc change every nile... 
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T\voug\\ sV\c bc bcautiioi as tair^iand, 

Shc’s st'dl a woman as hcr makcr planncd, 

Suhjcct to moonhght, kisscs, and swcct licsr- 
Assail hcr; shun thc folly of thc Wisc ... 

Though hcavcn abovc bc doubtful, hcrc bclow 
Woman’s thc only paradisc I know ... 

Thcrc’s nothing so unccrtain as a kiss, 

Yct nowhcrc is thcrc found morc certain bliss. .. 

A king’s descendant is the prince, his son: 

In lovc, a dairymaid and quccn arc onc: 

If shc alfcct aloofncss, darc, nor fcar: 

Onc scratch of passion shows it’s but vcnccr ... 

If you’d prcscrvc thc thrilling zcst of lovc, 

Remain whcrc naturc placcd thc man—abovc!... 
Though many paths of blandishmcnt I’vc trod, 

A virtuous woman’s hcart bclongs to God, 

With hcr thc dcvil himsclf can nothing do— 

But, Lord, how fcw shc is, O Lord, how fcwl 
Whatcvcr codc shc follow, crccd profcss, 

It is a woman’s naturc to transgrcss, 

For, though thcy smitc him with a thousand rods, 
Thc god of lovc rcmains thc god of gods!... 

Mcn diffcr in thc titles that thcy wcar: 

A woman’s just a woman cvcrywhcrc; 

Givc hcr a nccklacc, swcctmcat, pocm, flowcr, 

A kiss, VOURSELF—but ncvcr give hcr powcr!... 
For love, for health, a man may walk abroad, 

For busincss, or thc worship of his God: 

A woman’s acts of bcing arc but two: 

Shc’s cithcr loitcring for a rcndczvous, 

Or—making hastc to kccp a rendczvousl... 

Poctry, history, commcrcc, music, art, 

Lead, as all roads to Romc, to Woman’s hcart; 
Warriors, statcsmcn, paintcrs, pocts, kings— 

Woman lovcs Man for many varicd things 
That diffcr as thc dusk docs from thc day— 

But to Man’s hcart Bcauty is hcr onc way— 

Bcauty that holds a littlc timc in trust 
Then with hcr sistcr rosc dcsccnds to dust: 

Man triumphs still on wings of wcalih, sircngih, famc, 
But Woman’s cvcr is thc losing gamc— 

A wingcd dcfcat cvcn at its highcst powcr— 

A masquc that lcavcs its music in an hour!... 
Clothcd in ctcrnity and pcrfcctncss, 

Love, whilc it lasts, must know nor Morc nor Lcss... 
I’vc lovcd my thousand womcn in my timc, 

Woocd thcm with lics and madncss, prosc and rhymc, 
And, loyal still to all, Г11 not admit 
That апу lackcd in bcauty or in wit! 

A thousand women, and not one was dulll 
A thousand women, and all beautifull 
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Though lovcd an hour, cach onc was God to mc, 

And all that angcls know of ccJtasy; 

Though but an hour until wc drcw apart, 

That hour I gavc up all my soul, my hcart; 

Not dawdling from slack усаг to tcdious усаг, 

For that bricf spacc, at lcast, I burncd sinccrc: 

That’s why, whcn ccnturics havc comc and gonc, 

I will bc famous still, as Don Juanl... 

With burning pcncil I havc shapcd thcsc vcrscs— 

Not as a studcnt midnight calm immcrscs 
With opcn folios on cvcry sidc, 

But champing like the Devil in his pridc 
While waiting for thc frcqucnt rcndczvous 
At timcs whcn I had nothing clsc to do.... 

Women are apt for lovc, but, lics, and crimc,— 

But God Himsclf can’t makc thcm bc on timc: 

I owncd my womcn, body, lifc, and soul— 

But herc was one thing I could not controll... 

Somc writc for wcalth, powcr, famc, or cvcn spitc— 
Mysclf? Thc truth compcls mc, and I writc!... 

I said I ncvcr licd, yct I cssaycd 
Oftcn, whcrc pity ог affcction badc, 

Thc casy lic: whcn love still hngercd on 
In hers, though in my hcart its pulsc was gone, 

I licd to savc her heartbrcak till dclay 
And lifc’s aflairs had smoothcd thc achc away, 

And oft aBection bade me, ’gainst my will, 

Still swear 1 loved the pretty creature stilll... 

No woman sticks at closc adultcry: 

All womcn stick for outward dcccncy; 

Sccming is all thc virtuc that thcy know: 

Sincc virtuc’s famc dcpcnds on outward show. 

Givc hcr all limc to cat, dancc, ргау, pratc, drink— 

But ncvcr, ncvcr give hcr timc to think 
Lest shc should think of rivals, not of you: 

’Tis lack of thought oft kccps hcr passion truc ... 

Half accidcnt and half stupidity 

Is most of thc world’s virtuc that wc scc.... 

I lovcd an actrcss who could act IN LIFE— 

ACTING, hcr mind and body stood at strifc: 

A man can, drunk or sobcr, facc a fact— 

But cvcry woman thinks that shc can act: 

In lifc thcrc is no doubt all womcn can, 

Thc world hcr stagc, hcr chicf spcctator, Man; 

Shc wccps, shc lovcs, shc hatcs, shc laughs, shc prccns,— 
With God and Fatc thc shiftcrs of thc sccncs.... 


At timcs I’vc lovcd two, thrcc, or four, or fivc— 
Thc surcst way to kccp onc’s love alivc— 

For many cggs агс laid whcrc fcw survive— 

For many birds arc hatchcd that do not thrivc ... 
With virgin, matron, mothcr, widow, wifc, 
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I havc bctrayc(i no morc than ycars bctray; 
Discasc strikcs clown and old agc brings dccay— 
And Don Juan has followcd naturc’s way ... 

Sparc no onc you dcsirc, for, soon or latc, 

Hcr frailty must acccpt thc woman4 fatc; 

Макс spccdily thc sccrct rcndczvous, 

Nor for anothcr lcavc what waits for you ... 

I am a forcc of naturc likc thc blight 
That fcll upon thc ficld of corn last night.... 
Oftcn I’vc schcmcd somc clcvcr, amorous plan 
Whilc through thc solcmn chant thc choir boys ran 
Ah, how I’vc tricd to bc a pious man: 

But to track womcn’s hcarts down is my usc, 

As thc hound sccnts thc fox, thc fox, thc gooscl 
Though God, thc Popc, and Satan join to damn 
Му soul, thcy cannot altcr what I aml... 

A Third—I had an instinct for thc samc; 

Anothcr Third—for practicc taught thc gamc; 

A Third succumbcd bccausc thcy kncw my famc. 
Somc sought mc for I had an casy laugh, 

And somc, bccausc I kncw good winc to quafi, 
Somc bartcred virtuc for my autograph; 

For though I was no sonnctecr of notc 
Therc movcd pcrsuasion in thc way I.wrotc. 

Some likcd thc intcrcsting way I talkcd; 

Others, the way I movcd my hands or walkcd— 

Up in the Dcvil’s Inn thcir scorc is chalkcd! 

That small events lead on to actions great 
Ask апу king or ministcr of statc, 

Ask thc good Lord who madc mc what I am; 

A rosc, an idlc hour, an cpigram, 

An act pcrformcd too ill, pcrhaps too wcll, 

Мау causc a kingdom’s fall, or scnd a soul to hcll! 
Ah, whcthcr Гт condcmncd to frcczc or burn 

The Dcvil’s got mc cvcry way I turn_ 

Although denicd and yet again dcnicd, 

The ccrtain issuc of your suit abide, 

Ycs, cvcn though shc bc God’s faith-sworn bridc. 
Timc will put by hcr coldncss and hcr pridc, 

For naturc fights upon thc lovcr’s sidc_ 

Although I’vc cast my nct both far and widc 
Thc fisn I havc not caught still irk my pridc 
And to my day of death I shall regret 
Thc rainbowcd bcings that cscapcd my nct 
Dcspitc thc skill with which its wcb was sct... 
Although so infinite the moving Decp 
That the sky’s edges on its bosom slcep, 

Му thirst is just as infinitc to win 

With my small nct the multitudes therein ... 

O, if I wcrc as mighty as my mind 
And my desire, I’d love all womankind— 
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О, if I wcrc as mighty as my mind 
rd plunge into this sea of womankind, 

Go on and out until my last, large breath 
And gladly find what God intends by death ... 

No passion ever thrived in vacuo: 

For cvcry kiss, you gain anothcr foc; 

Lovc is a ceasclcss warfarc to thc knifc: 

Say that she comcs to you, a faithlcss wifc, 

Hcr husband’s wrath brings dangcr to your lifc 
If hc pcrccivc, as, soon or latc, hc will. 

Unmarried if shc bc, thcrc rcmain still 
Swecthcarts and brothcrs, curscd kith and kin,— 

And skillcd is hc whosc fcct cscapc thc gin: 

Early I scrvcd bcncath dcar Vcnus’ star, 

And I have borne away full many a scar— 

For war is peace comparcd with lovc’s impcrillcd war... 
Rcin hcr in closc or you will strikc disastcr: 

Womcn and dogs both lovc and nccd a mastcr ... 

Like ill*playcd music or an ape’s grimacc, 

So is a woman whcn shc’s out of placc. 

More exquisite than a gazelle in grace, 

So shincs the woman in her fitting place.... 

Although I brcak thc rules of cvery school— 

Гт all for rcgularity and rulc.... 

Thc girls to whom my love has brought dclight— 

I fccl thcir powcr upon mc in thc night; 

With passionatc thought and drcam, with lovc, hatc, grief— 
I fecl thcir powcr upon me past bclicf; 

And I pcrccivc that thcy arc all my bfidcs, 

In drcam I couch once more by all thcir sidcs 
Unnumbcrcd, and brcathc back thc tcndcr vow: 

Such latitudc do slecp and dreams allow.... 

Thcy talk as if a law can changc thc wrong 
That falls on womankind, or makc thcm strong: 

Erc thc first pricst taught thc first woman shame 
Naturc hcrsclf dccrccd thc losing gamc, 

For hcaven in primordial days dccrccd 
Womcn should bc as of a diffcrcnt brccd 
From mcn, a racc as from anothcr worId 
Into thc common camps of Adam hurlcd 
Which fcll straightway into that variancc 
That, sincc, has lcd thc world its sorry dancc,— 

For, somcwhat morc thc problcm to pcrplcx, 

God gavc two focs thc common nccd of scx; 

But still, whcn for a spacc that need departs, 

The lulled distrust awakens in the hearts 
Of lovcr and bclovcd, though sidc by sidc, 

Thc old strangcncss falls bctwccn thc groom and bridc 

That nothing can assuagc or wholly end 

Till God himsclf cmbracc thc Devil as fricnd.... 

Tcach hcr thc wisdom of the court and school— 

Shc will talk wiscly yct provc thricc thc fool. 
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The only thing that $he can understandf 
A wiU that wavers not in its command; 

Shc’ll lovc you while you kecp thc uppcr hand: 

Тоо weak for thc dominion shc desires, 

Likc to a slavc, unqucstioncd mastcry shc rcquircs: 

For slaves’ and women’s constant dream is powcr; 

Yct woc to such as suc thcm in thcir hour, 

For neither help nor тсгсу shall thcy scc: 

Thc fccble usc no rule by tyranny, 

Enslavcd thc morc in that thcy know not to bc frcc ... 
Wherc lovc is sown somc tarcs of hatc must grow: 

Full many an епету the hcart shall know— 

But lovc rejcctcd makes thc greatest foc ... 

You’ll find somc womcn wisc and mcrciful— 

But thc cxccption ccrtifics thc rulc 
That thcy arc savagc, wanton, and unwisc, 

And should bc hcld as warriors scize a prize ... 
Harnessed and trussed by ribbons, hooks, and stays, 
Strutting and chattcring |ikc popingays, 

Art, books, rcligion using as a blind, 

То lovc alonc thcy givc thcir lifc, soul, body, mind!... 
Don Louis is my fricnd though I спјоу 
His wifc, why should that add thc lcast alloy 
Unto our fricndship’s gold? The ways wc go 
Don Louis ncvcr knows, nor nccd hc know; 

And sincc hc sharcs both hcart and wifc with mc, 

I’m twice as jealous for his famc as hc: 

In his rcputc ril wicld a rcady sword 

Lct Slandcr look askancc or brcathe onc doubtful word. 

Bcncath Convcntion’s strict, obscrvcd paradc 

Thc Dcvil and his pcoplc ply thcir tradc, 

And Laws thc foolish brcak the wisc cvadc— 

Evadc, but, in thcir wisdom, ncvcr brcak, 

Епјоу thc thcft, yct lcave thc thing thcy takc— 

То smcll thc rosc onc nccd not pluck at all— 

Such nicc distinctions to thc worldly fall!... 

Marrying hcr whosc virtuc you’vc dcstroycd 

Is paying for a luxury cnjoycd 

And twice as hatcful; bcttcr givc hcr ovcr 

Into thc convoy of anothcr lovcr 

Than into such surc shipwreck to bc drawn— 

Then hoist thc good black flag and voyagc onl... 
Aftcr thc sccond усаг, whcn wivcs bcgin 
То mcditatc the plcasantncss of sin 
Likc ripc fruit at the casy touch thcy fall, 

Likc silly birds that hccd the fowlcr’s call.... 

Learn wcll thc valuc of thc passing hour 

And thc quick thrust that swccps thc hcart to powcr.. 

Womcn are hungr^-mindcd cvcrywhcrc 

Or for thcir first or sixtieth affair, 

And soon thc mistress cracks thc cold vcnccr— 

But cvcry timc thc first, shccr plungc thcy fcar: 
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Maid, wife, or hariot, she will bid you wait: 

The female*s instinct is to hesitate; 

То dilatory stratagem indined, 

Tis you must help her to make up her mind; 

Each time she has to overcome the fear 
That nature planted in the litde dear, 

A fear by age4ong misadventure taught 
That lovc by final bitterness is bought— 

Yet, though love do hcr hurt with every breath, 

A loveless life to her is worse than death; 

So, since the fatal cast depends on you, 

Help her to choose the better of the two.... 

The faithful is repaid with fahhlessness— 

The latter end of love is bitterness. 

Though each his days at sundry tasks cmploy 
Life*s greatest pleasure i$ love’s passing јоу ... 

Betwcen embraces guard the ready whip 
And likc thc Turk rctain your mastcrship ... 

Remember, though she bears no certain mind 
And no strong oath her wandcring moods can bind, 

The surest pathway to persuadcd sin 
And to illicit passion, is to win 
Hcr confidcnccs, ncvcr giving yours— 

This conqucrs o’cr a thousand subtler lurcs.... 

If shc has givcn hcrsclf for case and wcalth 
Shc’ll find thc grcatcr charm in lovcr’s stcalth; 
Strong'guardcd towcrs thc rich man’s wealth may hold— 
Woman’s a subtlcr clcmcnt than gold: 

Shc can bc bought, yct still rcmain unsold. 

Likc quicksilvcr burning with qucnchlcss fire 
Shc sccks thc lcvcl of hcr own dcsire, 

Nor will bc long confincd to onc surc spot, 

But whcrc mcn’s wish would find hcr shc is not... 
Invcnt claboratc lics if you would stir 
Thc cagcrncss of lovc that waits in hcr; 

Thcrc is a certain tcxturc in thc lic 
That, likc thc bold and glittcring fisher’s fly, 

Has charms thc harmlcss worm of truth holds not— 

Ву thc cyc’s appctitc thc wary trout is caught... 

Ог curiosity will lurc hcr on, 

As by a fluttcring rag thc dccr is drawn ... 

At twcnty scarccly dry bchind the ears, 

At thirty I had far outstrippcd my pcers, 

But I bcguilcd thcm bcst at forty ycars ... 

At forty ycars a woman’s day is past; 

A man, wcll-kcpt, has tcn morc ycars to last.... 

What long dclay thc slavc just raiscd to power 
Subjccts thc worthy to, what cxquisitc flowcr 
Of insult docs hc pluck whcn sct above 
His bcttcrs! So docs Woman, surc of lovc, 

Torturc thc hcarts of mcn as on a rackl... 

Give much but, somehow, hold a little back, 
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And, rcndcrcd pliant by unccriainty, 

Shc’ll kiss and wccp and gladly yicld thc mastcry ... 
Thc greatcst јоу of misers is to crccp 
At midnight to count o cr thcir glittering hcap. 
Midnight’s thc lovcr’s hour, too, whcn hc finds 
That wcalth that’s shared by muiual hcarts and minds; 
But lovcrs to thc top of hcavcn mount 
Ву kisscs that ihc miser cannot count.... 

Each knows thc basc beginnings o£ his tradc: 

I climbcd from kitchcn wcnch and chambcr maid, 
From hcight lo gradual hcight, until I laid 
For thc grcat quccn hcrsclf succcssful ambuscadcl... 
AU song and art and bcauty hold thcir root 
In lovc’s dclays, in lovc’s prolongcd pursuit... 

Whcn I was truc to onc I posscsscd nonc; 

Whcn truc to nonc all womankind I won, 

То whom thc lic tastcs swcctcr than thc truth, 

Who far prcfcr thc lust that knows no ruth 
То thc considcratc hcart, o’cr which thcy pass 
As thc ох trcads thc daisy in thc grass.... 

All simple honcsty lhcy scourgc with hatc; 

Thcy whip sinccrity without thc gatc 
Yct yicld likc water whcn mcn simulatc 
Thc blunt, plain virtuc; undcr flattcry’s strokc 
Thcy bow thcir nccks down to thc Dcvil’s уокс. ... 
Art has its placc,—song shc will gladly hcar, 

But praisc hcr to hcrsclf, shc is all car; 

Thcn lay art, song, and lcarning on thc shclf: 

Thcrc is onc subjcct ncver borcs— HERSELF! ... 
Thcrc’s no onc way to bring thc captivc homc— 

For all ways lcad to lovc, as wcll as Romc.... 

Thcy say I’vc rumcd womcn, whcn thc sun 
Sinking in gold, cnsnarcd the prctty onc, 

Whcn forcst moons or floatcd music playcd, 

Or scent of roses, sprung thc ambuscadc— 

Whcn I MY feast upon THEIR victims madc; 

I’vc uscd all earth and hcavcn for my aid: 

Evcn God’s rituals havc aidcd mc— 

Thc holy cassock and thc bendcd kncc— 

For lust will find a path whcrc dcvils flcc.... 

Thc ducl has its codc which mcn dcclarc— 

But in lovc’s actions foul itsclf is fair.... 

In vain thc grcybcards who forgot thcir youth 
Would check my hcadlong coursc with biltcr iruth 
For all ill that has bccn or yct shall bc 
Cannot outwcigh lovc’s bricfcst ccstasy.... 

Though I’m a noblcman o£ grcat rcnown 
I’vc oftcn brushcd a rival in somc clown 
Or woocd a cottagc maid of basc dcsccnt 
Yct from hcr kisscs draincd such rich contcnt 
As many a titlcd lady could not givc. 

Lovc viclds to no onc his prcrogativc, 
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And a page often holds a queen in fee, 

And, though he’$ absolute in tyranny, 

Love proves уоиг only true democracy!... 

GOD MADE MEN ТО BEGET, WOMEN ТО BEAR, 
AND EVERV WOMAN NEEDS A HUSBAND’S CARE; 
HER FUNCTIONS THREE—THE CHILD, THE HOME, 
AND PRAVER— 

AND ALL THE REST IS HELL’S AND MY AF- 
FAIRI... 

BY SOME MAN EVERY WOMAN SHOULD BE 
OWNED— 

HUMBLE YET IN HIS HEART A OUEEN EN- 
THRONED— 

I, WHO ENCOMPASS WOMEN’S OVERTHROW 
AND UNDERSTAND THEIR NATURES, OUGHT ТО 
KNOW; 

BY HEAVEN ABOVE AND BY THE EARTH BELOW, 
BY ALL GOD’S ANGELS—WHAT I SAY IS SO!... 

A 

I Amthe Song of Love 

BY JOSEPH Т. SHIPLEV, I922 

I AM thc song of lovc. 

I murmur gcntly in thc sccrci placcs. 

Whcn thc lovers brcathe thc gladncss of the sky; 

Whcn they laugh, and thc causc of thcir mirth is hiddcn; 
Whcn they are awing with the bird, adrift wiih thc cloud, 
astir wiih thc lcavcs and thc bladcs of grass and thc 
spring: 

I am the song they sing. 

I am thc purl of thcir carcsscs. 

I am thc сгу of thc passion of lovc. 

I swcll through thc ardor of cmbracing; 

Tongue whispcrs mc to tonguc, and I risc in thc brcast of thc 
maidcn; 

I throb in thc arms that cncirclc; 

I bcat in thc lcgs that cntwinc; 

I climb to a roar of ccstatic flow, man to woman, 

Thc full-bclIowcd call of lifc. 

Bcforc thc paniing diminish, and thc blissful anguish dic, 

I am the passion сгу. 

I am thc rhythm of thcir silcnccs. 

I am thc sob of thc sorrow of lovc. 

When ihc tigress haunts thc junglc of her mind, solitary, 
bafflcd, 

Whcn hcr matc is cagcd in convcntion; is cxhibitcd upon thc 
highways of lifc; 
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I am thc moan of hcr lonclincss, 

I am thc howI of his ragc. 

Whcn thc stars glow unhccdcd above a lonc, bowcd hcad; 
Whcn longing lovcrs watch thc studdcd air—cach vicwing 
othcr constellations; 

Whcn thc low bell of midnight falls on thc listcning, uncx- 
pcctant car, 

And thc lark proclaims ancw thc impotcnt day; 

When abscncc lays its hoar-frost on thc soul; 

Whcn death has comc to rob; 

I am thc sorrow-sob. 

I am thc clcrnal cvcr-changing song of lovc. 

Baudelaire to His Love 

BY JOSEPH Т. SHIPLEV, I922 

Luxurious languid tigcr-lily, swaying 
Unconcerncd, my lips arc burncd with thc kiss 
You waft mc, my head turncd, and I swoon with bliss, 
Out of thc anguish of your arms Гт praying 
That lifc shall cnd with this. 

You arc my тстогу of Egyptian suns 
When I adored thc phallic pyramids 
And found you couchcd bcsidc thc Sphinx, that bids 
Bcware. Franiic and vain my drcam that oncc 
Love secpcd through drowsy lids. 

Wherc no gods bc, man makcs his god, and you 
Arc god or dcvil fashioncd for my woc; 

From you my pangs and parlous plcasurcs flow; 

Would I had strength to be blasphemous, untrue, 

Would I could bid you go! 

But all a hcmispherc whirls in thc trcss 
You shakc at mc; imprisoncd thcrc 1 dwcll. 

Its sccrct drcads I do not darc to tcll; 

It is my paradisc—ah! who will blcss 
Мс with thc gift of hclll 

And you havc lovcd bcforc—if thc flaming passion 
That roars through you to what it shall consumc, 

Вс lovc—and I would wring an awful doom 
On thosc who hcld you first, and I would fashion 
Thcir strait abysmal tomb. 

Thcrc I would bid you wandcr, calling, calling 
Thc ghosts of thosc with whom your frcnzy playcd 
Discarding (Wcrc you cver an untried maid?) 

I would cngulf you thcrc. Run blindiy, falling!— 

But that I am afraid. 
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And fear is new to me; I fear and wonder; 

I prick my flesh with fear to feel it squirm. 

I grasp you, quivering; I hold you Brm; 

And when the ground I trample heaves with thunder 
I hail my end^ the worm. 

And once, you said the brat was mine. Ill-fatedl 
Whelped of a dastard and a dusky whore. 

Through what dives shall it crawl? upon what floor 
Lick up perversion? Are ncw sins crcatcd 
That it may сгу for morc? 

I lovcd my mothcr oncc; thc thought lurks evcr 
Somcwhcrc, rcdccming; I am not wholly gonc. 

What if my lifc bc but thc cross laid on? 

But hc will find no rcspite, surccasc ncvcr; 

All suns and sins arc wan. 

Thcrc was a timc whcn mad suns out of mc 
Lightcd and whirlcd a universe untold, 

Whosc rcalms werc hcnna-spiccd, whosc maidcns bold; 
I havc burncd cons; thcrc is naught to scc; 

I whirl in cndlcss cold. 

If out of timc and spacc you havc conccivcd 
A garden of luxuriant delight 
Whcrc I am rootcd in you, and my plight 
Flowcrs in уоиг laughtcr, still you arc bcrcavcd 
Ву the noxious breath of night. 

Out of уоиг mcnace spring cxotic blooms, 

Gnarlcd morbid growths and lccring vcnomed vincs, 
And you thc unholy tcmptrcss that cntwincs 
Whcrc flickcring maudlin sunlights blotch our glooms 
And my soul pants and pincs. 

And in that gardcn I havc sct a shrinc 
Whcrc I am poct, warrior, and pricst, 

Know, kill, crcatc; my scnscs агс incrcascd 
Beyond lovc’s cvil; passion’s bread and winc 
Is my ecsutic fcast. 

I watch thc inccnsc pouring through that skull, 
And thosc arc chimncy8 now that oncc wcrc cycs, 

And all is fctid I could cvcr prizc, 

And a transccndcnt glory now is dull 
And evcn cvil dics. 

Wc can forgct timc but by using it; 

And pleasurc sizzlcs drcarily; the clod— 

Knowing crcation is thc fall of God— 

Stumblcs through blindncss to thc hcart of wit, 

And my numbcd scnses nod. 
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Voiuptuousncss is circling сгиску 
Burning likc hcat and cold; I must livc fast, 
Tasting cach јоу lcst that јоу bc thc last: 

A gust from thc vving of imbccility 
Has warningly swcpt past. 

I wakc ancw to pangs of cagcr lust; 

I am cnhungcrcd for forgottcn food; 

Thc world is straitlaccd; I am frankly lcwd: 

In univcrsal horror and disgust 
I shall find solitudc. 

In a Momcnt 

BY JOSEPH Т. SHIPLEV, I922 

A LEAP, flash of my body ovcr thc watcr*s dark, 

Splash, and bcfore hcr startlcd senses wakc 
То action, I am thcrc! 

Shc stands, unconscious of hcr nudity. 

Two nccdlc-flics, joincd and vibrating likc a living harp, 
Spun round hcr in thcir passion. 

Onc was grccn-black, and onc a vivid bluc. 

Shc watchcd them idly, whilc thc watcr lappcd— 

Oh, so tcndcrly, noi to alarm hcr— 

Avidly at the crcam-round of hcr thighs. 

Then she turncd idly, floating. 

Thcrc is no human sight morc fair 
Than was hcr slcnder form; shc lay 
Likc a kiss upon thc watcr, and thc sun 
Lightcd hcr face, and danccd upon hcr brcasts 
As fairics dance on soft rose-pctals strcwn 
For thcir quccn’s wcdding day. 

It was our bridal that thc sun proclaimcd. 

Did thc cnvious wind whispcr warning? 

Did that scurry of wild ducks lo thc farthcr shorc 
Startlc hcr? Shc is no morc a nymph 
That drcams, adrift to nowhcrc, in a timc 
Whcn watcr and wind and sun wcrc shcltcring gods; 

Shc is no morc incarnatc hccdlcss bcauty 
But a huddlcd timorous maidcn I adorc. 

She stands, all-conscious of her nudity, 

Shrunk for concealment, poiscd for flight. 

Now—Now—I must lcapl 

Tkc God of Lovc 

BY JOSEPH Т. SHIPLEY, I922 

In the days when the dawn thrust its lances over hills that 
wcrc frcshcr than dcw, 

Whcn thcrc burncd upon upstardcd glances ncw glorici of 
lands that wcrc ncw, 
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Mcn stood forth and plucked what thcy fancicd as thc bcc 
drinks full of thc flowcr; 

Thorns pricked? or thc garncr was rancid? thcrc wcrc mani- 
fold fruits to dcvour. 

No question was cloud on thcir doing, no self-scarching lcd 
thcm amiss, 

Thcy saw, thcy dcsircd, and pursuing won to thc maid with 
a kiss, 

With a kiss that hc took and shc grantcd in fulncss of opcn 
dclight, 

For thcy wcre not abashed, ncithcr flauntcd thcir joys on in- 
diffcrcnt sight, 

But lovcd whcrc they found, without qucry of motivc and 
intent and schcmc 

As the brown bcar gobblcs thc bcrry, as wild gecsc scrcam, 

As Charon waits at thc fcrry of death, and as pocts drcam. 

Thc forcsts and gladcs thcn wcre crowded with crcaturcs 
of turbulcnt rangc, 

Whosc passionate sun ncver cloudcd, whose ardor was cnd- 
Icss as changc. 

Thc lakc closcd ovcr thc nai'ad, a silcnt sheltcring cloak, 

Thc faun Icapt forth at thc dryad, anđ stumblcd over thc oak; 

Each lad fclt a powcr greatcr than frcshct mad with thc 
spring: 

“Wcak is thc boast of thc satyr!—but a nymph is a tcndcr 
thing; 

Shc may fly mc thc moment, but latcr she shall ncst in my 
hcart, and sing; 

Sing Iow of hcr tcndcr carcsscs, sing wild of hcr passion- 
throcs; 

I shall pilfcr a curl of hcr trcsscs, I shall rcst,—ah, rest!— 
whcn shc gocs, 

Till тстогу splendidly drcsses hcr, till memorics close....” 

And strangc gods havc Icapt from thcir passion: Priapus, 
o’cr wccning, outthrust, 

Cotytto, whosc glancc lays thc lash on, whosc warm waxcn 
flcsh is thc crust 

Of a vcntcd volcano whosc fircs suck thc brcath of thc lovcr 
that comcs, 

And his limbs arc thc chords of hcr lyrcs, his body thc beat 
of hcr drums; 

Thcir passion has sprung through Astartc, whose cycs cvcr 
closc in lovc’s dcath, 

And all that is Iusty and hearty brcathcs dccp of hcr mad- 
dcning brcath. 

Through thcir gods wc havc glimpsc of a fashion whosc 
fragrance wc know not of; 

Thc pagans havc proffercd us passion, but thou art thc god 
of lovc. 

Thou art lovc: in all forms to all pcoplcs do thy multiplc 
mysteries throb, 
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From thy stridcnt Priapcan stccplcs to thy soul that is cuppcd 
in a sob; 

With childrcn thy Hngers агс tendcr as bcavcr lo bcavcr* 
young; 

Thou art thc undauntcd dcfcndcr of the thicf and thc harlot, 
outflung 

From thc doors of thc holy, and mcndcr of hcarts that dis- 
astcr has wrung. 

Thou art lovc of thc fecblc, thc pallid; thou art tolcrancc of 
thc strong, 

Thou art comfort for him who has daliicd on the thrcshold 
of wrong, 

And the starvcling has fillcd him and rallicd with brcath of 
thy song. 

Thou art lovc of thc virgin mothcr, who walks in a robc of 
white 

Likc the snowdrifts that silcntly smothcr thc moist carth’s 
might. 

And mcn сгу that thy garmcnts arc ashcs, thc hcin of thy 
robe is a dust; 

And pity wclls undcr thy lashcs morc potcnt than angcr’s gust: 

But I sce thcrc glcam mcmoricd flashcs of flaming lust. 

То thy spirit arc womcn forbiddcn things, carnal, cunning, 
and crucl, 

Thcir flcsh is by dcmons riddcn, their souls arc thc dcvil’s fucl, 

From thc sight of man must thcy bc hiddcn; man dccms hcll- 
firc a jcwcl. 

(Is Satan a subdcr schcmcr than thy simplicity grasps? 

Thou that art man’s rcdccmcr whcn Satan clasps.) 

Warn us of woman; do we spurn hcr? It is dangcr that scts 
man afirc; 

A sccrct, man hungcrs to lcarn hcr; a sin, and shc fccds 
his dcsirc. 

A vcil, and it crics to bc liftcd, it fluttcrs to givc man a glimpsc 

Of a goddcss supcrnally giftcd;—and a thousand manna- 
tongucd imps 

Quivcr “Woman’s a shaIlow dclusion, hcr mystcry manifcst 
snarc; 

Нсг cycs arc thc gaics of confusion that closc whcn you'rc 
capturcd thcre.” 

Arc thc imps and thy word in collusion? Man is blind whcn 
ус bid him bcwarc. 

In what pagan whosc passion impcrious thc cnvious lovcr 
paints 

Rosc cvcr a fcrmcnt dclirious as whirlcd in thc drcams of 
the saints? 

No sccrct abodc could avail thcm, no pcnance still thcir 
alarms; 

Through thc loncIy ways shc would trail thcm, cntwinc thcm 
with sinuous charms, 

ТШ thcir saintly cndurancc would fail thcm, or thcy flcd 
through death to thine arms. 
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When woman was held for the pleasure and comfort tnd 
solace of man 

Јоу had its ultimate measure, in a world of measure and 
plan- 

Now she is a trial and a treasure we may not span. 

And she too gives thanks for thy coming; thou hast taught 
her her wondrous might; 

Out of thy chill and thy numbing she has burned to a ruddier 
fiight, 

And made of thy corsctcd mumming hcr arms for thc fight. 

Thou hast made hcr man’s dream and damnation, and her 
picty pays for thy gifts; 

She is demure, but elation thrills quicdy under and lifts 

In her soul to a mystical pacan, in hcr form to a lambent 
gracc 

(Fuscd with thc Cythcrcan ardor, is a withhcld cmbracc) 

That first in thc стругсап accords thcc thy holy placc. 

Oh God, lingcr on with thc nations while thc suns of my 
days endure; 

When man stays not to pour the libations, what things will 
be sure? 

When woman, unmaskcd and ungirdlcd, understood, stands 
cleansed of hcr sin, 

Thc crcam of hcr lovc will have curdlcd, thc world of our 
love ccascd to spin; 

Yield not to thc clamor of science that seeing all, yct never 
know$; 

Are thy pallor and meekness defiance to chill thy blustering 
focs? 

The pagan was youth, and was boldcr to flash thc sword 
from thc shcaih, 

Man and maidcn shouldcr to shouldcr cntwincd round thcir 
limbs one wrcath; 

Science is oldcr and coldcr, and qucrics “What licth bcncath?” 

Thou laycst lhy gcntlc covcr alikc ovcr qucry and qucst, 

As thc arm of thc tcndcr lovcr droops on thc tcndcrcr 
brcast;- 

Whatcvcr of gods may bc mortal, hold thou thy thronc above, 

And smile to man ovcr thy portal; thou alonc art God, being 
lovc. 


Frankje and Johnnie 

AMERICAN. I9TH CENT. 

Frankie and Johnnic wcrc lovcrs 
swcct Christ how thcy could lovc 
thcy swore to bc truc to cach othcr 
as iruc as thc stars abovc 

but he was a man 
and he donc hcr wrong 
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Frankie the lived in the cribhouse 
the cribhouse had only one door 
she gave all her топсу to Johnnie 
who spcnt it on a parlorhousc whorc 
he was a man 
and he done hcr wrong 

Frankic wcnt down to thc corncr 
to buy hcrself a bottle of becr 
and she said to the old bartendcr 
have you sccn my loving Johnnic in hcre 
he is a man 
and he donc mc wrong 

I ain’t agoing to tcli you no secrets 
and I ain't agoing to tell you no lics 
but Johnnie wcnt out just a minutc ago 
with that old whorc Fanny Fry 
hc is a man 

and hc donc you wrong 

Frankie wcnt back to the cribhousc 
this timc it wa$n’t for fun 
for undcr hcr old rcd kimona 
shc carried Johnnie’s .44 gun 

shc was looking for thc man 
who donc hcr wrong 

Frankic shc wcnt to thc parlorhousc 
shc lookcd in thc window so high 
and ihcrc shc saw hcr Johnnic 

just a---Fanny Fry 

he was a man 

and hc donc her wrong 

Frankic shc wcnt to ihc front door 

shc rang thc front door bcll 

shc said stand back all you pimps and whores 

or Г11 bIow you all to Hell 

I want my man 
who donc mc wrong 

Frankie went into the parlor 
Johnnie commenccd to run 
she said don’t run from thc woman you love 
or Г11 shoot you with your own damn gun 
you are a man 
who done mc wrong 

Frankie went into the parlor 
Johnnic hollcrcd Frankic don’t shoot 
but Frankie she out with Johnnic’s .44 gun 
and three timc rootytoottoot 

she shot her man 
who donc hcr wrong 
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RoU me over gently 

roll me over slow 

roll me ovcr on my right sidc 

*causc my Icft sidc’s hurting mc so 

you’vc killcd your man 
who donc you wrong 

Frankic shc turned him on his stomach 
Frankie shc turncd him on his sidc 
whcn shc turncd him for thc third timc 
he hung his hcad and dicd 

shc killcd hcr man 
who donc hcr wrong 

> 

Sonncts Actualities 

BY E, E. CUMMINGS. FROM AND: I925 ^ 

I 

When my lovc comcs to scc mc it’s 
just a littlc likc music, a 
littlc morc likc curving colour (say 
orangc) 

against silcncc, or darkncss.... 

thc coming of my lovc cmits 
a wondcrful smcli in my mind, 

you should scc whcn i turn to find 
hcr how my Icast hcart-bcat bccomcs lcss. 

And thcn all hcr bcauty is a visc 

whosc stilling lips murdcr suddcnly mc, 

but of my corpsc thc tool hcr smilc makcs somcthing 
suddcnly luminous and prccisc 

—and thcn wc агс I and Shc.... 

what is that thc hurdy'gurdy’s playing 

II 

it is funny, you will bc dcad somc day. 

Ву you thc mouth hair cycs, and i mcan 
thc uniquc and nervousIy obscene 

need; it’s funny. They wiil all be dead 

knead o£ lustfulhunchcd dccpIytoplay 
lips and stare thc gross fuzzy-pash 

^ Copyright, 1925, by E. E. Cummuig«. 
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—đcad—and ihc dark gold dclicatcly smash ... 
grasS) and thc stars, o( my shouldcr in stcad. 

It is a funny thing. And you will bc 

and i and all thc days and nights that mattcr 
knockcd by sun moon jabbcd jcrkcd with ccstasy 
... trcmblc (not knowing how much bcttcr 

than mc wili you hkc thc rain’s facc and 

thc rich improbablc hands of thc Wind) 

IV 

uttcrly and amusingly i am pash 
possibly bccausc 

dusk and if it 
perhaps drca-mingly Is (not- 
quitc trees hugging with thc rash, 
coherent light 

) only to tracc with 

stifTcning slow shrill cycs bcyond a fit- 
and<ling of stufls thc alcrt wilhng myth 
of body, which will makc oddly to strut 
my indolcnt pricclcss smilc, 

until 

this vcry frail cnormous star (do you scc 
it?) and this shall dancc upon thc nudc 
and final silcncc and shall thc 
(i do but touch you) timid lewd 
moon plungc skilfully into thc hill. 

V 

bcforc thc fragilc gradual throne of night 
slowly whcn scvcral stars arc opcning 
onc bcyond onc immaculatc curving 
cool trcasurcs of silcncc 

(slcndcrly wholly 

rising, hersclf uprcaring wholly slowly, 
lcan in thc hips and her sails fillcd with drcam— 
whcn on a grecn brief gcsturc of twilight 
trcmblcs thc imagincd gallcon of Spring) 

somcwhcrc unspcaking sits my lifc; thc grim 
clcnched mind of mc somewhcrc bcgins again, 
sharcs thc ycar’s pcrfcct agony. Waiting 

(always) upon a fragilc instant whcn 

hcrsclf mc (slowly, wholly mc) will prcss 
in thc young lips uncarthly slcndcrncss 
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VI 


when i have thought of you somewhat too 
much and am become perfecdy and 
simply Lustfui ... sense a gradual stir 
of l^ginning muscle, and what it will do 
to me beforc shutting ... undcrstand 
i love you ... fcel your suddcniy body reach 
for mc with a spccd of whitc spccch 

(the simple instant of perfect hungcr 
Yc5) 

how bcautifully swims 
the fooling world in my hugc blood, 
cracking brains A swifdycnormous light 
—and furiou$ly puzzling through, prismatic, whim$, 
thc chattcring sclf pcrccivcs with hystcrical fright 

a comic tadpolc wriggling in dclicious mud 

vm 

fabulous against ,a,fathoming јс11у 
of vital futile huge light as she 
does not stand-ing.unsits 


hcr (wrist 

pcrforms a thundering trivial) it.y 

protubcrant through thc room’s skilful of thing 
silent spits discrctc lumps of noisc.... 
furniturc 

unsolcmnly :bur sting 

thc skinfull of Ludicrous,solidity which a. ,kissed 
with i$ ncarncss.(pccrs:body of 


aching toys 

in unsmooth $exual luminosity sprcc. 

—dcar) thc uncouthly Her.thuglikc starc the 

pollenizing vacancy 

whcn,Thy pattcrs?hands... is swig 

it docs who сус sO ncatly big 

X 

if i should slccp with a lady callcd dcath 
gct anothcr man with firmer lips 
to takc your ncw mouth in his tccth 
(hips pumping plcasurc into hips). 
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Sccing how thc limp huđdling string 
of your smilc ovcr his body squirms 
kissingly, i willl bring you cvcry spring 
handfulls of littlc normal worms. 

Drcss dcftly your flesh in stupid stufls, 
phrasc thc immcnse wcapon of your hair. 
Undcrstanding why his сус laughs, 
i will bring you evcry усаг 

somcthing which is worih thc wholc, 
an inch of nothing for уоиг soul. 

u 

my nakcd lady framcd 
in twilight is an accidcnt 

whosc niccncss bcttcrs casily thc intcnt 
of genius— 

painting wholly fccls ashamcd 
bcforc this music, and poctry cannot 
go ncar bccausc pcrfcctly fcarful. 

mcanwhilc thcsc spcak hcr wondcrful 
But i (having in my arms caught 

thc picturc) hurry it slowly 

to my mouth, tastc thc accuratc dcmurc 
fcrocious 

rhythm of 

prccisc 

lazincss. Eat thc pricc 
of an imaginablc gesturc 
exact warm unholy 

XIII 

upon thc room’s 

silcncc, i will scw 

a nagging button of candlclight 
(halfstooping to cxactly kiss thc tntc 

worm of hcr nakcdncss 

until it go 

rapidly to bcd: i will gct in with 
it, wiscly, pcstcr skilfully, tcasing 
its lips, absurd cycs, the hair). Crcasing 
its smoothncss—and lcavc thc bcd agrin with 
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memories 


(this white worm and i who 

love to feel what it will do 
in my bullcying hngers) 
as for the candlc, it’ll 

turn into a little curse 

of wax. Something,distinct and. Amusing,brittle 
nv 

thc ivory pcrforming rosc 

of you, worn upon my mind 

all night, quittlng only in the unkind 

dawn its musclc amorous 

pricks with minute odour thesc gross 

days 


when i think of you and do not livc: 
and thc cmpty twilight cannot gricve 
nor the autumn, as i gricve, faint for your face 

O stay with mc slightly. or until 

with neat obscure obvious hands 

Timc stuff thc sinccre stomach of cach mill 

of thc ingcnious gods. (i am punishcd. 

Thcy have stolcn into rcccnt lands 
the flower 


with their enormous Bngers unwishcd 

XVI 

a bluc woman with sticking out brcasts hanging 
clothcs. On the line. not so old 
for thc mothcr of twclvc undcrshirts(wc arc told 
by is it Bishop Taylor who nccds hanging 

that marriage is a sure cure for masturbation). 

A dirty wind,twitchcs thc,clothcs which arc clcan 
—this is twilight, 

a litde рирру hopping bctween 


ikipping 

children 

(It is the consummadon 
of day,the hour)she says to me you big fool 
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she says i says to her i says Sally 
i says 

the 


mmmoon,begins to,drool 

softly,in the hot alley, 

a nigger’s voice fecls curiously cool 
(suddcnly'Light$ gol on,by schedule 


XIX 

thc mind is its own bcautiful prisoner. 

Minc looked long at thc sticky moon 
opcning in dusk hcr new wings 

thcn dcccntly hangcd himsclf, onc afternoon. 

Thc last thing hc saw was you 
nakcd amid unnakcd things, 

your flcsh, a succinct wandlikc animal, 
a little strolling with the futilc purr 
of blood; уоиг scx squcakcd like a billiard4:uc 
chalking itsclf, as not to makc an crror, 
with twists spontaneously methodical. 

Нс suddcnly tasted worms windows and roscs 

hc laughed, and closcd his cycs as a girl closcs 
her lcft hand upon a mirror. 


XXI 

whcn you went away it was morning 
(that is, big horscs; light fecling up 
strccts; hcels taking derbies (whcrc?) a pup 
hurriedly hunchcd over swill; onc butting 

trollcy imposingly empty; snickering 
shop doors unlockcd by whitc*grub 
faccs) cloihed in dclicate hubbub 

as you stood thinking of anything, 

maybe thc world.... But i havc wondcrcd sincc 
isn’t it odd of you rcally to lic 
a sharp agrccablc flowcr bctwccn my 

amuscd lcgs 

kissing with littlc dints 
of april, making thc obsccnc 5hy 
brcasts ticklc, laughing whcn i wilt and wincc 
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XXII 


you askcd mc to comc: it was raining a littlc, 
and thc spring; a clumsy brightncss of air 
wondcrfully stumblcd abovc thc squarc, 
litdc amorous-tadpolc pcoplc wigglcd 

battcrcd by stuttcring pcarl, 

lcavcs jiggled 

to thc jigging fragrance of ncwncss 
—and thcn. Му crazy fingcrs likcd your drcss 
.... your kiss, your kiss was a distinct brittlc 

flowcr, and thc flcsh crisp sct 
my love-tooth on cdgc. So until light 
cach having cach wc promiscd to forgct— 

whcrcforc is thcrc nothing lcft to gucss: 
thc chcap intclligcnt thighs, thc clectric tritc 
thighs; thc hair stupidly pricclcss. 

XXIII 

and this day it was Spring .... us 

drcw lcwdly thc murmurous minutc clumsy 

smcllofthcworld. Wc intricatcly 

alivc, cleaving thc luminous stammer of bodics 

(cagcrly just not cach othcr touch) sccking, somc 

strcct which casily tricklcs a brittlc fuss 

of fragile huge humanity.... 

Numb 

thoughts, kicking in thc rivcrs of our blood, miss 

by how tcrriblc inchcs spcach—it 

madc you a littlc dizzy did thc world’s smcll 

(but i was thinking why thc girl-and-bird 

of you movc .... movcs.... and also, i’ll admit—) 

till,at thc corncr of Nothing and Somcthing,wc hcard 
a handorgan in twilight playing likc hcll 

XXIV 

i likc my body whcn it is with your 
body. It is so quitc ncw a thing. 

Musclcs bcttcr and ncrvcs morc. 

i likc your body. i likc what it docs, 

i like its hows. i likc to feel the spinc 

of your body and its boncs, and thc trcmbling 

-firm-smooth ncss and which i will 

again and again and again 

kiss, i like kissing this and that of you, 

i likc, slowly stroking thc, shocking fuzz 

of your clcctric furr, and what-is-it-comcs 

ovcr parting flcsh .... And cycs big lovc4:rumbs 
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and possibly i likc the thrill 
of undcr me you so quitc ncw 

'*She Being Brand-hlew*' 

FROM IS 5. E, E. CUMMINGS, I926 

she bcing Brand 

-ncw;and you 
know consequentIy a 
littlc stiff i was 
carcful of her and(having 

thoroughly oilcd thc univcrsal 

joint tcstcd my gas felt of 

hcr radiator madc surc hcr springs wcrc O. 

K.)i wcnt right to it floodcd-thc*carburctor crankcd hcr 

up,slippcd thc 

clutch(and thcn somchow got into rcvcrsc shc 
kickcd what 
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oh and hcr gcars bcing in 
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grcascdlightningjustaswcturncdthccorncrofDivinity 
avcnuc i touchcd thc accclcrator and givc 
hcr thc juicc,good 

was thc first ridc and bclicvc i wc was 
happy to scc how nicc shc actcd right up to 
thc last minutc coming back down by thc Public 
Gardcns i slammcd on 
thc 

intcrnalexpanding 

& 

cxtcrnalcontracting 
brakcs Bothatoncc and 

brought allofhcr trcmB 
-ling 

to a:dcad. 
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Kindly Sleep 

WALLACE RICE, I927, FROM AN ANONVMOUS WRITER IN 
THE ANTHOLOGV 

PouNDs of gold it takcs to buy hcr— 

Hcr who scts thc town afirc; 

Yet all night have I lain nigh her, 

With SthcnclaVs 
And nought to рау is. 

Nc’cr again will I implore hcr 
Nor lamcnt that I adorc hcr, 

Whcn in drcams I can bcwhore hcr, 

This SthcnclaVs, 

And nought to рау is. 

> 

Paul Verlaine*s Parallelement 

TRANSLATED BY ARTHUR SVMONS, TWO WORLDS, I927 ' 

DEDICACE 

Do you rcmcmber, you a gay young woman, 

Who indulgcd your faults whcn youngcr—that’s no matter 
In thc јоИу times whcn, bcing both inhuman, 

You hcard mc, grccn-horn, ^hea I uscd to chattcr? 

Do you keep now, in your obscurity 

That worn spun silk, thc horror of thc Muscs, 

Thoughts of my conjuring-book and my futurity, 

And ccrtain writtcn things, that no onc chooscs? 

Have you forgottcn, now you arc a gammcr, 

Not cvcn in your worst stupiditics, 

Му faults of tastc, ccrtainly not of grammar, 

On the wrong sidc of your bitter cupiditics? 

And whcn soundcd thc hour of our nuptials, atrocious, 

An Ariadnc mourning for hcr Bacchus, 

Му gluttonous cyes, and to my kisses fcrocious, 

Your ncgations, whcn thcrc’s nothing now to rack us? 

Do you rccall, if this wcrc cvcr fcasiblc, 

In your hard hcart that had no sense of passion, 

This I always rcady, tcrriblc, horriblc, scizablc, 

This you, dear, taking taste in your own fashion. 

And all the bittcration of a marriagc 
Which by misfortunc was not right for my agc? 

Have you forgot what used to bc my carriage 
And all the wrongs of your agc and of my age? 


^Reprinted by permiuion of Samuel Roth. 
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This \s mosi od\ous\ Scc mc, \amcntablc 
DctcVicl scatlcrcd orr a\\ ibc doods oi Viccs, 

Tbal scc ^ou, 'уои, pu \adc dcicsiaUc, 

A.i\d ibc nccd l bavc lo wr\ic lo уои oi—spiccsl 

л 

Les Amies 

/. SVR LE BALCON 

They saw the swallows flying rapidly: 

Onc palc with black hair and thc othcrs facc 
Fair and rose rcd, in subtlc grace old lacc 
Scrpcntincd round thcm, clouds, luxuriously. 

And both, brcathcd thc hot air passionatcly, 

As in thc sky a mad moon rosc in spacc, 

Savourcd thc night’s passion as thc firc-flcdgcd racc 
Of hcarts with hearts in one strangc Tragcdy. 

Such, thcir arms claspcd, moist, round cach othcr’s waist, 
Strangc creaturcs of a chastity unchastc. 

Such dreamcd thcsc womcn in thcir souls, alonc. 

Bchind them, in thc sombrcncss of thc shadc, 

Emphatic as a mclodramatic thronc 

And full of odours, their sccntcd Bcd, unmadc. 


II. PENSIONNAIRES 

Onc had sixtccn ycars and thc othcr lcss: 

Both of them slcpt in thc same sccntcd room. 

It was a Scptembcr night, thc room hid gloom, 

And both wcrc cqual in thcir wantonncss. 

Each has quittcd, to show hcr nakcdncss, 

Thc fine nightdrcss that kccps its flcsh pcrfumc. 

Thc younger bcnds, so womcn bend thcir womb, 

And hcr sistcr kisscs hcr brcasts that risc to thc carcss, 
Thcn falls on hcr knccs, then bccomes mad and wild, 
And all hcr mouth cxultant of that child 
Plungcs in the grcy shadows, that hcld thc night’s 
Trcasurcs; and thc child, bcyond all bcguiling, 

Counts hcr dcnc tunc as thc scnsc in hcr invitcs 
Thc tragcdy that is dcstroycd by sin’s dcfiling. 

III. PER AMICA SILENTIA 

Thc long curtains of whitc muslin scrpcntinc 
Ovcr the vaguc light in the room tenebrous 
As in thc wind floats a wild opalinc 
In thc shadow $ombrcly mystcrious. 
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The great curtains of the bed of Adeline 
Have heard, Claire, thy voice made amorous, 

7hy carcssing voice with cadences divine 
That another voice cnlaces furious. 

"Let us lovc, lovcl” said your mixed voiccs in onc tonc, 
Clairc, Adelinc, adorablc as thc hcarts wc rhymc 
In passionate praiscs of your souls sublimc. 

Love and be loved! Dear bcings Icft alonc 

Since in thcse days of woc, for evil and good 

Thc glorious stigmata is staincd with your purc blood. 

IV. PRINTEMPS 

Thc rcd'haircd slender girl divincs 
That such innoccncc irritatcs. 

Words to cxcitc thc girl she hatcs 
То drink of dccpcr draughts than wincs; 

—Sap that riscs and dcclincs, 

Childhood has but changing fatesl 
Foam likc brcasts my touch awaits 
Whcrc thc rcd rosc pctal shincs. 

Lct mc, whcrc thc grass is dcnscr, 

Drink thc drops of dcw that twinklcd 
Whcrc thc dcw thc flowcr bcsprinklcd, 

So that plcasurc bc intcnscr 

In thinc arms whcrc all thc Spring is 
As thc dawn whcrc thc bird’s wing is. 

V. ETE 

And thc child rcplics, onc sw(K)n 
Undcr thc formidablc carcsscs 
Of this mistrcss shc posscsscs 
Bclovcd, I am dying soon! 

I am dying; what consumcs mc 

Is thy throat whcre drunkcnncsscs 
Sting thc flcsh and drink my trcsscs 
In thy odour that pcrfumcs mc; 

It has, thy flcsh, no charm of maids 
But thc hcat that givcs no wondcr, 

It has the amber, it has thc shadcs; 

Thc gusty winds makc thy voicc thundcr, 

And thy trcsscs, staincd and bIoody, 

Thc night whirls around thy body, 
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Sappho 

WrTH holiow cyc$ anđ brcasts rigid, furious, 

Sappho, irritatcd by hcr suprcmc dcsirc, 

A$ a shC'Wolf by thc sca runs ravcnous. 

Drcaming of Phaon, not of hcr own hcart*s firc, 

Shc, sccing to this point disdaincd her carcsses 
Tcars with angry hands at her tragic tressct. 

Thcn unrepentant for herself she evokes 
Hcr passionate dcsircs to satiety, 

Where lust turns lust and dics as ardcntly 
In sleeping virgins spirits shc invokcs: 

Shc lowcrs hcr wcary cyclids wherc hill smokcs 
And lcaps into thc dcpth of thc Rcd Sca: 

Palc in thc sky Silcnc intolcrably 

Avcngcs the Virgins that hcr madncss strokes. 

> 

Filles 

l. A LA PRISCESS RUOKHtNE 

She had thc salt of sin within hcr, 

Shc had no powdcr in hcr tresscs 
0 lovcd of Vcnus, onc confcsscs 

The stinglcss bcauty of this sinncr! 

But I bclicvc hcr minc, shc namcd mc 
So, for hcr trcsscs and grimaccs 
Hcr hcats crotic and her graccs 

That by all its cnds inflamcd mc. 

Shc is to me morc than a rapturc 

As a flamboyant prcgnant creaturc 
Bcforc thc sacrcd door, cach fcaturc 

And all that burning bush may capturc! 

Who could swcar on hcr salvation 

If not I hcr pricst, whosc song surpasscd hcr, 
And hcr humblc slavc and hcr mastcr. 

Who would cndurc for hcr damnation. 

This body rarc that has no virtuc, 

As whitc as arc thc rcddcst roscs 
And whitcr still than апу roscs, 

Like purple lilics, that can hurt you. 

Fair thighs, ripe breasts and what intensc is 

In thc back, thc rcins, thc bclly, nonc rcsts thcrc 
Fcast for the eycs and the hand that quests thcrc, 

And for thc mouth and all thc scnscs? 
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Dcar» let us see if still thy bed 

Has under the curtains for my vizard 
The moving pillows of the wizard 
And the mad bcd clothes—towards thy bcd. 

IL CASTA PIANA 

Thy bluc hair mlxed with rcd givcs hcat, 
Thinc cyes too hard that are too swect, 

Thy beauty in which bcautics swoon, 

Thy brcasts dcmcntcd, thy brcath’s sccntcd, 
A crucl dcvil in hcll invcntcd, 

Thy pallor stolcn from thc moon. 


Wc havc put in all our statcs, 
Notrc-Damc of thc garrcts and gatcs, 
Lightcd with candlcs all surrounding 
Thc unblcst and thc Avcs said 
And thc angclus for thc dcad, 

Hours unvirginal always sounding. 


Ccrtainly thou dost sccnt thc faggot: 

Can turn a man into a maggot, 

A cyphcr, a symbol, and a brcath, 

Thc timc to say ог to makc ycs, 

Thc timc of astonishcd nakcdncss, 

Thy timc to kiss thy shocs to dcath. 

A tcrriblc placc, thinc own attic: 

Onc takcs thcc on thc hcap dramatic 
То dcmolish a ccrtain hidcous fcllow, 
And makc dccamp thc way of sccnts, 
Furnishcd with all thc Sacramcnts, 
Thosc that think that thy slippcrs ycllow! 


Lovc mc bcttcr, thou hast rcason, 
Than thc youngcr mcn whosc trcason 
Know not of thy scvcral passions, 

I as thou a malcfactor, 

I who jcst as апу actor 

With a hcart full of thy fashions! 


Do not frown, no nccd of frowning, 
Casta, whcn my hcart is drowning. 
Let mc suck in all thy balms, 

Pianc, pcppcrcd, sugarcd, saltcd, 
And lct mc drink in thinc cxaltcd 
Saltcd, sacrcd, sccntcd balms. 
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III. EXPUC^TION 

ТКс \uxury of blccding on a hcart noi minc, 

Thc nccd of somchovv wccping on \us brcast, 

Thc dcsirc of spcaking to him, of our unrcst, 

Thc drcam of rcmaining togcthcr vvithout dcsign 
Thc woc of hating womcn furiously, 

Thc saticty of bcing a machinc obsccnc, 

Thc impurc crics of a succubus unclcan, 

Thc nightmarc of shifting oncsclf inccssandy! 

То dic for God’s sakc, lcap in hcU’s abysscs, 

То dic and livc on somconc’s savoury kisscs, 

And kiss thc mouth that lics, that hcavcns misscsl 
То livc bcyond onc’s tormcnts furious 
Of ripc hcarts and cycs of mistrcsscs incurious, 
And, for thc rcst, toward what deaths infamousl 

Llmpenitent 

Wanderer jadcd, thin cycs faded 
Saianic dcsircs dcsiring, dcgradcd, 

Not in апу sense a rascal’s, 

Whcn at passing somcthing gcntlc, 

Hurl a lightning not like Pascal’s. 

Thy slang hangs, not clcmcntal, 

Sharp as spcars, not dctrimcntal, 

AIl fruit, jiU flowcr, all Galilcan, 

And thy man’s tonguc in two fcndcd 
Licks thy lips, Epicurcan. 

Old Faun, $pying things intcndcd 
Hast though hcightcncd thinc amcndcd 
Fcaturc оГ thc four dimensionsP 
Art thou mad cnough to bc hatcd 
For thy wickcd words’ cxtcnsionsP 

What, dcspitc rcins dissipatcd, 

This thrashcd hcart, thinc irritatcd 
Scnsc of luxury’s dcvotion, 

Heart and reins and nothing sunny 
In thy gizzard’s mutc cmotion? 

Sweet as апу saltcd honey, 

Diamonds than hcU’s flres less funny, 

Blue as flowcr, and black with wonder, 
Passionate cyes, thine eyc8 pcrnicious, 

Of aU kinds despite of Thunder. 
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Thy nose pleasei thee» O Vicious, 

Or else singulariy malicious, 

Having the force of indications, 

Having aiso, as Ulysses, 

Presages and expianations. 

Kisses bigger than abysse$, 

More astringent litde kisses 

That suck the soui that has no answers, 

Fuiler kisses much more heating, 

Than a flame, than kissing dancers. 

Kisses eaten, kisses cating, 

Kisscs drinking, wincs compicting, 

Kisses ianguid, kisses frantic, 

Thou lovcst best, and this admitting 
Is it not? Such kisscs antic. 

Đodies arc of thy tastc, submitting, 

Better upright pcrhaps than sitting. 
Moving whcrc onc has to march, 

And no mattcr in what climatc, 

Pont Saint-Esprit or Pont dc-rArchc. 

So that this taste makcs thcm to rhyme at 
Vcrscs, pcrvcrsc, palc, not to climb at, 
One must have both youth and passion: 
Small strong fcct, and no adver$ity, 
Muscular and hairy in the fashion. 

Of hair falling, no conversity 
So intcnscly wickcd in pcrvcrsity 
As thosc arc, littlc cnough dcccncy, 

At lcast, to makc onc say: “Г11 savc hcrl“ 
What shadow of indcccncy? 

No, no( You, witncs$ in our favour, 
Knowing gods that cannot savour, 

That thcsc matters, just for onc scnsc, 
Arc to make no more illusion 
Nor to wandcr into nonscnsc. 

So things go in somc confusion 
As the jcsters makc dclusion. 

Thou canst laugh at our inccnscs— 

Such as onc whose need is pressing 
Passes bcyond mural dcfcnscs. 

Thou canst answcr, not in blcssing, 
Wcary of thc lcast confcssing, 

Wiih thy voicc by thirst dcgradcd 
And that certainly is not sccdy: 

“What’s to do, whcn one’s invadcd, 

If wc агс not cvcn nccdy?” 
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Songs WntUn for the Entertainment 
of Му Lady Joan 

BY FBANCIS PAGE. AMERtCAN, 1927 ^ 

MiNG, mastcr of a pcrvcrsc fatc, 

Thcsc two burdcns yct must саггу: 
Thcrc is somc vvoman hc cannot rapc, 
Thcrc is anothcr hc cannot таггу. 

And if you think hc docs not know 
What to do you’rc wrong, by Наггу! 

Нс marrics thc woman hc cannot rapc, 
And rapcs thc onc hc cannot таггу! 

II 

Pity thc foolish huntcr 
Who, whcn his ргсу appcars, 
Fumblcs about with his arrow, 

Vcxing thc ргсу to tcars. 

I am that othcr huntcr 
Wandcring light of soul 
Arrow sccurcly straincd for 
Some trembling, pitiful goal. 

III 

Prctty hands and prctty fcct, 

Good for man to look upon, 

Arc not cqual in thcir $wcct, 

Arc not cqual onc to onc. 

Whcn I scc a prctty hand. 

I am not the onc to strikc it; 

At a pretty foot I stand 
Eagcr to producc onc likc it, 

IV 

Havc you noticcd on thc programmcs 
Of our houscs of amuscmcnt 
Prudcnt plcas that whilc wc plcasurc 
Not to fail to choose an exit? 

So I watch thc gay pcrformancc 
Of our such rcsplcndcnt womcn, 

And the warning notwithstanding 
I am thinking of an entrancc. 

^ Reprinted by permiuion of Samuel Rotb. 
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Aftcrivord 

PROM ТНВ POINT OP VIEW, I905 

// aught indelicate has jarred the sense, 

If aught of sophistry has brought a frown, 
Perhaps a counter charge might be set down 
And leave the reader with a sad dcfence. 

If aught of flighty verse or tale intense 
Has led уои on, this flnal page to crown 
With comment critical, some slight renown 
Accrues to me through that same evidence, 
For were уои not, yourself, on pleasure bent, 
You surely had not read as far as here. 

I ргау уои judge me by ту good intent 
То bring a smile or chase away a tear, 

And if ту methods must for pardon sue, 

I first must bid уои tal{e ту Point of View. 


5 TATECFNTRAI. LiBRARV 

WESl BFNCAL 

C»LCUnA 


СттвЗ 








